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5 L bas been the ordinary Practice of 
wdbe French Poets, to dedicate their 
S718 Works of this Nature to their DINE. 
Tv 1: eſpecially when they have had the 
= leaſt Encouragement: to it, by his 
Approbation of them on the 5 
Rut I confeſs, I want the Confidence to follow 
their Example, though perhaps I have as ſpeci- 
ous Pretences to it for this Piece, as any they 
can boaſt of: It having been own'd/ in fo parti- 
cular. a Manner by this Majeſty, that he has 
grac'd it with the Title of His Play, and thereby 
reſcued it from the Severity (that I may not ſay 
Malice) of its Enemies. But, though a Cha- 
racter ſo high and undeſerv'd has not rais d in me 
the Preſumption to offer ſuch a Trifle to his moſt 
ſerious View, yet I will own the Vanity to ſay, 
That after this Glory which it has recerv'd from 
a Sovereign Prince, I could not fend it to ſeek 
Protection from any Subject. Be this Poem then 
VoI II. A 4 ſacred 
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and that without Deception, whether the Work 
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NEA CE. | 
facred 1 without the tedious Form of a Dedi- 
cation, without preſuming to interrupt thoſe 
Hours which he is daily * Peace and Set- 
tlement of his Peopfle. e 

For what elſe concerns this Play; I would tell 
the Reader that it is regular, according to the 
ſtricteſt of Dramatick Laws, but that it is a Com- 


off, Tis a Queſtion variouſly diſputed, whether 
an Author may be allowed as a competent Judge 
of his own Works. As to the Fabrick and Con- 
trivance of — certainly — may, 2 
roperly the Emplo t of | At ; 
— a Maſter-Builder, he may determine, 


be according to the Exattneſs of the. - 
granting him to have a perfe& Idea of that Pat. 


may infallibly judge of the Frame and Contex- 
ture of their Works. But for ——— 
Writing, which is r, more various 
8 in Poeſic A other Kind, as it 
is properly the Child of Fancy, ſo it can receive 
no Meaſure, or at leaſt but à very i one, 
of its oon Excellencies or Failures 791 4 c 
; 9p * Ju - 


P a E#4M CE. 
Judgment. Self-love (which enters but raroly 
into the Offices of the Judgment) hene predomi- 
nates: And Fancy (if I may fo \ppak)! od judging 
of it ſelf, can be no more certam or demonſtra- 
tive of its own Effects, than two crooked Lines 
can be the adzquate Meaſure of each other. What 
I have faid on this may, perhaps, give me 
ſome Credit with my s, in my ion of 
this Play, which I have ever valued above the 
_—_ of m Follies of this Kind: Yet not thereby 
I 72s from their Judgment, who 
rect 3 riting of this to be much 
inferior to my Indian Emperor. But the Argu- 
ment of that was much more Noble, not having 
the Allay of Comedy _—_— it: Yet if this be 
more perfect, eitter n its Kind, or in the general 
Notion of a Play, tis as much as I deſire to have 
for the Vindication of my Opinion, and, 
what as nearly touches me, the Sentence of a 
Royal Judge. Many have imagin'd the Character 
of Philocies to be faulty; ſome for not diſcover- 
ing the Queen's Love, others for his joining in her 
Reſtraint. But though I am not of their Num- 
ber, who obſtinately defend what they have once 
ſaid, I may with modeſty take up thoſe Anſwers 
which — been made me by my Friends; 
namely that Philacles, who was but a Gentleman 
of ordinary Birth, had no Reaſon to ſs ſo ſoon at 
the Queen's Paffion, ſhe being a Perſon ſo much a- 
bove him, and by the Suffrages of all her Peo e, al- 
ready deftin'd to Lyfemantes: Beſides, that be was 
prepoſſeſſed, (as the Queen ſome where hints it to him) 
with another Inclination which rendred him leſs clear- 
ſighted m it, ſince no Man, at the ſame time, can 
diſtincly vic two different Objects; and if this, with 
any Shew of Reafan, may be defended, [leave my 
Maſter, the Criticks, at * | 
5 | 


— 


e 


be not much more conducing to the Beauty of | 


my Plot, that Philocles ſhould be long kept igno- 
rant of the Queen's Love, than that with one 
he ſhould have entered into the Know of it, 


and thereby freed himſelf, to the Diſguſt of the Au- 


dience, from that pleaſing Labyrinth of Errors 
which was © cont for him. As for that other 
Objection, of his joining in the Queen's Impriſon- 
ment, it is indiſputably that which every Man, if 
he Examines himſelf, would have done on the like 
Occaſion. If they anſwer, that it takes from the 
Height of his Character to do it; I would enquire 
of my over-wiſe Cenſors, who told them I in- 
tended him a perfect Character, or indeed what 


Neceſſity was there he ſhould be ſo, the Vari 


of Images being one great Beauty of a Play? It 
was as much as I deſign'd, to ſhew one great and 
abſolute Pattern of Honour in my Poem, which 
1 did in the Perſon of the Queen: All the De- 
fects of the other Parts being ſet to ſhow, - the 
more to recommend that one Character of Vir- 
tue to the Audience, But neither was the Fault 
of Philocles ſo great, if the Circumſtances be con- 


FHider'd, which, as moral Philoſophy aſſures us, 


make the eſſential Differences of Good and Bad; 
he himſelf beſt explaining his own Intentions in 
his laſt Act, which was the Reſtauration of his 
Queen; and even before that, in the Honeſty of 
His Expreſſions, when he was unavoidably led b 

the Impulſions of his Love to do it. That which 
with more reaſon was objected as an Indecorum, 
is the Management of the laſt Scene of the Play, 
where Celadon and Florimel are treating too lightly 
of their Marriage in the Preſence of the Queen, 
who likewiſe ſeems to ſtand idle, while the great 
Action of the Drama is till depending. This I 


cannot otherwiſe defend, than by telling you, I ſo 


delign'd 
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ach ign'd it on purpoſe. to make my Pla go off more 
7 that Scene being, in the pk nion of the 


beſt 4 4 divertiſing of che whole Co- 

medy. t though the Axtifice fucceeded, I am 

willing to acknowledge it as a Fault, ſince it pleas'd 
His Maj , the belt 


dge, to think it ſo. I have 
= to a „that the Player founded on a Story in 


the Cyrus, which he = the Queen of Corinth; in 
whoſe Character, as it has been affirm'd to me, he 
repreſents that of the famous Chri/#i na, Queen of 
Sweden, T his is what I thought convenient to write 
by way of Preface to the Maiden Queen; in the 
reading of which, I fear you will not meet with that 
Satisfaction which you have had in ſeeing it on the 
Stage; the chief Parts of it, both ſerious and comick, 
being performed to that Height of Excellence, that 
nothing but a Command, which I could not hand- 
ſomely diſobey, could have given me the Courage to 
have made it publick. 
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Z abo writ this, not ewithout Paint and 
From French and Engliſh Theate#s has byo 
Th" era Rules by which - Play is erronght. 


The Unities of Aﬀion, Place, FR" Tine ; 
The Scenes unbroken ; and 4 mingled Chime | 
Of Johnſon's Humour, 4 N 4 Rhyme. 


Bat wwhile dead Caluirs be ith Care did lay, 
He fears bis Wit, or Phot he did not weigh, 
Which are the living Beauties of a Play. 

IV 


Plays are tike Towns, which bour'er Hrtiß' d 
By E incers, have flill fame weaker ſide 
By the &er-ſeen Defendant nf . | 


And with that Art you 9 Approaches new 3 
Such Shilful Fury in Afſaults you ſhow, 


| That every Poet without ſhame may bow. 
VI. 


Ours therefore humbly æuould attend your Doom, 
If Seldier-like, he may have Terms to come 
With flying Colours, and guirb beat of Drum. 


The Prologue goes out, and ſtays while a Tune 15 
play'd, after which he returns again. 


Second PR OL OG UE. 


1 Had forgot one batf, 1 do proteſt, 
And now am /ent again to jpeak the reſt. 
- : a He 


PROLOGUE. 


He bews to every great and noble Writ, | 

But to the little Hectors of the Pit 

Our Poel s flurd) „ and will not ſubmit. 

He'll be before- a with em, and not ay 
To ſee each pecnib Critick fidb tas Play : 
Each puny Cenſor, who his Skill to boaſt, 
I death awitty on the Poet's Coft. 

No Crimes Verdi ſhould, of right, L 
They are excepted all as Men of Blood | 
And the ſame Law ſhall ſhield bim ow: thair Fan, 
Which has excluded Butchers from Jeg. . 
Ton d all be Wits 
But Writing's tedious, and that wway may fail; 
The mot compentious Method is to rail: 

Whith you fo 2 you think your ſelves ill us d 


- 
” 
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When in ſmart you are not abu d. 
A civil Prologue tis 


2 by no Man ; 
You hate it as n dv # tivi Woman: © 
Your Fancy, pad, and tiberally you pay 
To have vt qaicken'd ere you ſee a Play. | 
Fuſt as old Sinners worn from their Delight, 
Give Mony to be wwhip'd to Appetite. 

But what a Pox keep I ſo much ads 

To fave our Poet? He is one of you 

A Brother Tudgment, and as I mu ſay, 


5 


A curſed Cratick as & er damn'd. a 

Good ſalvage Gentlemen your oor Kind pare, 2 
He is, like you, a very Wolf or Bear; 

Yet think not bell your ancient Rights invade, 

Or flop the Courſe of your free damning Trade. 

For he, (he Vows) at no Friend's Play can fat, 

But he muſt needs find Fault to ſhow bis Wit : 

Then, for his ſake, neer flint your own Delight; 
Throw boldly, for he fits to all that write 3 ' 
With ſuch he ventures on an even Lay, 

For they bring ready Mony into Play. 

Thoſe who write not, and yet all Writers nick, 

Ae Bankrupt Gameſiers, for they damn on Ti >. 


Dramatie 


* Perſonæ. 


Queen of Sicily. | IN NM. Marſhall. 


Candiope, Princeſs of the Blhod. Mrs. Quin. 
Aſteria, the Queen's Confident. Mrs. Knep. 
Florimel, 2 Maid ef Honor. Mrs. Ellen Guyn. 
Flavia, another Maid of Honour. Mrs.F.Davenport. 
Olinda, 8 Si gert. | Mrs. Rutter. 
Sabina, Mrs. E. Davenport. 


Melifla, Mother to Olinda and Sabina. Mrs. Cory. 
Lyſimantes, fr/! Prince of the Blood. Mr. Burt. 


Philocles, the Queen s Favourite. Major Mohun. 
Celadon, a Courtier. Mr. Hart. : 


-» 


Gaards, Pages of Honour, Soldiers. 


The SCENE, SICILY. 


SECRET LOVE: 
OR, THE Y 8. 
Maiden Queen. 


— —— © 


AC Tr L. 8 C EN EI 
De SCENE i Walks near the Court. 


Enter Celadon, and Aſteria, meeting each other, 


be in riding Habit, they embrace. 


''CEL AD ON. 
SERIES) EAR Aferia ! | 


vou have been abſent, has been ſo tedi- 

& ous! I hope as you have made a pleaſant 

Voyage, ſo you have brought your good 
Humour back again to Court. 

Cel. I never yet knew any Company I could not be 

in, except it were an old Woman's. 

AR. Or at a Funeral. 


Cel. 


| 


| 


16 Me Marvpen Queen. | 
Cel. Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me: for I was never 


merrier than I was at a Creditor's of mine, whoſe Book 
periſhed with him: But what new Beauties have you at 
Court? How do Melifa's two fair Danghters ? 1 
Aft. When you tell me which of em you are in love 
with, PIl anſwer you. 3 
Cel. Which of em, naughty Siſter, what a Queſtion's 
there? With both of em, with each and ſingular of em. 
2 Bleſs me! you are not ſerious ! =_ 
Cel. You look as if it were a Wonder ts fee a Man in 
love: Are they not handſom ? | 
25 Ay, but both together —— = 
el. Ay, and both aſunder ; why, I hope there are but 
two of em, the tall ſinging and dancing one, and the 
little innocent one. | | 
A. But you cannot marry both. . 7 
Cel. No, nor either of em I truſt in Heay'n ; but I can 
keep them Company, I can ſing and dance with 'em, and 
treat em; and chat, I take it, r L 
muſty marrying them: Marriage is poor Folks Pleaſure, 
3 to the Coſt of Da: But I am out of 
Danger of that with theſe two, for I love em ſo equally, 
I can never make Choice between em. Had I but one 
Miſtreſs, I might go to her to be merry, and fhe, perhaps, 
be out of Humour; there were a Viſit loſt ; But here, 
if one of em frown upon me, the other will be the more | 
obliging, on Purpoſe to xecommend her own Gaiety, be- 
ſides a thouſand things that I could name. 
Af. And none of em to any purpoſe. 
Cel. Well, if you will not be cruel to a poor Lover, you 
might oblige me by carrying me to their Lodgings. 
Af. You know I am always buſy about the Queen. 
Cel. But once or twice only, till I am a little fluſh'd 
in my Acquaintance with other Ladies, and have learn'd 
to prey for my ſelf. I promiſe you I' make all the hafte 
1 34, to end the Trouble, by being in love ſomewhere 
. ; hs 
Aft. You" would think it hard to be deny d now. ' 
Cel. And reaſon good : Many a Man hangs himfelf for 
the Loſs ef one Miſtreſs : How do you think then I _— 


The MAIDEN QUEEN. 17 


| bear the Loſs of two ; eſpecially in a Court where ] think 
Beauty is but thin ſown ? 
A. There's one Florimel, che 's Ward, a new 
Beauty, as wild as you, and a vaſt Fortune. 

„ Col! L ann for het betore"the Werd: Bring tne to ber, 

1 and Il releaſe you of your Promiſe for the other two. 
n's Emer a Page. 

1. Page. Madam, the Queen expects you. 

Cel I ſee you hold her Favour 3 adieu, Sifter ; you 
in have a little Emiſſary there, otherwiſe I would offer you 
my Service. 

2 Farewel, Brother, think upon l. 

el. Vou may truſt my Memory for an handſome We- 

man, Til chink upon her, and the reft co: II forget 
none of em. | [Fo A. 


SCENE U. 


Enter a Gentleman cualking over the Stage "14M 
. im Florimel, and Flavia, u d. ee i 

Fla. Past, Phornio! you will not ler ws? . | 

Gent. Ga . five x 85 Buſineſs — ¶ Fæit Gert. 

Cel. annot e you in Sense . 
Ladies? 5 

Fla. Which of us would you ſerve? 

Cel. Either of you, or both of you. 

Fla. Why, could you not be conſtant to one? 

Cel. Conſtant to one! I have been a Oourtier, a 8dl- 
dier, and a Traveller to good Purpoſe, if T mult be on- 
2u- ſtant to one; give me ſome twenty, ſome forty, Tome a 
hundred Miſtreſſes, I have more Love than any Yen | 
can turn her to. | 

Flo. Bleſs us, let us be gone, Couſin ; we two are no- 
thing in his Hands. 

Cel. Vet, for my part, I can live with as few Miſtreſſes 
as any Man: I deſire no Superfluities ; only for neceſſary 
| Change or ſo; as I ſhift my Linnen. 

Flo. A pretty odd kind of Fellow this: He fits my 


Humour rarely { Ade. 
Fla. You are as unconſtant as the Moon, * 


i8 The MAIDEN QUEEN. [ 


f Fus. ren he's as conſtant as the Sun; he 
i would ſee all the World in twenty four Hours. 9 
[ff Cel. Tis very true, Madam; but, like him, I would 
|: viſit, and away 1 2 
Flo. For what an unreaſonable thing it were to ſtay long, 
I be troubleſome, and hinder a Lady of a freſh Lover. 4 
1 Cel. A rare Creature this! — Beſides, Madam, how 
1 like a Fool a Man leoks, when, after all his 2 i 
| of two Minutes before, he ſhrinks into a faint Kits, and 
a cold Compliment. Ladies both, into your Hands 1 
commit my ſelf ; ſhare me betwixt you. * 
Fla. I'll have nothing to do with you, ſince you can- 
| not be conſtant to one. +4 
10 | Cel. Nay, rather than loſe either of vou, I'll do more; 
Wl III be conſtant to an hundred of you: Or, (if you will 
| needs fetter me to one,) agree the Matter between your 
4 ſelves ; and the moſt ome take me. 
| Flo. Tho' I am not ſhe, yet ſince my Mask's down, 
| and you cannot convince. me, have a good Faith of my 
Beauty, and for once I take you for my Servant. 5 
Cel. And for once, I'll make a blind Bargain with 
you : Strike Hands; is't a Match, Miſtrefſss?? BR 
Flo. Done, Servant. | 


Cel. Now I am ſure I have the worſt on't : For you. 
ſee the worſt of me, and that I do not of you, till you 
- ſhew your Face —— Yet, now I think on't, you muſt 
be handſome. _—— | 
Flo. What kind of Beauty do you like? 
Cel. Juſt ſuch a one as yours. 
 Fh. What's that? | 
Cel. Such an oval Face, clear Skin, hazel , thick 
brown Eye-brows, and Hair as you have for all the 
World. 
Fla. But I can aſſure you ſhe has nothing of all this. 
Cel. Hold thy Peace, Envy ; nay, I can be conſtant 
an 1 {et on't. 5 H = 
Fb. Tis true the tells you. e 
Cel. Ay, ay, you may Slander your ſelf as you pleaſe; 
then you have — let me ſee. 


yy 
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Fb. I'll ſwear you ſha'not fee. | 

Cel. A turn'd up Noſe, that gives an Airto your Face: 

Ph, I find I am more and more in love with you ! a full 

Wether Lip, an Out-mouth, that makes mine water at it. 

he bottom of your Cheeksa little blub, and two Dimples 
hen you ſmile ; for your Stature tis well, and for ou ; 

Vit, 'twas given you by one that knew it had 


OW 
eſs Mhrown away upon an ill Face; come, you are hand- 
nd pme, 22 ma ing it. 
1. your Sp pirits to fo” ugly Face, 
d not * 2 could find in my Heart to lift 


p my Maſk and diſabuſe you. 

Cel. I defy your Maſk, would you would try the Ex- 
nent. 

| Fh. No, I won't; for your Tgnorance is the Mother 

be your Devotion to me. 

Cel. Since you will not take the Pains to convert me, 
U make bold to keep my Faith: A miſerable Man I 
m ſure you 1 me. 

Fla. This is 
Cel. It may b ſo to you, but it is not to me for 
2 ſee, I am going to be the moſt conſtant Maudlin — 

. *Tis very well, Celadon, you can be conſtant to 
— you have never ſeen ; and have forſaken all yo 
have. ſeen. 

Cel. It ſeems you know me then: Well, if thou ſhould'ſt 
prove one of my caſt Miſtreſſes, I would uſe thee moſt 
Hamnably, for offering to make me love thee twice. 

Fh. You are i th right : An old Miſtreſs or Servant 
an old Tune, the Pleaſure on't is paſt, when we have 
once learn'd it. 

ng what Woman in the World would youwifh 
er like ? 

Cel. I have heard of one Florimel, the Queen's Ward, 
ould ſhe were as like her for Beauty, as ſhe is for Hu- - 
our. 

Fla. Do you hear that, Couſin ? [To Flor. ide. 
Flo. Florimel's not handſome : Beſides, ſhe's uncon- 
ant; and only loves for ſome few Days. 


C. * . 


20 The MAI DEN Qvren. 


Cel. If ſhe loves for ſhotter time than I, the muſt love 
by by Days — Summer Nights ifaith. , 

Fh. When you ſee us together you ſhall j In che 
mean time, adieu ſweet Servant. | jg | 

Cel. Why, you won't be ſo inhuman to carry away} 
my Heart, and not fo much as tell me where I may 
hear News on't? n 

Fb. I mean to keep it ſaſe for you; for if you had it, 
you would beſtow it worſe : Farewel, I muſt ſee a Lady. 

Cel. So muſt I too, if T can pull off your Maſk. 

Fh. You will not be ſo rude, 1 hope. 

Cel. By this Light, but T will. 

Fb. By this Leg, but you ſhan't. 

| IExeunt Flo. and Fla. runmag. 


. 
Enter Philocles, and meets him going ar. 


Cel, How ! my Couſin the new Favourite — [ Afde. 
Phil. Dear Celadn ! moſt happily arrived. -* 
I hear Y*have been an Honour to your af 
In the Calabrian Wars, and I am glad 
I have fome Intereit in it. 
1 have © larger Ses for mn? Jays 
| 2 r Subject for my Joys: 
To fee * thing as riſing Fides 
And Merit, underſtood at Court. 
Pil. Perhaps it is the only AR that can 
Accuſe our Queen of Weakneſs. 
Enter Lyſimantes attended. 
L O, my Lord Phihecles! well overtaken ! 
I came to look you. 
Phil. Had T known it ſooner, 
My ſwift Attendance, Sir, had ſpar'd your Trouble. 
——— Couſin, you ſee Prince Ly/mantes [To Celadon. 


Is pleas'd to favour me with his Commands : 
I beg you'll be no 8 now at Court. 

Cel. So long as there be Ladies there, you need 
Not doubt me. [Exit Celadon. 


Phil. 


F dies my Hirth, my Courage and my 
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Phil. Some of them will, I hape, make you a Convert. 
Ly. My Lord Philacks, I'm. glad we are alone; 
here is a Buſineſs that concerns me nearly, 
n which I beg your Love. 

Phil. Command my Service. 


| 1 Fe I know your Intereſt wich the Queen is great; 


peak. not ha as enxying your Fortune, 
frankly I — 4 


re all above ſo baſe a Vice 


Phil, 1 Know, my Lord, you are firſt Prince o'th* 


Tour Country s fecond Hope. 


4 And that the publick Vote, when the Queen wech, 
[Deſigns you 


her Choice. 
I am no worthy, 

E Love makes Deſert ; 
For doubtleſs ſhe's the Glory of her Time ; 
Of faultleſs Beauty, bloaming as the 8 
In our Sicilian Groves; matchleſs in Virtue, 
And largely ſoul'd, where-e'er her Bounty gives, 
As with each Breath, ſhe could create new. Indices. 

Phil. Bat jealous. of her ka 

Ly/. You are a Courtier ; and in other Terme, 
Would van ſay ſhe ia averſe from Marriage, 
Leſt it might. leſſen her Authority. 
But whenſoe'er ſhe does, I know the People 
Will ſcarcely ſuffer her to match N 
With any ele e Prince, Prince, —— Pow'r might bend 


Our free Sici 

Phil. I love too well my ye VR it. 

Ly/. Then to proceed, (as. you well know, my Lord) 
The Provinces have ſent their 
— to move her ſne would at hame: 

r ſhe ſeems averſe from f| with = 
y Appaintment, have deſign d Walks, 
Hy my ſhe cannot ſhun them. Now, if you | 
Affiſt their Suit, by joining yours to it, 
And by your Medation I prove happy, 


Phil, 


r — Is 4” 
. 


It is to govern : 


- For what's an 


— 
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Phil. Without a Bribe command my utmoſt in it: 
And yet, there is a thing, which Tune may give me 
The Confidence to name. — 

Ly/. Tis yours whatever: 

But tell me true, does ſhe not entertain Tad 

Some deep and ſettled Thoughts againſt my Perſon ? 

Phil. J hope not ſo; but ſhe of late is | 
Reſerv'd, and fad, and vex'd at little things; 

Which her great Soul aſham'd of, ſtrait ſhakes off, 

And is compos'd again. 

Ly/. You are ſtill near the Queen; and all our Actio 
come to Princes Eyes, as they are repreſented by the! 
that hold the Mirror. 

Phil. Here ſhe comes, and with her the Deputies 
I fear all is not right. 

Enter Queen, Deputies after her; Aſteria, Guard, 
via, Olinda and Sabina. Queen turns back to the U 
puties, and ſpeaks entring. 

Queen. And I muſt tell you, 

It is a ſawey Boldneſs, thus to preſs 

On my Retirements —— - | , 

1 Dep. Our Buſineſs being of no leſs Concern 
Than is the Peace and Quiet of your Subjects 
And that delay d | 

2 Dep. We humbly took this Time 
To repreſent your + 4s Fears to you. 4 

Queen. My People's Fears! who them States- men 
They much miſtake their Buſineſs, if they think 


The Rights of Subjects, and of Sovereigns 
Are things diſtinct in Nature: Theirs, is to 
Enjoy Propriety, not Empire. 
Ly/. If they have err'd, twas but an Over- care, 
And ill-tim'd Duty | 
Queen. Couſin, I expect "5 
= TR — — to excuſe, but check em. 
ey would impoſe a r upon their lawful Queen 
Huſband elfe? a 1 
Ly/. Far, Madam, be it from the Thoughts 


Of any, who pretends to chat high Honour, 


, _— 
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To wiſh for more than to be reckoned © | 

As the moſt grac'd, and firſt of all your Servants: 
Queen. Theſe are the infinuating Promiſes | 

Of thoſe who aim at Pow'r : But tell me, Couſin ? 

(For you are unconcern'd, and may be Judge) 

2 Should that aſpiring Man cmpaſs his Ends, 

What Pawn of his Obedience could. he give me, 

When Kingly Pow'r were once inveſted in him ? 
Ly/.W hat greater Pledge than Love? when thoſe fair Eyes 

Caſt their commanding Beams, he that could be 

A Rebel to your Birth, muſt pay them Homage. 
2ueen. All Eyes are fair, | 

That ſparkle with the Jewels of a Crown : 

But now I ſee my Government is odious ; 

My People find I am not fit to reign, 

Elſe they would never 
Ly/. So far from that, we all acknowledge you 

The Bounty of the Gods to Sicth : | 

More than they are, you cannot make our Joys ; 

Make them but laſting in a Succeſſor. 
Phil. Your People ſeek not to impoſe a Prince; 

But humbly offer one to your free Choice ; 

And ſuch a one he is, 2 J have leave 

To ſpeak ſome little of his great Deſerts.) 


Nueen. I'll hear no more 1 : 
For you, attend to morrow at the Council, ¶ To the Dep. 
There you ſhall have my firm Reſolves; mean time 
My Coufin I am ſure will welcome you. 

Ly/. Still mere and mere myſterious: But I have gain'd 
one of her Women that ſhall unriddle it : — Come, 
Gentlemen ; 

All Dep. Heav'n preſerve your Majeſty ! 

[ Exeunt Lyſtmantes and Deputies. 
uveen. Phibeles, you may ſtay. 
| Phil. I humbly wait your Majeſty's Commands. 
> Queen. Yet now I better think on't you may go. 
" Phil. Madam! | 
Queen. IJ have no Commands — or, what's all one, 
You, no Obedience. f a 
Phil. How! no Obedience, Madam? 


len! 


1 
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I plead no other Merit ; tis the Charter 
By which I hold your Favour, and my Fortunes. 


un 3 K = 
For which we ſcarcely thank the Gods, becauſe 
We daily have them. | 
Phil. Madam, your Breath, which rais'd me from th 
May lay me there again: | [Du, 
But Fate nor Time can ever make me loſe 
The Senſe of your indulgent Bounties to me. 
een. You are above them now, grown popular: 
Ah Phihcles ! could JI expect from you © 
That Uſage ? na Fongue but yaurs 11621 
To move me ta a, Marriage? [Weeps 
The factious Deputies might have ſome End in't, 
And my ambitious Couſin gain a Crowns. 
But what Advantage could there come to you? 
What could you hope from. Ly/izrantes” Reign, 
That you can want in mine ? | 
Phil. You your {elf clear me, Madam. Had I fought 
More Pow'r, this Marriage fure was not the way. 
But, when your Safety was in queſtion, ; 
When all your People were * 
Defir'd a King, nay maze, deſigud the Man, 
It was my Duty then 
Pacer. Let me be Judge of my on Safety ; 
B b wag 0 
ut Danger from. my cannot fright me. 
Phil. Put Ly/emantes, Madam, is a Perſon —— 
Shall I, I who was born a Sovereign Queen, 
Be barr'd of that which God and Nature gives 
The meaneſt Slave, a Freedom in my Love ? 

—— Leave me, good Philacles, to mx own Thoughts ; 
When next I need your Counſel, Þl} fend far you-— 
Phil. I'm maſt Greer in your high, Diſpleaſure; 

But, ſince I muſt not ſpeak, Madam, be pleasd 
To peruſe this, and therein read my Care. 5 
He plucls out a Paper, and preſents it tu har; but drop, 
unknown to Him, & Picture. Exit I 
ueeh, 
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Queen reads. A Catalogue of ſuch Perſons ———— 
n fall ? ene [Spaes the Box. 
our — 
2 Tale th up, it fell from Philacles. 
[She takes it it ys looks on it, be | 
Hows: How 35 what es you 1 
A ſmall Diſcovery I have made, 
cen. Of what? - 
22 Since firſt your Majefly grac 'd Philocles, 
I have not heard him nam'd Rs any Miſtreſs, 
But now this Picture has convinc'd me. — 
Queen. Ha! let me fee it. — 3 it from her. 
Candiope, Prince Lyfimantes' Siſter 
3 Your Favour, Madam, may encourage him — 
et he loves in a high Place for him: 
A Princeſs of the Blood, and What is more, 
Beyond Compariſon the faireſt Lady 
Our Iſle can boaſt. 
Queen. How |! ſhe the faireſt 
Beyond Compariſon ! Tis falſe, you flatter her; 
She is not fair. 
Af. I humbly beg Ferntvanals on my Knees, 
If I offended you : But next yours, Madam, 
Which all | muſt yield to 
>: J pretend to none. 
She paſſes for a ng © | 
y Ay, ſhe may paſs— But why do I 2 of her ? 
Dear Afteria lead me, I am not well o'th' tudden — 
[She faints. 
Aft. e's near there ? help the Queen. 
[ The Guards are coming. 
een. Bid em away, twas but a Qualm, 
And 'tis already going — - 
Aft. Dear Madam, what's the matter 
You're of late fo alter'd, I ſcarce know you. 
You were gay-humour'd, and you now are penſive, 
Once calm, and-now unquiet ; 
Pardon my Boldnefs, that I preſs thus far 
Into. your ſecret Thoughts : I Rave, at lea, 
A Subject's Share in * | 
Vor. II. B Queen. 
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2ucen. Thou haſt a greater, 

That of a Friend; but am I froward, ſay'ſt thou? 
Aft. It ill becomes me, Madam, to fay that. 
Jucen. I know I am : Pr'ythee forgive me for it, 

I cannot help it ; but thou haſt 

Not long to ſuffer it 
Aft. Alas 
2ueen. I feel my Strength each Day and Hour conſume, 

Like Lillies waſting in a Lymbeck's Heat. 

Yet a few Days 

And thou ſhall ſee me lye all damp and cold, 

Shrowded within ſome hollow Vault, among 

My filent Anceſtors. 

J. O deareſt Madam! | 

Speak not of Death, or think not, if you die, 


hat I will ſtay behind. 


Queen. Thy Love has mov d me, I for once will have 
The Pleaſure to be pitied ; I'll unfold 
A thing ſo ſtrange, ſo horrid of my ſelf — 

Aft. Bleſs me, ſweet Heav'n! 


So horrid, ſaid you, Madam? | 
Queen. That Sun, who with one Look ſurveys the Globe, 


Sees not a Wretch like me: And could the World 
Take a right Meaſure of my State within, 
Mankind muſt either pity me, or {corn me. 
Afl. Sure none could do the laſt. 
ueen. Thou long'ſt to know't, 
And I to tell thee, but Shame ſtops my Mouth, 
Firſt promiſe me thou wilt excuſe my Folly, 
And next be ſecret. — | 
AR. Can you doubt it, Madam ? 
Juen. Yet you might ſpare my Labour; 
Can you not gueſs 
A. Madam, pleaſe you, I'll try. 
Dueen. Hold, Afﬀteria; - 
I would not have you gueſs, for ſhould you find it, 
I ſhould imagine that ſome other might, 
And then I were moſt wretched ; 
Therefore, though you ſhould knew it, flatter me : 


And ſay you could not gueſs it —— 


Aft. 
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Aft. Madam, I need not flatter you, I cannot — and 


et, 
Might = Ambition trouble your Repole ? 
Ducen. My Sicily, I thank the Gods, contents me; 
But ſince I muſt reveal it, know tis Love: 
I who pretended ſo to Glory, am 
Become the Slave of Love 
Af. I thought your Majeſty had fram'd Deſigns 
To ſubvert all your Laws; become a Tyrant, 
Or vex your Neighbours with injurious Wars; 
Is this all, Madam? 
Queen. Is not this enough? 
Then, know, I love below my ſelf; a Subject; 
Love one who loves another, and who knows not 
That I love him. 
Aft. He muſt be told it, Madam. 
Jueen. Not for the World, Aferia : 
Whene'er he knows it, I ſhall die for ſhame. 
Aft. What is it then that would content you? 
9ueen. Nothing, but that I had not lov'd. 
Al. May I not aſk, without Offence, who 'tis ? 
Jueen. Ev'n that confirms me I have lov'd amiſs ; 
Since thou canſt know I love, and not imagine 
It muſt be Philocles. 
Aft. My Couſin is indeed a moſt deſerving Perſon ; 
Valiant and wiſe ; handſome, and well-born. 
Queen. But not of Royal Blood: 
I know his Fate unfit to be a King. 
To be his Wife, I could forſake my Crown; but not 
my . : 
Yet —— would he did not love Candiope; 
Would he lov'd me <— but knew not of my Love; 
Or e'er durſt tell me his. 
H. In all this Labyrinth, 
I find one Path conducing to your Quiet. 
Queen. O tell me quickly then. 
Aft. Candiope, as Princeſs of the Blood, 
Without your Approbation cannot marry : 
Eirſt break his Match with her, by Virtue of 
Your Sovereign Authority. 


B 2 Queen, 
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Juen. I fear that were to make him hate me. 
Or, what's as bad, to let him know 1 love him: 
Could you not do it of your ſelf ? 
Aft. I'll not be wanting to my Pow'r : 
But if your Majeſty appears not in it : 
The Love of Philocles will ſoon ſurmount 
All other Difficulties. 
Queen. Then, as we walk, we'll think what means 
are beſt ; 
Effect but this, and thou ſhar'ſt half my Breaſt. [ Exeunt. 
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SECT SCENE I. 


SCENE, the Queen's Apartment. 


As TERIA la. 
Othing thrives that I have plotted: 
For I five ſounded Philocles, and find 

He is too conſtant to Canadtope : 
Her too I have aſſaulted, but in vain, 
Objecting want of Quality in Ph:/ecles. 
I'll to the Queen, and plainly tell her 
She muſt make uſe of her Authority 
To break the Match. 


SCENE Il. 


Enter Celadon looking about him. 

Brother ! what make you here 
About the Queen's Apartments ? 
Which of the Ladies are you watching for? 

Cel. Any of em that will do me the good Turn to 
make me ſoundly in Love. 
Af. Then I'll beſpeak you one, you will be deſp'rate- 
ly in Love with; Flerimel: So ſoon as the — heard 
you were return'd, ſhe gave you her ſor Miſtreſs. f 
Cel. 
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Cel. Thank her paar A ; but, to confeſs the Truth, 
my Fancy lyes y another way. 
. k That's — 4 Florimel vows you are already 
in Love with her. | 
Cel. She wrongs me horribly, if ever I ſaw or {poke 
with this Flarimel 8 
Aft. Well, take your Fortune, I muſt leave you. | 
a F [Exit Aſteria. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Florimel, /ees bim, and is running back. 


Cel. Nay, i'faith I am got betwixt you and home, 
you are my Pri ner, Lady Bright, till you refolve me 
one Queſtion, [She makes figns {oe is dumb.) Pox; 1 
think ſhe's dumb: What a Vengeance doit thou at 
Court, with ſuch a rare Face, without a Tongue to- 
anſwer to a kind Queſtion ? Art thou dumb indeed? 
then thou canſt tell no Tales — [Goes to 4% her. 

Fh. Hold, hold, you are not mad ! 

Cel. Oh, my Miſs in a Maſk ! have you found your 
Tongue ? * 

Flo. "Twas time, I think; what had become of me 
if I had not? | 

Cel. Methinks your Lips had done as well. 

Fh. Ay, if my Maſk had been over 'em, as it was 
when you met me in the Walks. 5 

Cel. Well; will you believe me another time ? Did 
not I fay you were infinitely handſome : They may talk 
_ Florimel, if they will, but i' faith ſhe-muſt come ſhort 
of you. 

Fh. Have you ſeen her, then? ; 

Cel. I look'd a little that way, but I had ſoon enough 
of her, ſhe is not to be ſeen twice without a Surfeit. 
Fh. However you are beholden to her, they fay ſhe 


loves you. 

Cel. By Fate ſhe ſhan't love me : I have told her a 
piece of my Mind already: Pox. o' theſe coming Wo- 
men: They ſet a Man to Dinner before he has an Ap- 
petite. | [Flavia of tbe Door. 

B 4. Fla. 


coming Florimel, you have deſcrib'd. 


ſhould be pale, and lean, and melancholick, to ſhew you 
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Fla. Florimel, you are call'd within —— [Exit 
Cel. J hope in the Lord you are not Florimel. 
Fh. Ev'n ſhe, at your Service ; the ſame kind and 
Cel. Why then we are agreed already : I am as kind 
and coming as you for the Heart of you : I knew at 
tirft we two were goad for nothing but one another. 
Fe. But, without Raillery, are you in Love? 
Cel. So horribly much, that contrary to my own 
Maxims, I think in my Conſcience I could marry you, 
Flo. No, no, tis not come to that yet; But if you 
are really in Love, you have done me the greateſt Plea- 


ſure in the World. 


Cel. That Pleaſure, and a better too I have in ſtore 
for you. 

Flo. This Animal, call'd a Lover, I have long'd to 
ſee theſe two Years. 

el. Sure you walk'd with your Maſk' on all the 
while; for if you had been ſeen, you could not have 
been without your Wiſh. 

Fla. I warrant you mean an ordinary whining Lover; 
but I muſt have other Proofs of Love ere I believe it. 
Ciel. You ſhall have the beſt that I can give you. 

Flo. I would have a Lover, that if need be, ſhould 
hang himſelf, drown himſelf, break his Neck, poiſon 


himielf, for very Deſpair ; He that will ſcruple this, is 


an impudent Fellow, if he ſays he is in love. 
Cel. Pray, Madam, which of theſe four things would 
you have your Lover to do? For a Man's but a Man, 


he cannot bang, and drown, and break his Neck, and 


poiſon himſelf, all together. 
Fh. Well then, becauſe you are but a Beginner, and 
I would not diſcourage you, any of theſe ſhall ſerve 


your turn in a fair way. 


Cel. IJ am much deceiv'd in thoſe Eyes of yours, ifa 
Treat, a Song, and the Fiddles, be not a more accep: 
table Proof of Love to you, than any of thoſe 'Tragical 
ones you have mentioned. | | 

Flo. However, you will grant it is but decent yon 


ae 
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are in Love: And that I ſhall require of you when I ſee 
ou next. 
c Cel. When you ſee me next? Why you do not make 
a Rabbet of me, to be lean at twenty four Hours warn- 
ing ? In the mean while, we burn Day-light, loſe Time 
and Love. 2 | 
Fh. Would you marry me without Conſideration ? 
Cel. To chuſe, by Heav'n, for they that think on't, 
twenty to one would never do it; hang Forecaſt ; to 


make ſure of one Night, is as much in reaſon, as a 
Man fhould ex from this ill World. 
Fh. Methinks a few more Years and Diſcretion would 


do well: I do not like this going to bed fo early; it 
makes one ſo weary before Morning. * 

2 That's much as your Pillow is laid before you go 
to » * 

Fb. Shall I make a Propoſition to you ? I will give 
you a whole Year of Probation to love me in; to grow 
reſerv d, diſcreet, ſober and faithful, and to pay me all 
tire Services of a Lover | 

Cel. And at the end of it you'll me ? 

Cri. By this Light —— Bu 

el. By this Light a neceſſary Cla ut 
J pay in all the foreſaid Services before the Day, you 
ſhall be obliged to take me ſooner mto Mercy. 

Fh. Provided if you prove unfaithful, then your time 
of a Twelve-month to be prolong d; ſo many Services, 


I will bate you ſo many Days or Weeks; ſo many 


Faults, I will add to your Prentiſhip ſo much more: 
And of all this, I only to be Judge. 


S G EN E IV. 


Enter Philocles aud Lyſimantes. 


Ly/. Is the Queen this way, Madam? tive. 
Fl. I'll ſee, ſo pleaſe your Highneſs: Follow me, Cap- 
Cel. March, on Conqueror [She pulli him. 
Lyf. You're fure her Majeſty will — 2 
% You're ſure her Majeſty will not it ? 

Phil. Leave that to me, 1 Lord. ba 
4 EV. 
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Ly/. Then, tho' perhaps my Siſter's Birth might chal- 
An higher Match, [lenge 
Pl weigh your Merits on the other fide, 

To make the Balance even. 
Phil. I go, my Lord, this Minate. 
Ly. My beſt Wiſhes wait on you. [ Exit Lyſumantes, 


ev. 
Enter the Queen and Aſteria. 


uren. Vonder he is; have I no other way? 
H. O Madam, you muſt ſtand this brunt: 
Deny him now, and leave the reſt to me: 

I'll to Candiaope s Mother, 


And under the Pretence of Friendſhip, work 


On her Ambition to put off a Match 

So mean ay ee * 
ween. You approach, Sir: l. 

W — no Secrets. Bounty. 


Phil. J come, Madam, Sn 
Some Suit I warrant for your Couſin Celagon. 
Leave his Advancement to my Care. 
Phil. Your Goodneſs ſtill prevents my Wihes. — 
Yet I have one R | 


Might it not paſs almoſt for Madneſs, and 


Extream Ambition in me. 


veen. You know you have a favourable z 
1 E you not to ask any thing A | 
I cannot grant 
Phil. Madam, perhaps you think me too faulty: 
But Love alone inſpires me with Ambition, 
Tho but to look on fair Candiope were an Excuſe for both, 
Queen. Keep your Ambition, and let Love alone; 
That I can cloy, but this I cannot cure. 
I have ſome Reaſons (invincible to me) which muſt for- 
Your Marriage with Candiope. [bid 
Phil. I knew I was not worthy. 
een. Not for that, Philacles; you deſerve all things, 
to ſhow I think it, my Admiral _— 
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His vacant Place (the beſt in all my Kingdom) 
J here confer on you. f | 
Phil. Rather take back all you had giv'n before, 
Than not give this. 
For believe, Madam, nothing is ſo near 
My Soul, as the Poſſeſſion of Candiope. 
* Since that Belief would be to your Diſadvan- 
I will not entertain it. [tage, 
Phil. Why, Madam, can you be thus cruel to me ? 
To give me all things which I did not ask, 
And yet deny that only thing I beg : 
And ſo beg, that I find I cannot live 
Without the hope of- it. 
Queen. Hope greater things: h 
But hope not this. Haſte to o'ercome your Love, 
It is but putting a ſhort-liv'd Paſſion to a violent Death. 
Phil. 1 cannot live without Candiope. 

But I can die without a Murmur, | 
Having my Doom pronounc'd from your fair Mouth. 
Queen. If I am to pronounce it, live, my Philocles, 
But live without (I was about to ſay) [ Lfide. 
Without his Love, but that I cannot do; ö 

Live Philacles without Candiope. 
Phil. Madam, could you give my Doom ſo quickly, 
And knew it was irrevocable ! | 
Tis too a t TR 
You who alone love Glory, and whoſe Soul 
Is loaſen'd from your Senſes, cannot judge 
What Torments mine of groſſer Mould endures. 
Queen. I cannot ſuffer you 
To give me Praiſes which are no: my own : 
I love like you, and am yet much more wretched 
Than you can think your ſelf. | By 
Phil. Weak Bars they needs muſt be, that Fortune pus 
Twixt Sovereign Power, and all it can defire. © - 
When Princes love, they call themſelves unhappy, 
Only, becauſe the Word ſounds handſome in a Lover's 
Mouth. tvs 97 
But you can ceaſe to be ſo zvhen you pleaſe 
By making Ly/imantes fortunate. a 
2 B 5 5 Queen. 


1 
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Duten. Were he indeed the Man, you had ſome Rea 
But tis another, more without my Power, (ſon 
And yet a Subject too. 

Phil. O, Madam, fay not ſo, 

It cannot be a Subject, if not he, 
It were to be injurious to your ſelf 
To make another Choice. 

Queen. Vet, Lyfimantes, ſet by him I love, 

Is more obſcur'd than Stars too near the Sun; 

He has a Brightneſs of his own, 

Not borrow'd of his Father's, but born with him. 
Pjpbil. Pardon if I fay, who-e'er he be, 

He has practis'd ſome ill Arts upon you, Madam; 

For he, whom you deſcribe, I ſee is born | 

But from the Lees e'th' People. 

Jueen. You offend me, Philacles. 

Whence had you leave to uſe thoſe inſolent Terms 
Of him I pleaſe to love? One, I mult tell you, 
(Since fooliſhly I have gone thus far) - 

Whom I eſteem your Equal, 

And far ſuperior to Prince Ly/imantes ; 

One, who deſerves to wear a Crown | 

Phil. Whirlwinds bear me hence, before I live 

To that deteſted Day, -— That Frown aſſures me 4 
I have offended, by my Over-freedom ; ] 
But yet methinks a Heart ſo plain and honeſt 
And zealous of your Glory, might hope your Pardon 
Queen. I give it you; but [for it. 
When you know him better, | | 
You'll alter your Opinion; he's no ill Friend of yours. 
Phil. J well ive | 
He has ſupplanted me in your Eſteem ; 1 
But that's the leaft of Ills this fatal Wretch I L 
Has pra&tis'd — Think, for Heav'n's ſake, Madam, 
If you have drunk no Philter :  _ fthink 
Queen. Yes, he has given me a Philter; L 
But I have drunk it only from his Eyes. 
Phil. Hot Irons thank 'em for it. — 


„IL, or turning from her. 
| Oueen. 


W 
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Auen. What's that you mutter ? 
Hence from my fight : I know not whether 
I ever ſhall endure to ſee you more. 
Phil. But hear me, M Ar 
ueen. I ſay begone — See me no more this Day. — 
I will not hear one Word in your Excuſe : 
Now, Sir, be rude again 3 And give Laws to your Queen. 
[Exit Philocles bowing. 
Aſteria, come hither: | 


as ever Boldneſs like to this of Philacles ? 

Help ms to reproach him, for I reſolve 

Henceforth no more to love him. | 
Aft. Truth is, I'wonder'd at your Patience, Madam: 

Did not you mark his Words, his Mien, his Action 

How full of Haughtineſs, how ſmall Reſpet? - 
Queen. And he to uſe me thus, he whom I fayour'd, 

Nay more, he whom I lov'd ? | 
Aft. A Man. methinks of vulgar Parts and Preſence!" 
Ho Or allow him ſomething handſome, valiant, . 

Or o ———— Yet this to me l- | 
Aft. The Workmanſhip of inconſiderate Fayour, 

EF The Creature of raſh Love; one of thoſe Meteors - 

Which Monarchs raiſe from Earth, | 

And People wondring how they, came ſo high, 

Fear, from their Influence, Plagyes, and Wars, and Fa-- 
Queen. Hal | ſmine; - 
A. One, whom inſtead of baniſhing.a Day, T 

You ſhould have plum'd of all his borrow'd Honours, 

And let him ſee what abje& things they are 

hom Princes often love without Deſert. 

Queen. What has my Philacles deſerv'd from thee, 

That thou ſhould*ſ ute him thus? | 

Were he the baſeſt of Mankind, thou could'ſt not. 

Have given him ruder Language. 

Aft: Did not your Majeſty command me? . 

Did not your ſelf begin? 

Oueen. I grant I did, but I have right to do it: 

T love him, and may rail; in you, tis Malice; 

Malice in the moſt high degree; for never Man 

as more deſerving than my Philacles, 


Or, 
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Or, do you love him, ha! and plead that Title ? 
Confeſs, and T'H forgive you 
For none can look on him, but needs muſt love. 

Al. I love him, Madam ! I beſeech your Majeſty 
Have better Thoughts. of me. | 

Queen. Doſt thou not love him then 
Good Heav'n, how ſtupid, and how dull is ſhe 
How moft invincibly inſenſible 
No Woman does deſerve to live 
That loves not Philecles | 

AI. Dear Madam, recollect your ſelf; alas 
How much diſtracted are your Thoughts, and how 
Diſjointed all your Words 
The Sibyls Leaves more orderly were laid. 
Where is that Harmony of Mind, that Prudence 
Which guided all you did! that Senſe of Glory, 
Which rais'd you, high above the reſt of Kings, 
As Kings are o'er the Level of Mankind! 

en, Gone, gone, Afleria ; all is gone, 

Or loſt within me, far from any uſe. | 
Sometimes I ft ruggle like the Sun in Clouds, 
But ftraight I am o'er-caſt —— 

Hf. I grieve to ſee it LES. 

©ycen. Then thou haſt yet the Goodneſs 
To pardon what I faid 
Alas, I uſe my ſelf much worſe than thee. 
Love rages in great Souls, 
For there his Power _ finds ; 
High Trees are ſhook, e they dare the Winds. 
[ Exeant omnt!, 


— 
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4c r m. SCENE I 
| SCENE, the d Galley. | 


Philocles /o/us. 


I'S true, ſhe baniſh'd me but for a Pay; 
But Favourites, once declining, fink apace. 

et Fortune, ſtop —— this is the likelieſt Place 

To meet Afteria, and by her convey 

My humble Vows to my offended: Queen. 

Enter Queen and Aſteria. 

Ha! ſhe comes her ſelf; unhappy Man! | 

Where ſhall I hide? [LIV going out. 
Queen. Is not that Philocles | 

Who makes ſuch haſte away? Philacles, Philacles —— 
Phil. I fear'd ſhe ſaw me. -[ Coming back. 
Queen. How now, Sir, am I ſuch a Bugbear, 

That I ſcare People from me ? | | 
Phil. Tis true, I ſhould more carefully have ſhunn'd 

The Place where you might be; as when it thunders 

Men reverently quit the open Air, | 

Becauſe the angry Gods are then abroad. 

Queen. What does he mean, Afteria ! 

I do not underſtand him. 

Aft. Your Majeſty forgets you bawſh'd him 

Your Preſence for this Day. IIe her fofth» 
Jueen. Ha! baniſh'd him ! *tis true indeed; 

But, as thou fay'ſt, I had forgot it quite. [To her. 
4 That's very fcange, carce half an Hour ago. 
Jueen. But Love had drawn his Pardon up ſo ſoon, 

That I forgot he e'er offended me. | 
Phil. Pardon me, that I could not thank you ſooner : 

Your ſudden Grace, like ſome ſwift Flood pour'd in 

On narrow Banks, o er- flow d my Spirits. 


Queen. 


— 
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Queen. No; tis for me to ask your Pardon, Philocly 
For the great Injury I did you, 
In my remembring I was angry with you. 
But I'll repair my Fault, | 
And rowze my Anger up _u_ you yet. 
Phil. No, Madam,. my Forgi was your Act 
And I lay hold of it. [Grac 
Queen. Princes ſometimes may paſs 
Acts of Oblivion, in their own Wrong. 
Phil. *Tis true, but not recal them. x 
Queen. But Philecles, fince I have told you there is 
I love; I will go on, and let you know [ons 
What paſs'd this Day betwixt us; be our Judge 
Whether my Servant have dealt well with me. 
Phil. F beſeech your Majeſty excuſe me: 
Any thing more of him may make me 
Relapſe too ſoon, and forfeit my late Pardon. 
Dueen. But you'll be glad to know. it. 
Phil. May I not hepe then 
You have ſome Quarrel to him? 
Queen. Yes, a great one. 
But firſt to.juſtifie my. ſelf, 
Know, Philocles, I have conceal'd my Paſſion 
With ſuch care from him, that he knows not yet 
I love, but only that I much eſteem him. 
Phil... O' ſtupid Wretch, | 
That by a thouſand Tokens could not gueſs it! 
Deen. He loves elſewhere, and that has blinded him. 
Phil. Re's blind indeed 
So the dull Beafts in the firſt Paradiſe 
With levell'd Eyes gaz d each upon their Kind; 
There fix d their Love: And ne'er look'd up to view 
That glorious Creature Man, their Sovereign Lord. 
Queen. Y'are too ſevere on little Faults, but he 
Has Crimes, untold, 
Which will, I fear, move you much more. againſt him. 
He fell this Day into a Paſſion with me, 
And boldly contradicted all I faid. | 
Phil. And ſtands his Head upon his Shoulders yet? 
How long ſhall this moſt infolent —— 
| Nuen. 
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Queen. Take heed you rail not, IN 
ou know you are but on your good Behaviour. 
Phil. Why then I will not call him Traitor — 
zut only Rude, Audacious and Impertinent, 
To uſe his Sovereign ſo — I beg your Leave 
o wiſh you have at leaſt impriſon'd him. 
Queen. Some People may ſpeak ill, and yet mean 
Remember you were not confin'd, and yet [well !. 
Your Fault was great. In ſhort, I love him, | 
\nd that excuſes all ; but be not jealous ; 
is Riſing ſhall not be your OQverthrow, 
or will J ever marry him — 
Phil. That's ſome Comfort yet, 
e ſhall not be a King. | 
Queen. He never ſhall. But you are diſcompos'd 3 
Stay here a little, I have ſomewhat for you 
Shall ſhew you ſtill are in my Favour. 
[Exeunt Queen and Aſteria. 
Enter to. him Candiope weeping. 
Phil. How now, in Tears, my fair Candiope? 
o through a watry Cloud | 
The Sun at, ance beth to weep and ſhine. 
For what Forefathers fin do you afflict 
Thoſe precious Eyes! For ſure you have 
None of your own to weep. [ſhew, 
Cand. My Crimes both great and many needs- muſt 
Since Heay'n will puniſh them with loſing you. 
Phil. Afflictions fent from Heav'n without a Cauſe, 
Make bold Mankind enquire into its Laws. 
But Heav'n, which oat Beauty takes ſuch care, 
Makes gentle Fates-an purpoſe for the Fair : 
And Deſtiny that ſees them fo divine, 
Spins all their Fortunes in a filken Twine : 
o mortal Hand ſo ignorant is found 
To weave coarſe Work upon a precious Ground. 
Cand. Go preach this Doctrine in my Mother's Ears. 
Phil. Has her Severity produc'd theſe Tears? 
Cand. She has, recall'd thoſe Hopes ſhe gave before, 
And ſtrictly bids me ne'er to ſee you more. 
Phil. Changes in froward Age are natural, x 
Who hopes for conſtant Weather in the Fall ? "Tis 
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"Tis in your Pow'r your Duty to transfer, 
And place that Right in me which was in her. 
Cand. Reaſon, like foreign Foes, would ne er o' ercom: 
But that I find I am betray d at home: 
You have a Friend that fights for you within. 
Phil. Let Reaſon — ſo Love may win. 
Enter Queen with a Picture in her Hand, and Aſteria. 
Queen. See there, Aſteria, 
All we have done ſucceeds ſtill to the worſe; 
We hindred him from ſeeing her at home, 
Where I but only heard they lov'd; and now 
She comes to Court, and mads me with the fight on't : 
Aft. Dear Madam, overcome your felf a little, 
Or they Il 1 how much you are concern'd. 
Aueen. I ſtruggle with my Heart 
But it will — 2 vent. 
Couſin, you are a Stranger at the Court. [7s Cand, 
Cand. It was my Duty, I confeſs, 
To attend oftner on your Majeſty. 
Queen. Aſleria, mend my Couſin's Hankerchief ; 
It fits too narrow there, and. ſhows too much 
The Broadneſs of her Shoulders — Nay fie, Aſleria, 
Now you put it too much backward, and diſcover 
The Bigneſs of her Breafts. | 
Cand. I beſeech your Majeſty 
Give not your ſelf this Trouble. 
geen. Sweet Couſin, you ſhall pardon me; 
A Beauty ſuch as yours 
Deſerves a more than ordinary Care, 
To fet it out. 
Come hither, Philocles, do but obſerve, 
She has but one groſs Fault in all her Shape ; 
That is, ſhe bears up here too much, | 
And the malicious Wikknen has left it 
Open to your Eye. | 
Phil. Where, and pleaſe your Majeſty ? 
Methinks *tis very well. | 
Queen. Do not you ſee it? Oh how blind is Love! 
Cand. And how quick-ſighted Malice! 


0 Qucen. 


ria. 


nd, 
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Queen. But yet, methinks, thoſe Knots of Sky do not 
do well with the dead Colour of her Face. 
Afi. Your Majeſty miſtakes, ſhe wants no Red. 
[The Queen here _ out her Glaſs, and looks ſome- 
times on her ſelf, ſametimes en her Rival. 
9ucen. How do I look to Day, Aferia? 
{ethinks not well. 
Afi. Pardon me, Madam, moft victoriouſſy. 
Juen. What think you, Philocles ? come, do not flatter. 
Phil. Paris was a bold Man, who preſum'd 
o judge the Beauty of a Goddeſs. 
Cand. Your Majeſty has given the Reaſon why 
e cannot judge ; his Love has blinded him. | 
veen. Methinks a long Patch here beneath her Eye 
Might hide that diſmal Hollowneſs. h 
hat _— Phihcles ? 
Cand. Beleech you, Madam, ask not his Opinion : 
Vhat my Faults are it is no matter; 
He loves me with them all. 

Queen. Ay, he may love, but when he marries 
Your Bridal ſhall be kept in fome dark 1 
Farewell, and think of that, too eaſie Mai 7 
I bluſh thou ſhar*t my Blood. | Be 

| 3 [Exeunt Queen and Aſteria. 

Cand. Inhuman Queen 5 | 


Thou canſt not be more willing to refign 

Thy Part in me, than I to give up mine. 
Phil. Love, how few Subjects do thy Laws fulfil, 

And yet thoſe few, like us, thou uſeſt ill! X 
Cand. The greateſt Slaves, in Monarchies, are they, 

Whom Birth ſets neareſt to Imperial Sway; 

While jealous Pow 'r does ſi oerly 

We play like Deer within the Lion's Eye. 

Would I for ſome * had ; | 
And, but May, ne'er the Name of _ 
Phil. I you were ſo, might I fome Monarch be, 
Then, you ſhould gain what now you loſe by me: 

Then, you in all my Glories ſhould have Part, 
And Rule my Empire, as you Rule my Heart. 


Cand. 
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Cænd. How much our golden Wiſhes are in vain! 

When they are paſt, we are our ſelves again. 
Enter and Aſteria above. 

Queen. Look, look, Ageria, yet they are not gone, 
Hence we may hear what they diſcourſe alone. 

Phil. My Love inſpires me with a gen'rous Thought 
Which you unknowing in thoſe Wiſhes taught. w 
Since Happineſs may out of Courts be found, 

Why ſtay we hear on this enchanted Ground: 
And chuſe not rather with Content to dwell 
(If Love and we can find it) in a Cell ? [ great 

Cand. Thoſe who, like you, have once in Courts ber 
May think they wiſh, but wiſh not to retreat. 

They ſeldom go, but when they cannot ſtay; 

As loſing Gameſters throw the Dice away: 

Ev'n in that Cell, where you Repoſe would find, 

Viſions of Court will haunt your reſtleſs Mind; 

And glorious Dreams ſtand ready to reſtore 

The pleafing Shapes of all you had before. 

_ Phil. He, who with your Poſſeſſion once is bleſt, 

On eafy Terms may part with all the reſ. 
All my Ambition will in you be crown'd ; 

And thoſe white Arms ſhall all my Wiſhes bound. 
- Our Life ſhall be but one long nuptial Day, 

And like chaf*d Odours melt in Sweets away; 

Soft as the Night our Minutes ſhall be worn, 

And chearful as the Birds that wake the Morn. 

Card. Thus Hope miſleads it ſelf in pleaſant way; 
And takes more Joys on truſt, than Love can pay ! 
But Love with lang Poſſeſſion once decay d, 

That Face which now you court, you will upbraid. 

Phil. Falſe Lovers broach theſe Tenets, to remove 
The Fault from them, by placing it on Love: 

Cand. Yet grant in Youth you alive your Fire, 
Old Age will come, and then it muſt expire: 
Youth but a while does at Love's Temple ſtay, 

As ſome fair Inn to lodge it on the way. 
Phil. Your Doubts are kind; hut to be ſatisfy'd 


I can be true, I beg I may be try'd. 


Cand. 


Cand. Trials of Love too dear the making coſt; 
For if ſucceſsleſs, the whole Venture's loſt. 1 
What you propoſe, brings Wants and Care along. 

Phil. * — Som — 6 

Cand. But is your Love fo ſtrong ? 


Who ever ſaid an Anchoret was poor? 
Cand. To anſwer generouſly as you have done, 
I ſhould not by your Arguments be won: 
I know I urge your Ruin by conſent ; 
Yet love too well that Ruin to prevent. 
Phil. Like Water giv'n to thoſe whom Fevers fry : 
You kill but him, who muſt without it die. 
Cand. Secure me, I may love without a Crime; 
Then, for our Flight, appoint both Place and Time. 
Phil. Th' enſaing Hour my plighted Vows ſhall be; 
The Time's not long; or only long to me. | 
Cand. Then, let us go where we ſhall ne'er be ſeen 
By my hard Mother, 


ueen above. O Philecles, 

So falſe AEneas did from Dido fly; 
But never branded her with Cruelty. 
How I deſpiſe my ſelf for loving to! 

Afl. At once you hate your ſelf, and love him too. 

Queen. No, his Ingratitude has cur'd my Wound: 
A painful Cure indeed ! 

Aft. And yet not ſound. 
His Ignorance of your true Thoughts 
Excuſes this; you did ſeem cruel, Madam. 

Queen. But much of Kindneſs ſtill was mix'd with it. 
Who could miſtake fo groſly, not to know 
A Cupid frowning when he draws his Bow ? 

Af. He's going now to ſmart for his Offence. 


to call mecruel! 


Aft. No matter; ſince you hate him, let him go. 


Beſides, His Head's a Forfeit to the State. | 
H. When you take that, I will believe you hate. 
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Phil. They do not want, who wiſh not to have more; 


Phil. Or my cruel Queen. Tarn Phil. and Cand. 
unk 


Queen. Should he, without my Leave, depart from hence? 
ween. But I my Hate by my Revenge will ſhow: 


Let 
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Let him poſſeſs, and then he”!1 ſoon repent : 

And ſo his Crime will prove his Puniſhment. 

Queen. He may repent ; but he will firſt poſſeſs. 

Aft. O, Madam, now your Hatred you confeſs : 

If his poſſeſſing her your Rage does move, 

Tis Jealouſy, the Avarice of Love. 

Qucen. No more, Aſleria. 

Seek Ly/mantes out, bid him ſet his Guards 

Through all the Court and City. 

Prevent their Marriage firſt ; then ſtop their Flight. | 

Some fitting Puniſhments I will ordain, | 

But ſpeak not you of Philocles again: 

"Tis bold to ſearch, and dangerous to find 

Too much of Heav'n's, or of a Prince's Mind. 
* deſcends, and Exit 

Hs the Quoen has done fpeaking, Flavia is going haſtily ovn 

the Stage; Aſteria [ces her. 

A. Flavia, Flavia, whither fo faſt ? 

Fla. Did you call, | dar 

Aft. The Queen has Buſineſs with Prince Lyfmante:; 
Speak to any Gentleman that's next, to fetch him. 

| Exit Aſteria from abou 

Fla. I ſuſpe& ſomewhat, but I'll watch you clole ; 
Prince Ly/ſimantes has not Choſe in me 
The wortt Spy of the Court 
Celadon ; what makes he here? 
Enter Celadon, Olinda, and Sabina; they walk over tht 

Stage together, he ſeeming to court them. 

Olind. Nay, ſweet Celadon 

Sab. Nay, dear Celadon. 

Fla. O-ho! I fee his Buſineſs now, tis with Meliſſa 
two Daughters: Look, look, how he peeps about toe: 
if the Coaſt be clear; like an Hawk that will not plume, 
if ſhe be look'd on. [Exennt Cel. Qlind. and Sab. 
80 at laſt he has truſs'd his Quarry — 

Enter Florimel. | 
Fh. Did you ſee Celader this way? 

Fla. If you had not ask'd the Queſtion, I ſhould have 
thought you had come from watching him; he's juſt gone 
off with Meliſ's Daughters. 1 


_ 
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Flo. Meliſſa's Daughters] he did not court 'em, I hope? 

Fla. So buſily, he loſt no Time : While he was teach- 

ig the one a Tune, he was kifling the other's Hand. 
Flo. O fine Gentleman ! 
Fla. And they ſo greedy of him! did you never 
> two Fiſhes about a Bait, tugging it this way and 
other way ; for my part, I look: at leaſt he ſhould 
ave loſt a Leg or Arm i' th' Service — Nay, never vex 
our ſelf, but e' en reſolve to break with him. 2 

Flo. No, no, ttis not come to that yet; I'll correct 
im firſt, and then hope the beſt from Time. 

Fla. From Time! believe me, there's little Good to 
e expected from him. I never knew the old Gentle. 
m with the Scythe and Hour-Glaſs bring any thing 
ut grey Hair, thin Cheeks, and loſs of Teeth : You 
xe Celadon loves others. 

Flo. There's the more hope he may love me 
e reſt: Hang't, I would not marry one of theſe ſo- 
mn Fops ; they are good for nothing, but to make 
uckolds: Give me a Servant that is a high Flier at all 
zames, that is bounteous of himſelf to many Women; 
d yet whenever I pleas'd to throw out the Lure of 
latrimony, ſhould come down with a Swing, and fly 
e better at his own Quarry. 

Fla. But are you ſure you can take him down when 
ou think good? 

Flo. Nothing more certain. 

Fla. What Wager will you venture upon the Trial ? 
Flo. Any thing. | 
Fla. My Maidenhead to yours. 

Fl. That's a good one, who ſhall take the Forfeit ? 
Fla. I'll go and write a Letter as from theſe two Si- 
ters, to ſummon him immediately ; it ſhall be deliver'd 
defore you. I warrant you ſee a ſtrange Combat be- 
wixt the Fleſh and the Spirit. If he leaves you to go 
o them, you'll grant he loves them better? 

Fh. Not a jot the more : A Bee may pick of many 
Flowers, and yet like ſome one better than all the ret. 

Fla. Bat then your Bee muſt not leave his Sting be- 
hind him, 

Fls. 
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Flo. Well; make the Experiment however: I her 
him coming, and a whole noiſe of Fidlers at his Heels. 
Hey-day, what a mad Husband ſhall I have? 

Enter Celadon. 

Fla. And what a mad Wife will he have? Well, I muſt 

a little way, but I'll return immediately, and write it: 

ou'll keep him in diſcourſe the while ? [Exit Fla, 

Cel. Where are you, Madam? What do you meanto 
run away thus? Pray ſtand to't, that we may diſpatch 
this Buſineſs. 

Fb. I think you mean to watch me as they do Witches, 
to make me confeſs I love you. Lord, what a buſtle have 
you kept this Afternoon ! What with eating, ſinging, 
and dancing, I am fo wearied, that I ſhall not be. 
caſe to hear of any more love this Fortnight. 

Cel. Nay, if you ſurfeit on't before Trial, Lord have 
Mercy upon you when I have marry'd you. 

Fh. But what King's Revenue do you think wil 
maintain this extravagant Expence ? 

Cel. I have a damnable Father, a rich old Rogue, if 
he would ence die! Lord, how long does he mean to 
make it ere he dies! 

Fh. As long as ever he can, I'll paſs my Word for 


m. 
Cel. I think then we had beſt conſider him as an ob- 

ſtinate old Fellow, that is deaf to the News of a better 

World ; and ne'er ſtay for him. | 

Flo. But &en marry ; and get him Grandchildren in 
abundance, and great Grandchildren upon them, and fo 
inch him and ſhove him out of the World by the very 
force of new Generations if that be the way, you 
mult excuſe me. 

Cel. But doſt thou know what it is to be an old 
Maid ? 

Fh. No, nor hope I ſhan't theſe twenty Years. 

Cel. But when that time comes, in the firſt place thou 
wilt be condemned to tell Stories, how many Men thou 
mighteſt have had ; and none believe thee : Then thou 
groweſt froward, and impudently wearieſt all thy Friends 
to ſollicit Man for thee. 1 
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Fh. Away with your old Common- place Wit: I am 
folv'd to grow fat, and look young till forty, and then 
lip out of the World w:th the firit Wrinkle, and the 
eputation of five and twenty. 

Cel. Well, what think you now of a Reckoning be- 

ixt us ? 

Fh. How do you mean ? 

Cel. To diſcount for ſo many Days of my Year's 
tervice, as I have paid in ſince Morning. 

Fh. With all my Heart. 

Cel. Imprimis, For a Treat. 

Item, For my Glaſs Coach. 3 

Item, For fitting bare and wagging your Fan. 

And laſtly, and principally, for my Fidelity to you this 


ng Hour and half. 


ho. For this I bate you three Weeks of your Service; 


ow hear your Bill of Faults; for your Comfort 'tis a 
ort one. 

Cel. I know it. | 

Fh. Imprimis, Item, and Sum total, for keeping 
ompany with Meliſſa's Daughters. 

Cel. How the Pox came you to know of that? Gad I 
lieve the Devil plays booty againſt himſelf, and tells 
jou of my Sins. [ Afede. 

Fl. The Offence being ſo ſmall, the Puniſhment ſhall 
te but proportionable, I will ſet you back only half a 
ear, | 
Cel. You're moſt unconſcionable : When then do 

mk we ſhall come together? There's none but the old 
atriarchs could live long enough to marry you at this 

te. What do you take me for ſome Couſin of Methu- 
lem's, that I muſt ſtay an hundred Years before I come 
o beget Sons and Daughters ? 

Fl. Here's an impudent Lover, he complains of me 
ithout ever offering to excuſe himſelf; Iten, a Fort- 
iZht more for that. 

Cel. So there's another Puff in my Voyage has blown 
e back to the North of Scotland. 

Flz. All this is nothing to your Excuſe for the two 


ters, 
Cel, 


—— — — 


—— 


| 
| 
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Cel. Faith if ever I did more than kiſs em, and thy 
but once 
Fh. What could you have done more to me ? 
Cel. An hundred times more ; as thou ſhalt know, dey 
Rogue, at time convenient. 
h. You talk, you talk; could you kiſs em, thouy 
but once, and ne'er think of me ? 
Cel. Nay, if I had thought of thee, I had Kiſs'd en 
over a thouſand times, with the very force of Imagin 
tion. 
Flo. The Gallants are mightily beholden to you, y 
have found em out a new way to kiſs their Miſtreſſe 
upon other Womens Lips. 
Cel. What would you have? You are my Sultan 
Queen, the reſt are but in the nature of your Slaves; | 
may make ſome flight Excurſions into the Enemie 
Country for Forage, or ſo, but I ever return to my he: 


Quarters. 


2 £2 Ws i og Wo 


_ 


Enter one with a Letter. 

Cel. To me? | | 

Mefj. If your Name be Celadon. [ Cel. reads ſofii 

Flo. He's fwallowing the Pill; preſently we ſhall ie 
the Operation. 

Cel. to the Page.] Child, come hither, Child; here's M. 
ney for thee : So, begone quickly, good Child, befo 
any body examines thee : Thou art in a dangerous plac 
Child — [ Thruſts him out.] Very __ the Siſte 
{end me word they will have the Fiddles this Afte 
noon, and invite me to ſup there Now cannot | 
forbear and I ſhould be damn'd, tho' I have ſcap'd M11 
_ ſo lately for it. Yet I love Florimel better th Li. 
both of 'em together ; there's the Riddle ont ma 
But only for the ſweet ſake of Variety. LA yo 
Well, we muſt all fin, and we muſt all repent, and ther ¶ cor 
an end on't. 

Flo. What is it that makes you fidge up and down ſo! 

Cel. Faith I am ſent for by a very . Fa Friend, and 
tis upon a Buſineſs of Life and Death. 

Laie. On my Life ſome Woman? 


S 


Cal 
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Cel. On my Honour, ſome Man; de you think I 
would lie to you? 
Fl. But you engag'd to ſup with me! 
Cel. But I confider it may be ſcandalous to ſtay late 
in your Lodgings. | 
Adieu, dear Mils ; if ever I am falſe to thee again. 
[Exit Celadon. 
Flo. See what conſtant Metal you Men are made of! 
He begins to vex me in good earneſt. Hang him, let him 
go and take enough of 'em: And yet methinks I can't 
endure he ſhould neither. Lord, that ſuch a Mad-cap as 
I ſhould ever live to be jealous ! 
I muſt after him. 
Some Ladies would diſcard him now, but I 
A fitter way for my Revenge will find ; 
I'll marry him and ſerve him in his kind. [Exit Flo. 


JY ACT w. SCENE I. 


SCENE The Walks. 


Meliſſa, after her Olinda and Sabina. 


Mel. Muſt take this Buſineſs up in time: This wild 
Fellow begins to haunt my Houſe again. Well, 
III be bold to fay it, tis as eaſy to brin F a young 
Lion without Miſchief, as a Maidenhead of fifteen, to 
i make it tame for an Husband's Bed. Not but that the 
«young Man is handſome, rich and young, and I could be 
e content he ſhould marry one of em, but to ſeduce 'em 
both in this manner. — Well, I'Il examine em apart, and 
if I can find out which he loves, I'll offer him his Choice 
uw 0/:4a, Come hither, Child. — 
Olin. Vour Pleaſure, Madam? 3 
Mel. Nothing but for your Good, Olinaa; what think 
you of Celadon ? 
Vor. II. E Olin. 
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Olin. Why I think he's a very mad Fellow ; but yet 
I have ſome Obligements to him : He teaches me ney 
Airs of the Guitarre, and talks wildly to me, and I to 
him. 
Mel. But tell me in earneſt, do you think he loves you! 

Olix. Can you doubt it? There were never two ſo 
cut out for one another; we both love Singing, Dan. 
cing, Treats and Muſick. In ſhort, we are each other's 
Counterpart. 

Mel. But does he love you ſeriouſly? 2 

Olin. Seriouſly ! I know not that; if he did, perhaps! 
ſhould not love him: But we fit and talk, and wrangle, 
and are Friends ; when we are together, we never hold 
our Tongues ; and then we have always a noiſe of Fiddles 
at our Heels; he hunts me merrily as the Hound does the 
Hare ; and either this is Love, or I know it not. 

Mel. Well, go back, and call Sabina to me. 

[ Olinda goes behind. 
This is a Riddle paft my finding out: Whether he loves 
her, or no, is the Queſtion; but this I am ſure of, ſhe 
loves him : — O my little Favourite, I muſt ask you a' 
Queſtion concerning Ce/ador 7 Is he in love with you? 

Sab. I think indeed he does not hate me, at leaſt if a 
Man's Word may be taken for it. 4 

Mel. But what Expreſſions has he made you? 

Sab. Truly the Man has done his part: He has ſpoken 
ciyilly to me, and I was not ſo young but I underſtood 
him. | 

Mel. And you could be content to marry him? 

Sab. I have ſworn never to marry ; beſides, he's a 
w..d young Man ; Je to obey you, Mother, I would be WIN 
content to be ſacrific'd. 9 

Mel. No, no, we would but lead you to the Altar. 

Sab. Not to put off the Gentleman neither; for if I 
have him not, I am reſolv'd to die a Maid, that's once, 
Mother. 

Mel. Both my Daughters are in love with him, and J 
cannot yet find he loves either of em. h 


Olin. Mother, Mother, yonder's Ce/adon in the Walks. 
Mel. 
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et Mel. Peace, Wan u; you had beſt ring the Bells for 

wil Joy. Well, I'll no. = et him, becauſe I know not 

ol which to offer him; yet } 2 ſeems to like the youngeit 
beſt ; I'll give him Opp rtunity with her. Olinda, do 

WY you make haſte after nv , 

ol Or. This is ſometh ig hard though, [ Exi: Mel. 

N- Enter Celadon. 

's Cel. You ſee, Ladies, the leaſt Breath of yours brings 

me to you » I have be a ſeeking you at your Lodgings, 

and from thence car” hither after you. 

Sab. Twas we”: you found us. 

Cel. Found you! half this Brightneſs betwixt you two 
was enough to have lighted me ; I could never miſs my 
way: Here's fair Olinda has Beauty enough for one Fa- 
mily ; ſuch a Voice, ſuch a Wit, ſo noble a Stature, ſo 
white a Skin | 

Olin. I thought he would be particular at laſt. [ Aſide. 

Cel. And young Sabina, ſo ſweet an Innocence, ſuch 
2 Roſe-bud newly blown. This is my goodly Palace 
of Love, and that my little Withdrawing-Roon! A 
Word, Madam. [To Sab. 

Olin. I like not this— [ Ade. ] Sir, if you are not too 
buſy with my S ſter, I would ſpeak with you, 

Cel. I come, Madam. — 
Sab. Time enough, Sir; pray finiſh your Diſcourſe— 


and as you were a {aying, Sir. | 

Olin. Sweet Sir. —— 

Sab. Siſter, you forget, my Mother bid you make haſte. 
Olin. Well, go you, and tell her I am coming. — 
Sab. I can never endure to be the Meſſenger of ill 
News ; but if you pleaſe, I'll ſend her word you won't 
ome. 

Olin. Minion, Minion, remember this— [Exit Olin. 

Sab. She's horribly in love with you. 

Cel. Lord, who could love that walking Steeple ! She's 
o high, that every time ſhe ſings to me, I am looking 
p for the Bell that tolls to Church. Ha ! give me 
little Fifth-rate that lies ſo ſnug. —— She! hang her, 
5. Dutcb- built Bottom: She's ſo tall, there's no boardine 

er, But we loſe time—— Madam let me ſeal my 
l C 2 Love 


Sz 
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Love upon your Mouth. [ Xii. ] Soft and ſweet by Heav'n 
ſure you wear Roſe-leaves between your Lips. 

Sab. Lord, Lord; what's the matter with me ! My 
Breath grows ſo ſhort, I can ſcarce ſpeak to you. 

Cel. No matter, give me thy Lips again, and ['l| 
ſpeak for thee. | 

Sab. You don't love me — 9 

Cel. I warrant thee ; fit down by me and kiſs again 
She warms faſter than Pygmalion's Image. [ J/ide. |— 
[Ki/s. I Ay marry, Sir, this was the original Uſe of 
Lips ;\ talking, eating, and drinking came in by the by— 

Sab. Nay, pray be civil; will you be at quiet? 

Cel. What would you have me fit ſtill, and look up- 
on you like a little Puppy-dog, that's taught to beg with 
his Fore-leg up ? | 

Enter Florimel. 

Fh. Celadon the faithful! in good time, Si 
Cel. In very good time, Florimel; for Heav'ns ſake 
help me quickly. | 

Fh. What's the matter? 

Cel. Do you not ſee ! here's a poor Gentlewoman ir 
a Swoon ! [Swoon away.] I have been rubbing her this 
half Hour, and cannot bring her to her Senſes, 

Flo. Alas! how came ſhe ſo? 

Cel. Oh barbarous ! do you ſtay to ask Queſtions? 


run for Charity. | 

Fh. —_— help, alas! poor Lady [Exit Flo. 

Sab. Is the gone ? 

Cel. Ay, thanks be to my Wit, that help'd me at a 
Pinch ; I thank Heav'n, I never pumpt for a Lye in all 
my Life yet. | 

Sab. I am afraid you love her, Celadon / 

Cel. Only as a civil Acquaintance, or ſo; but how- 
ever, to avoid Slander, you had beſt be gone before ſhe 
comes again. 

Sab. 1 can find a Tongue as well as ſhe ———— 


Cel. Ay, but the Truth is, I am a kind of ſcandalous 
Perſon, and for you to be ſeen in my Company 


Stay in the Walks, by this Kiſs I'll be with you pre- 
| [ Exit Sab. 
Enter 


ſently 


& © nf - (nd 
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Enter Florimel running. 
Fla. Help help, I can find no bod. 

Cel. Tis needleſs now, my Dear, ſhe's recover'd, and 
„gone off; but ſo wan and weakly 
. Umb! I begin to ſmell a Rat: What was your 

Buſineſs here, Celadon ? 
Cel. Charity, Chriſtian Charity; you ſaw I was la- 
— WF bouring for Life with her. | 
1 Flo. But how came you hither ? not that I care this 


of BY but only to be ſatisfied Sings. 
3 Cel. You are jealous, in my Conſcience. 

Fla. Who, I jealous! then I wiſh this Sigh may be the 

laſt that ever I may draw —— [Sighs. 


Cel. But why do you ſigh then? 

F. Nothing but a Cold, I cannot fetch my Breath 
well But what will you ſay, if I wrote ths Letter 
you had, to try your Faith ? 

Cel. Hey Day ! this is juſt the Devil and the Sinner ; 
you lay Snares for me, and then puniſh me for being 
taken; here's trying a Man's Faith indeed: What, do you 
TSS think I had the Faith of a Stock, or of a Stone? Nay, and 
vou go to tantalize a Man — gad I love upon the Square, 
I can endure no Tricks to be uſed to me. 


| [Olinda and Sabina at the Door peeping. 
"WH Olin. Sab. Celadon ! Celadon! 
Fh. What Voices are thoſe ? 

' Cel. Some Comerades of mine that call me to play ; — 
Pox on 'em, they'll ſpoil all [ Afede. 

. Fh. Pray let's fee em. 

Cel. Hang 'em Tatterdemallions, they are not worth 
your Sight; pray, Gentlemen, be gone, I'll be with 
you immediately. 

; Sab. No, we'll ſtay here for you. 

a Fh. Do your Gentlemen ſpeak with treble Voices? I 

am reſolv d to ſee what Company you keep. 

Cel. Nay, good my Dear 
He lays hold of her to pull her back, fhe lays hold of 
Olinda, by whom Sabina holds ; ſo that be pulling 
they all come in. 
Fu. Are theſe your Comerades ? 


C 3 [ Sings. ] 
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[ Sings. ] Tis Strephon calls, what would my Love? 
Why do not you roar out like a great Baſs- Viol, Come 
follow to the Myrt/e-Grove. Pray, Sir, which of theſe 
fair Ladies is it, for whom you were to do the Courteſy } 
for it were unconſcionable to leave you to em both; 
what, a Man's but a Man, you know. | 
Olin. The Gentleman may find an Owner. 
Sab. Though not of you. 
Fh. Pray agree whoſe the loſt Sheep is, and take him, 
Cel. *Slife they'll cry me. anon, and tell my Marks. 
Flo. Troth I pity your Highneſs there, 1 perceive he 
has left you for the little one : Methinks he ſhould have 
been afraid to break his Neck, when he fell ſo high as 
from you to her. 
Sab. Well, my drolling Lady, I may be even with 
ou 
g Fh. Not this ten Years by the Growth, yet. 
Sab. Can Fleſh and Blood endure this ? 
Fh. How now, my Amazon in decimo ſexto ! 
Oln. Do you affront my Siſter ! —— 
Fu. Ay, but thou art fo tall, I think I ſhall never 
affront thee 
Sab. Come away, Siſter, we ſhall be jeer'd to Death 
elſe. | [Exeunt Olin. and Sab. 
Fb. Why do you look that way? You can't forbear 
leering after the forbidden Fruit But whene'er I 
take a Wencher's Word again! 
Cel. A Wencher's Word! why ſhould you ſpeak ſo 
contemptibly of the better half of Mankind! I'll up 
for the Honour of my Vocation. , | 
k -_ You are in no Fault I warrant! ——  *ware my 
as 
Cel. Not to give a fair Lady the Lye, I am in Fault; 
but otherwiſe Come let us be Friends, 
and let me wait on you to your Lodgings. 
Fh. This Impudence ſhall not fave you from my Ta» I 
ble-Book. Item, A Month more for this Fault 


[ They walk to the Door. * 
1 Sold. within. Stand. 
2 Sold. Stand, give the Word, 


if 


Cel. 


hay by X, 
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Cel. Now, what's the meaning of this trow, Guards 


et! 
1 Sold. Give the Word or you cannot paſs ; theſe are 
they, Brother; let's in and ſeize em. 

| The two Soldiers enter. 

1 Sold. Down with him. 

2 Sold. Diſarm him. | 

Cel. How now, Raſcals ? 

Draws and beats one off, and catches the other. 

Cel. Ask your Life, you Villain. 

2 Sold. Quarter, quarter. 

Cel. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence ? 

Sold. We did but our Duty; here we were ſet to take 
a Gentleman and Lady, that would ſteal a Marriage with- 
out the Queen's C 2 and we thought you had been 
they. [Exit Sold. 

Flo. Your Couſin Philocles, and the Princeſs Candiope, 
on my Life! for I heard the Queen give private Orders to 
Lyſemantes, and name them twice or thrice. 

Cel. I know a Score or two of Madcaps here hard by, 
whom I can pick up from Taverns and Gaming-Houſes, 
and Bordels ; thoſe I'll bring to aid him: Now, Flarimel, 
there's an Argument for Wenching ; where would you 
have had ſo many honeſt Men together upon the ſudden 
for a brave Employment ? 

Flo. You'll leave me then to take my Fortune? 

Cel. No; if you will, I'll have you into the Places a- 
foreſaid, and enter you into good Company. 

Fl. Thank you, Sir, here's a Key will let me through 
this Back-Door to my own Lodgings. 

Cel. If I come off with Life, I'll ſee you this Even- 
ing; if not — Adieu Florimel / 

Fl, If you come not, I ſhall conclude you are kili'd, 
or taken to be hang'd for a Rebel to Morrow Morn- 
ing and then I'll honour your Memory with a 
Lampoon inſtead of an Epitaph. | 

Cel. No, no, I truſt better in my Fate: I know I am 
reſery'd to do you a Courtefy. [Exit Celadon. 

[4s Florimel is untcking the Door to go out, Flavia opens 

it againſ her, and 4 to her followed by a Page. 


4 Fla 
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Fla. Fhrimel, do you hear the News ? 

Fh. I gueſs they are in purſuit of Phi locles. 

Fla. When Ly/imantes came with the Queen's Orders, 
He refuſed to render up Candiope; 
And with ſome few brave Friends he had about him, 
Is forcing of his way through all the Guards. 

Flo. A gallant Fellow; Ill in, will you with me? 
Hark! the Noiſe comes this way ! ; 

Fla. I have a Meſſage from the Queen to Ly/imantes. 
I hope I may be ſafe among the Soldiers. 

Flo. Oh! very ſafe; perhaps ſome honeſt Fellow in the 
3 may take pity of thy Maidenhead, or ſo — 

en. 

1 Page. The Noiſe comes nearer, Madam. [Exit Flo, 

Fla. I am glad on't: This Meſſage gives me the Op- 
portunity of ſpeaking privately with LHyſimantes. 

Enter Philocles and Candiope, with three Friends, pur- 
ſued by Lyſimantes and Soldiers. 

Ly/. What is it renders you thus obſtinate ? You have 
no hope of flight, and to reſiſt is full as vain, 

Phil. I'll die rather than yield her up. 


Fla. My Lord! 
Ly. How now, ſome new Meſfage from the Queen! 
Retire a while to a convenient Diſtance. [To the Sold. 


| [ Lyf. and Flav. whiſper. 
Ly/. O Flavia, tis impoſſible! the Queen in love with 
Phikecles ! 
Fla. I have ſuſpected it before; but now 
My Ears and Eyes are Witneſſes — 
This Hour I overheard her to Aferia, 
Making ſuch fad Complaints of her hard Fate ! 
For my Part, I believe you lead him back 
But to his Coronation. 
Ly/. Hell take him firſt. 
Fla. Preſently after this ſhe call'd for me, 
And bid me run, and, with ſtrict Care, Command you, 
On Peril of your Life, he had no harm : 
But, Sir, ſhe ſpoke it with ſo great Concernment, 
Met hought I ſaw Love, Anger and Deſpair 
All combating at once upon her Face. 


Ly/. 


\ 
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/ Tell the Queen —— I know not what, 
am diſtracted ſo; —— 
„at go, and leave me to my Thoughts —— [Exit Fla. 
asever ſuch amazing News 
old in ſo ſtrange and critical a Moment ? 
hat ſhall I do? 
Does ſhe love Philocles, who loves not her; 
and loves not Lyimantes, who prefers her 
Above his Life ? what reſts, but that I take 
his Opportunity, which ſhe her ſelf 
as given me, to kill this happy Rival! 
Aſſiſt me, Soldiers. 
Phil. They ſhall. buy me dearly. 
Cand. Ah me! unhappy Maid! 
Enter Celadon, quith his Friends, unbutton'd and reeling. 
Cel. Courage, my noble Couſin! I have brought 
A Band of Blades, the braveſt Youths of Syracu/ : 
Some drunk, ſome ſober, all reſolv'd to run 
Your Fortune to the utmoſt. Fall on, mad Boys 
Ly/. Hold a little; 
I'm not ſecure of Victory againſt theſe deſperate Rufhans. 
Cel. No, but I'll ſecure you; they ſhall cut your 
Throat for ſuch another Word of em. Ruffians, quoth-a 
call Gameſters, Whore-maſters, and Drunkards, Ruffians 
Ly/. Pray, Gentlemen, fall back a little 
Cel. O-ho, are they Gentlemen now with you ! 
Speak firſt to your Gentlemen Sold:ers to retire ; 
And then I'll ſpeak to my Gentlemen Rufhans. 
[ Cel. ns to his Party. 
There's your diſciplin'd Men now 
[ They fizn, and the Soldiers retire on both fades. 
Come, Gentlemen, let's loſe no time; while they are 
talking, let's have one merry Main before we die — 
for Mortality ſake. 
1. Agreed, here's my Cloak for a Table. 
2. And my Hat for a Box — 


[ They lie down and throw, 
Lys. Suppoſe ] kill'd him! - 
* Twould but exaſperate the Queen the more: 
He loves not her, nor knows he ſhe loves him: 1 
| C 5 4 
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A ſudden Thought is come into my Head — 

So to contrive it, that this Ph:locles, 

And theſe his Friends, ſhall bring to paſs that for me 

Which I could never compaſs — 'True, I ſtrain 

A Point of Honour; but then her Uſage to me — 

It ſhall be ſo | 

_ Philicles, command your Soldiers off; 

As I will mine: I've ſomewhat to propoſe 

Which you perhaps may like. | 
Cand. I willnot leave him. 

255 Tis my Deſire you ſhould not. 

Phil. Couſin, lead off your Friends. 

Cel. One Word in your Ear, — Coua, let me 
adviſe you, _— make your _ Conditions, or never 
agree with him : His Men are poor ſober Rogues, can 
— ſtand before us. 35 e 

Exeunt ennes præter Lyſ. Phil. Cand. 

Ly/. Suppoſe ſome Friend ere Night 
Should bring you to poſſeſs all you defire ; 

And not ſo only, but ſecure for ever 

The Nation's Happineſs 
Phil. I would think of him, 

As ſome God or Angel. 

Ly/.T hat God or Angel you and I may be to one another, 
We have betwixt us 
An hundred Men; the Cittadel you govern: 

What were it now to ſeize the Queen? 

Phil. O' Impiety ! to ſeize the Queen! 

To ſeize her, ſaid you? | | 
Ly/ The Word mightbe too rough, I meant ſecure her, 
Phil. Was this your Propoſition ? 

And had you none to make it to but me ? 

 Ly/. Pray hear me out ere you condemn me! 

I would not the leaſt Violence were offer'd 

Her Perſon; two ſmall Grants is all I ask, 

To make me happy in her ſelf, and you 

In your Candiope. | 
Cand. And will not you do this, my Phihacles # 

Nay now my Brother ſpeaks but Reaſon. | 
Phil. Int'reſt makes all ſeem Reaſon that leads to ad 

Int'reſt 


The MAIDEN QUEEN. 59 
Int'reſt that does the Zeal of Sects create, 
To p a Church, and to reform a State. 
L 7 ſhort, the Queen hath ſent to part you two; 
What more ſhe means to her, I know not. 

— Phil. To her! alas! why, will not you protect her? 
Ly/. With you I can; but where's my Power alone? 
Cand. You know ſhe loves me not: You lately heard 

How ſhe inſulted over me; How ſhe [her 

Deſpis d that Beauty which you ſay I have; | 

I ſee ſhe purpoſes my Death. 

Phil. Why do you fright me with it? 
Tis in your Brother's Power to let us ſcape, 
And then you run no Danger. 

Ly/. True, I may ; 

But then my Head muſt pay the Forfeit of it. 

Phil. O wretched Philocles ! whither would Love 

Hurry thee headlong ? 

Ly/. Ceaſe theſe Exclamations. 

There's no Danger on your fide ; tis- but to 

Live without my Siſter, reſolve that, 

And you have ſhot the Gulf. 

Phil. To live without her ! is that nothing, think you ? 

The Damn'd in Hell endure no greater Pain, 

Than ſeeing Heav'n from far with hopeleſs Eyes. 

Cand. Candiope mult die, and die for you; 

See it not unreveng'd at leaſt. - 

Phil. Ha! unreveng'd ! on whom ſhould I revenge it ? 

But yet ſhe dies, and I may hinder it? 

"Tis I then murder my Candiope : 

And yet ſhould I take Arms againſt my Queen! 

That favour'd me, rais'd me to what I am? 

Alas! it muſt not be. 

Ly/. He cools again [ Afade. 

True, ſhe once favour'd you; 

But now I am inform'd _ 

She is beſotted on an upſtart Wretch | 

So far, that ſhe intends to make him Maſter: 

Both of her Crown and Perſon. 

Phil. Knows he that ! 
Then, what I dreaded moſt, is come to paſs.— [Tal. 


ne 
er 


That Action from the Annals of her Reign: 


Ppilocles turns Reformer: But have care 


him to you. ä 
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I am convinc'd of the Neceſſity; 
Let us make haſte to raze 


No Motive but her Glory could have wrought me. 
I am a Traytor to her, to preſerve her 

From Treaſon to herſelf; yet Heaven knows 
With what a heavy Heart 


This Fault of her ſtrange Paſſion take no air. 

Let not the Vulgar blow upon her Fame. 
Ly/. ] will be careful; ſhall we go, my Lord? 

_ Phil. Time waſtes apace ; each firſt prepare his Men, 

Come, my Candiope [E xeunt Phil. Cand, 
/ This ruins him for ever with the Queen; 

Th' Odium's half his, the Profit all my own. 

Thoſe who, like me, by others Help would climb, 

To make 'em ſure, muſt dip em in their Crime. 


[Exit Lyſ. 


SCENE II. The Queen's Apartment. 


Enter Queen and Aſteria. 


Qucen. No more News yet from Ph:hcles ? 

AR. None, Madam, ſince Flavia's return! 

Queen. O my Afteria, if you lov'd me, ſure 
You would ſay ſomething to me of my Ppilocles 
could fpeak ever of him. 


Afi. Madam, you commanded me no more to name 


Queen. Then I command you now ſpeak of nothing elle: 
I charge you here, on your Allegiance, tell me 
What I ſhould do with him. : 
Af. When you gave Orders that he ſhould be taken, 
You ſeem'd reſolv'd how to diſpoſe of him. 
Qucen. Dull Afteria ! not to know 
Mad People never think the ſame thing twice ! 
Alas! I'm hurried reſtleſs up and down : 
J was in Anger once, and then I thought 
i had put into Shore 
But now a Guſt of Love blows hard againſt me, 4 
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and bears me off agai 

'4 . Shall I fing 3 you made of Philacles, 

And call'd it Secret- Leue? 

Queen. Do, for that's all Kindneſs : And while thou 
ſing'ſt it, I can think nothing but what pleaſes me. 


SONG. 


| Feed a Flame within, which fo torments me, 
Dat it both pains my Heart, and yet contents me: 
'Tis ſuch a pleaſing Smart, and I fo love it, | 
That I had rather die, than once remove it. 


Yet he for whom I grieve, ſhall newer know it, 
My Tongue does not betray, nor my Eyes ſhow it; 
Not a Sigh nor a Tear my Pain diſcloſes, 

But they fall filently like Dew on Roſes. 


Thus to prevent my Love from being cruel, 

My Heart's the Sacrifice, as tis the Fuel: 

And while I ſuffer this to give him Quiet, 
My Faith rewards my Lowe, though he deny it. 


On his Eyes will I gaze, and there delight ne; 
While I conceal my Love, no Frown can fright ne: 
To be more happy, I dare not aſpire ; 

Nor can I fall more low, mounting no higher. 


9veen. Peace: Methinks I hear the Noiſe 
Of claſhing Swords, and clatt'ring Arms below. 
Enter Flavia. 
Now ; what News, that you preſs in ſo rudely ? 
Fla. Madam, the worſt that can be ; 
Your Guards upon the ſudden are ſurpriz'd, 
Liſarm'd, ſome ſlain, all ſcatter'd. 
Queen. By whom? | 
Fla. Prince Lyfimantes, and Lord Philocles. 
Queen. It cannot be; Phikecles is a Priſoner. 
Fla. What my Eyes ſaw 


Deen. Pull 'em out; they are falſe Spectacles. 


Aft 
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Af. O Virtue, impotent and blind as Fortune 
Who would be good, or pious, if this Queen, 
Thy great Example, ſuffers ! 
Queen. Peace, Afteria, accuſe not Virtue ; 
She but given me a great Occaſion 
Of ſhowing what I am when Fortune leaves me. 
Aſt. Philocles to do this! 
Jueen. Ay, Phihcles, I muſt confeſs twas hard! 
But there's a Fate in Kindneſs 
Still, to be leaſt return'd where moſt 'tis given. 
Where's Candzpe ? 

Fla. Philacles was whiſpering to her. 

Queen. Hence Screech-ow!l ; call my Guards quickly 
Put em apart in ſeveral Priſons. [there ; 
Alas! I had forgot, I have no Guards, 

But thoſe which are my Jaylors. 
Never *till now unhappy Queen ! : 
The Uſe of Pow'r, till loſt, is ſeldom known; 
Now I ſhould ſtrike, I find my Thunder gone. 
| [Ex. Queen and Flavia. 
Philocles enters, and meets Aſteria going out. ; 
Phil. Afteria ! Where's the Queen ? 
Aft. Ah! my Lord, what have you done? 
I came to ſeek you. 

Phil. Is it from her you come ? 

Aft. No; but on her Behalf: Her Heart's too great, 
In this low Ebb of Fortune, to intreat. 

Phil. Tis but a ſhort Eclipſe, 

Which paſt, a glorious Day will ſoon enſue : 
But I would aſk a Favour too from you. 
Aft. When Conquerors petition, they command: 
Thoſe that can captive Queens, who can withſtand ? 
Phil. She, with her Happineſs, might mine create; 
Yet ſeems indulgent to her own ill Fate: 
But ſhe, in ſecret, hates me ſure; for why, 
If not, ſhould ſhe Candiope deny ? | rey 
Aft. If you dare truſt my Knowledge of her Mind, 
She has no Thoughts of you that are unkind. 
Phil. I could my Sorrows with ſome Patience bear, 
Did they proceed from any one but her; 
; f But 
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But from the Queen ! Whoſe Perſon I adore, 
By Duty much, by Inclination more. 
Af. He is inclin'd already, did he know 
it ſhe lov'd him, how would his Paſſion grow! 
: [ {hae 
Phil. That her fair Hand with Deſtiny combines ; 
Fate ne'er ſtrikes deep, but when Unkindneſs joins ! 
or, to confeſs the Secret of my Mind, 
Something ſo tender for the Queen I find, 
hat ev'n Candiope can ſcarce remove, 
And, were ſhe lower, I ſhould call it Love. 
A. She charg'd me not this Secret to betray, 
But I beſt ſerve her, if I diſobey. 
For, if he loves, twas for her Int'reſt done; 
If not, he'll keep it ſecret for his own. [ Afaae. 
Phil. Why are you in obliging me ſo ſlow ? 
7 thing's of great Importance you would know: 
And you muſt firſt ſwear Secreſy to all. 
Phil. I ſwear. | 
Aft. Yet hold; your Oath's too general: 
Swear that Candiope ſhall never know. 
Phil. I ſwear. 
A. No, not the Queen her ſelf. 
Phil. I vow. 
Aft. You wonder why I am ſo cautious grown, 
In telling what concerns your ſelf alone: 
But ſpare my Vow, and gueſs what it may be 
That makes the Queen deny Candiepe : 
'Tis neither Heat nor Pride that moves her Mind ; 
Methinks the Riddle is not hard to find. | 
Phil. You ſeem ſo great a Wonder to intend, 
As were, in me, a Crime to apprehend. 
Aſt. Tis not a Crime to know; but would be one 
To prove ungrateful when your Duty's known. 
Phil. Why would you thus my eaſy Faith abuſe? 
[ cannot think the Queen ſo ill would chuſe. 
But ſtay, now your Impoſture will appear ; 
She has her ſelf confeſs'd ſhe lov'd elſewhere : 
On ſome ignoble Choice has plac'd her Heart, 
One who wants Quality, and more, Deſert, 


Aft. 
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Aft. This, tho' unjuſt, you have moſt right to ſay, 
For, if you'll rail againſt your ſelf, you may. 

Phil. Dull that I was! 

A thouſand things now crowd my Memory 

That make me know it could be none but I. 

Her Rage was Love: And its tempeſtuous Flame, 
Like Lightning, ſhow'd the Heav'n from whence it came, 
But in her Kindneſs my own Shame I ſee; 

Have I dethron'd her then, for loving me? 

I hate my ſelf for that which I have done, 

Much more diſcover'd, than 1 did unknown. 

How does ſhe brook her ſtrange Impriſonment ? 

Aft. As great Souls ſhould, that make their own Content. 
The hardeſt Term ſhe for your Act could find, 

Was only this, O Philacles, unkind ! | 
'Then, ſetting free a Sigh, from her fair Eyes 

She wip'd two Pearls, the Remnant of wild Show'rs, 
Which hung like Drops upon the Bells of Flow'rs : 
And thank'd the Heav'ns, | | 
Which better did, what ſhe defign'd, purſue, 
Without her Crime, to give her Pow'r to you. 

Phil. Hold, hold ! you ſet my Thoughts ſo near a Crown, 
'They mount above my reach to pulk them down: 
Here Conſtancy, Ambition there does move; 

On each fide 8 and on both ſides Love. 

Aft. Methinks the leaſt you can, is to receive 
This Love with Reverence, and your former leave. 

Phil. Think but what Difficulties come between! 

Aft. Tis won@rous difficult to love a Queen. 

Phil. For Pity ceaſe more Reaſons to provide, 

I am but too much yielding to your fide; 
And, were my Heart but at my own diſpoſe, 
I ſhould not make a ſcruple now to chuſe. 

Aft. Then if the Queen will my Advice approve, 
Her Hatred to you ſhall expe! her Love. | 

Phil. Not to be lov'd by her, as hard would be 
As to be hated by Candiope. 

Afi. I leave you to reſolve while you have time; 
You muſt be guilty, but may chuſe your Crime. 

[Exit Aſteria. 
Phil. 
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phil. One thing I have reſolv'd; and that I'll do, 
zoch for my Love, and for my Honour too. | 
put then, (Ingratitude and Falſhood weigh'd) 

know not which would moſt my Soul upbraid. 

ate ſhoves me headlong down a rugged Way ; 

nſafe to run, and yet too ſteep to ſtay. [Exit Phil. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


S CEN E, the Cot. 


Florimel in Max's Habit. 
8 now, if I can go through with it, to 
outdo this mad Ce/ador in all his Tricks, and get 
both his Miſtreſſes from him; then I ſhall revenge my 
elf upon all three, and fave my own Stake into the Bar- 
gain; for I find I do love the Rogue in ſpight of all his 
Infidelities. Yonder they are, this way they muſt 
ome — If Clothes, and a Bonne mine will take em, I 
ſhall do't. Save you Monſieur Fhrimel ! Faith me- 
hinks you are a very janty Fellow, poudre & ajuſtt, as 
well as the beſt of em. I can manage the little Comb 
ſet my Hat, ſhake my Garniture, toſs about my 
empty Noddle, walk with a courant Slur, and at every 
Step peck down my Head: — If I ſhould be miſtaken 
for ſome Courtier now, - where's the Difference ? 
Enter to her Celadon, Olinda, and Sabina. 

Olin. Never mince the Matter! 

Sab. You have left your Heart behind with Florimel ; 
we know it. - 

Cel. You know you wrong me; when I am with 
Fhrimel, tis ſtill your Priſoner, it only draws a longer 
Chain after it. 

Fh. Is it een ſo! then farewel poor Florimel ! thy 
Maidenhead is condemn'd to die with thee. y ͤꝝa _ 
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Cel. But let's leave this Diſcourſe ; tis all Digreſſion 
that does not ſpeak of your Beauties 

Flo. Now for me, in the Name of Impudence! —. 
[Walks with them.] They are the greateſt Beauties, | 
confeſs, that ever I beheld ——— 

Cel. How now, what's the meaning of this young 
Fellow ? 

Flo. And therefore I cannot wonder that this Gentle 
man, who has the Honour to be known to you, ſhould 
admire you — ſince I, that am a Stranger — 

Cel. And a very impudent one, as I take it, Sir — 

Flo. Am ſo extremely ſurpriz'd, that I admire, love, 
am wounded, and am dying all in a Moment. 

Cel. I have ſeen him ſomewhere, but where I knoy 
not! — Pry'thee my Friend leave us, doſt thou think 
we do not know our way in Court? 

Flo. I pretend not to inſtruct you in your Way; ye 
ſee I donot-go before you ! but you cannot poſſibly deny 
_—_— to wait upon theſe Ladies ; — me, 
wW — 

Cal. Thee, who ſhalt be beaten moſt unmercifully, i 
thou deſt follow them 

Fh. You will not draw in Court, I hope! 
of Pox on him, let's walk away faſter, and be rid 

m ; 

Fh. O! take no care for me, Sir, you ſhall not loſe 
me, I'll rather mend my Pace, than not wait on you. 

Olin. I begin to like this Fellow —— 

Cel. You make very bold here in my Seraglio, and I 
ſhall find a Time to tell you ſo, Sir. 

Fle. When you find a Time to tell me on't, I ſhall find 
a Time to anſwer you But pray what do you find in your 
ſelf ſo extraordinary, that you ſhould ſerve theſe Ladies 
better than I? Let me know what tis you value your {elf 
pon, and let them judge betw ixt us. | 

Cel. I am ſomewhat more a Man than you. 

Flo. That is, you are ſo. much older than I: Po you 
like a Man ever the better for his Age, Ladies ? 

Sab. Well faid, young Gentleman. 


ee (fo 2 wy nA 


Cel. 
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Cel. Piſh, thee! a young raw Creature, thou haſt 
er been under the Barber's Hands yet. 
Fh. No, nor under the Surgeon's neither, as you have 


en. 
Cel. Slife what wouldſt thou be at? I am madder 
han thou art. | 
Flo. The Devil you are! I'll Tope with you, I'll 
ing with you, I'll Dance with you — I'll Swagger 
ith you — 
Cel. I'll Fight with you. 
Flo. Out upon Fighting ! 'tis grown ſo common a 
aſhion, that a modiſh Man contemns it; a Man of 
—_— and Feather, is above the Diſpenſation of the 
Sword. 
Olin. Uds my Life ! here's the Queen's Muſick juſt go- 
g to us; you ſhall decide your Quarrel by a Dance. 
Sab. Who ſtops the Fiddles ? 
Cel. Baſe and Treble, by your Leaves, we arreſt you 
at — — Suits. 3 
Flo. Come on, Sirs, play me a Jigg, you 
'll baffle him. * Js. | 


DANCE. 


Fh. Your Judgment, Ladies. 
: Olin. You, Sir ; you, Sir ; This is the rareſt Gentle- 
man: I could live and die with him — 
Sab. Lord, how he ſweats! pleaſe you, Sir, to make 
| WH uſe of my Handkerchief ? £ 
Olin. You and I are merry, and juſt of an Humour, 
Sir; therefore we two ſhould Love one another. 
Sab. And you and I are juſt of an Age, Sir, and 
therefore methinks, we ſhould not Hate one another. 
Cel. Then I perceive, Ladies, I am a Caſtaway, a 
Reprobate with you: Why, *Faith, this is hard Luck 
now, that I ſhould be no lefs than one whole Hour in 
getting your Affections, and now muſt loſe em in a Quar- 
ter of it. 
Olin. No Matter, let him rail; does the Loſs afflict 
you, Sir ? ; Sk i 
Cel. 
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Cel. No, in Faith, does it not; for if you had ng 
forſaken me, I had you: So the Willows may flourih ou 
for any Branches I ſhall rob 'em of. 

Sab. However, we have the Advantage to have le 

; not you us — he 

Cel. That's only a certain Nimbleneſs in Nature, yo 
Women have to be firſt Unconſtant: But if you had ng 
made the more Haſte, the Wind was veering too up 
my Weathercock : The beft on't is, Florimel is wort 
both of you. 

Fb. * Tis like ſhe'll accept of their Leavings. 

Cel. She will accept on't, and ſhe ſhall accept on't : J 
think I know more than yeu of her Mind, Sir. 

Enter Meliſſa. | 

Mel. Daughters, there's a poor Collation within, that 
waits for you. 

Fb. Will you walk, muſty Sir? 

Cel. No, marry Sir, I wo'not; I have ſurfeited d 
that old Woman's Face already. 
Y Flo. Begin ſome Frolick then; what will you do far} 

er? 

Cel. Faith, I am no Dog to ſhow Tricks for her; J 
cannot come aloft to an old Woman. | 

Fb. Dare you kiſs ker? 

Cel. IL was never dar'd by any Man — by your 
Leave, old Madam 2 plucks of her Ruff, 

Mel. Help! help! do you difcover my Nakednels ? 

Cel. Hence, Tiffany] no Harm! | He puts on the Ruf 
Now, Sir, here's Florimel's Health to you — [Kies her, 

Mel. Away, Sir! — A ſweet young Man as you are 
to abuſe the Gift of Nature fo ! 

Cel. Good Mother, do not commend me ſo; I am 
Fleſh and Blood, and you do not know what you may 
pluck upon that reverend Perſon of yours — Come on, 
follow your Leader. 
[ Groves Florimel the Ruff, foe puts it on. 

Fh. Stand fair, Mother —— 

Cel. What, with your Hat on? lie thou there; — 
and thou too —— 

Plucks off her Hat and Peruke, and diſcovers Florimel. 


Omnes. 
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Omnes. Florimel ! N. 

Fh. My kind Miſtreſſes, how ſorry I am I can do 
ou no further Service! I think I had beſt reſign you to 
:ladon, to make amends for me. 

Cel. Lord! what a Misfortune it was, Ladies, that 
he Gentleman could not hold forth to you ! 

Olin. We have loſt Ce/adon too. 
Mel. Come away; this is paſt enduring. 

| [ Exeunt Mel. and Olin. 
Sab. Well, if ever I believe a Man to be a Man for 
he fake of a Peruke and Feather again. 

Fh. Come, Celadon, ſhall we make Accounts even ? 
ord ! what a Hanging-lock was there! Indeed, if you 
ad been Recreant to your Miſtreſs, or had forſworn your. 
ove, that Sinner's Face had been but decent; but for 
e Virtuous, the Innocent, the Conſtant Celadon / 

Cel. This is not very Heroick in you now, to inſult 
wer a Man in his Misfortunes ; but take heed, you have 
obb'd me of my two Miſtreſſes; I ſhall grow deſperate- 
y Conſtant, and all the Tempeſt ef my Love will fall 
pon your Head : I ſhall pay you —— 

Fh. Who, you pay me] you are a Bankrupt, caſt be- 
ond all Poſſibility of Recovery. 

Cel. If I am a Bankrupt, I'll be a very honeſt one; 
hen I cannot pay my Debts, at leaſt Ill give you up 
e Poſſeſſion 4 Body. 

Flo. No, I'll deal better with you; fince you are 
mable to Pays I'll give in your Bond. | 

nter Philocles with a Commanders Staff in his Hand, 

attended. 

Phil. Couſin, I am ſorry I muſt take you from your 
ompany about an earneſt Buſineſs. 

Flo. There needs no Excuſe, my Lord, we had diſ- 
patched our Affairs, and were juſt parting. 

Cel. Will you be going, Sir, ſweet Sir, damn'd Sir, I 
have but one Word more to ſay to you. 

Flo. As I am a Man of Honour, I'll wait on you 
lome other time | 


Cel. By theſe Breeches —— 


Nat 


* 


Flo 
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Flo. Which, if I marry you, I am reſolv'd to we, 
put that into our Bargain, and ſo adieu, Sir, [Exit Fh 

Phil. Hark you, Couſin [They whiſper 
You'll ſee it exactly executed ; I rely upon you. 

Cel. I ſhall not fail, my Lord; may the Concluſions 
it prove y to you. Exit Cel 

* Philocles /o/us. b 
Where: e' er I caſt about my wandring Eyes, 
Greatneſs lies ready in ſome Shape to tempt me. 

The Royal Furniture in every Room, 
The Guards, and the huge waving Crowds of People, 
All waiting for a ſight of that fair Queen, 
Who makes a Prefent of her Love to me : 
Now tell me, Stoick ! 
If all theſe with a Wiſh might be made thine, 
Would'it thou not truck thy ragged Virtue for 'em ? 
If Glory was a Bait that Angels ſwallow'd, 
How then ſhould Souls ally'd to Senfe reſiſt it ? 
Enter Candiope. 
Ah poor Candiope ! I pity her, 
But that is all. — 
Cand. O my dear Philacles ! 
A thouſand Bleſſings wait on thee ! 
The hope of being thine, I think, will put 
Me paſt my Meat and Sleep with Ecſtaſie, 
So I ſhall keep the Faſts of Seraphims, 
And wake for Joy, like Nightingales in May. 

Phil. Wake, Philecles, wake from thy Dream of 
"Tis all but Shadow to Candiope: [Glory 
Canſt thou betray a Love fo innocent? 22 

Cand. What makes you melancholick ? I doubt 
I have diſpleas'd you. | 

Phil. No, my Love, I am not diſpleas'd with you, 
But with my ſelf, when I conſider 
How little- I deſerve you. 

Cand. Say not ſo, my Philecles ; a Love ſo true as yours, 
That would have left a Court, and a Queen's Fayour, 
To livein a pooy Hermitage with me 

Phil. Ha] She has ſtung me to the Quick 

As if ſhe knew the Falſhood I intended : 


But, 
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dat, I thank Heav'n, it has recall'd my Virtue ;—[ A/c. 
Dh! my Dear, I love you, and you only; [To her. 
o, in, I have ſome Buſineſs for a while; 
zut I think Minutes Ages till we meet. 
Cand. I knew you had; but yet I could not chuſe 
zut come and look upon you. [Exit Candiope. 
Phil. What barbarous Man would wrong ſo ſweet a 
Virtue ? 
Enter the Queen in black with Aſteria. 

ſadam, the States are ſtraight to meet; but why 

theſe dark Ornaments will you be ſeen ? 
Queen. They fit the Fortune of a captive Queen. 
Phil. Deep Shades are thus to heighten Colours ſet ; 
> Stars in Night, and Diamonds ſhine in Jet. 

9ucen. True Friends ſhould ſo in dark Afflictions ſhine, 
ut I have no great Cauſe to boaſt of mine. 

Phil. You may have too much Prejudice for ſome, 
nd think *em falſe before their Tryals come. 
But, Madam, what determine you to do? 
Veen. I came not here to be advis'd by you: 
ut charge you by that Pow'r which once you own'd, 
Ind which is ſtill my Right, ev'n when unthron'd ; 
hat whatſoe'er the States reſolve of me, 
[ou never more think of Candiope. | 
Phil. Not think of her! ah, how ſhould I obey! 
er tyrant Eyes have forc'd my Heart away. 
Queen. By Force retake it from thoſe tyrant Eyes, 
ll grant you out my Letters of Reprize. 

Phil. She has too well prevented that Deſign, 
y giving me her Heart in change for mine. 
Qzeen. Thus fooliſh Indians Gold for Glaſs forego. 
was to your Loſs you priz d your Heart ſo low. 
ſet its Value when you were advanc'd, 
Ind as my Favours grew, its Rate inhanc'd. 
Phil. The Rate of Subjects Hearts by yours muſt go, 
ind Love in yours has ſet the Value low. 
Queen. I ſtand corrected, and my ſelf reprove ; 
ou teach me to repent my low-plac'd Love: 
lelp me this Paſſion from my Heart to tear, 

ow rail on him, and I will fit and hear. — 

1 . 
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Phil. Madam, like you, I have repented too, 
And dare not rail on one I do not know. 

Queen. This, Philocles, like ſtrange Perverſeneſs ſhox 
As if whate'er I ſaid, you would oppole ; | 
How come you thus concern'd for this Unknown ? 

Phil. I only judge his Actions by my own. 

ueen. I've heard too much, and you too much hay 
O Heav'ns, the Secret of my Soul's betray'd! [ſai 
He knows my Love, I read it in his Face, 
And Bluſhes, conſcious of his Queen's Diſgrace.— [ 44 
Hence quickly, hence, or I ſhall die with * ; 
0 PIN, 

Phil. Now I love both, and both with equal Flame. ,, 
Wretched I came, more wretched I retire : 0 
When two Winds blow it, who can quench the Fire? B. 

[Exit Philode MF 

Queen. O my Asteria I know not whom to accule;Bl in 
But either my own Eyes, or you, have told A 
My Love to Philocles. Bi 

A. Is't poſſible that he ſhould know it, Madam? A 

Queen. Methinks you ask that Queſtion guiltily. 
Lays her Hand on Aſteria' ? Shoulder 
Confeſs, for I will know, what was the Subject 
Of your long Diſcourſe, i'th* Antichamber with him. e 

Aft. It was Buſineſs to convince him, Madam, Y, 
How ill he did, being ſo much oblig'd, B, 
To join in your Impriſonment. 

Queen. Nay, now I am confirm'd my Thought wal . 
For you could give him no ſuch Reaſon [ true; 
Of his Obligements, as my Love. | 


Afi. Becauſe I ſaw him much a Malecontent, x 
I thought to win him to your Intereſt, Madam, U 
By telling him it was no want of Kindneſs V 
Made your Refuſal of Candiope. 
And he perhaps N 

Queen. What of him now ? 

Aft. As Men are apt, interpreted my Words 
To all th' Advantage he could wreſt the Senſe, 
As if I meant you lov'd him. 


— 
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Queen. Have I depoſited within thy Breaſt 
The deareſt Treaſure of my Life, my Glory ; 
And haft thou thus betray'd me 
But why do I accuſe thy Female Weakneſs, 
And not my own, for tony thee ? 
Unhappy Queen, Philocles knows thy Fondneſs, 
And needs muſt think it done by thy Command. 

Aft. Dear Madam, think not fo. 

ween. Peace, peace, thou ſhould'ſt for ever hold thy 
Tongue : 
For it has ſpoke too much for all thy Life. — [To her. 
"BS Then Philocles has told Candiope, 
And courts her Kindneſs with his Scorn of me. 
O whither am I fallen! 
But I muſt rouze my ſelf, and give a ſtop 
o all theſe Ills by headlong Paſſion caus d. 
ln Hearts reſoly'd weak Love is put to flight, 
And only Conquers when we dare not Fight. 
But we indulge our Harms, and while he gains 
An Entrance, pleaſe our ſelves into our Pains. 
Luter Lyſimantes. 
A. Prince Lyfmantes, Madam | 
_ Come near, you poor deluded Criminal ; 
See how Ambition cheats you : 
You thought to find a Priſoner here, 
But you behold a Queen. 

Ly/. And may you long be ſo; Tis true, this Act | 
May cauſe ſome Wonder in your Majeſty. | 
Len. None, Couſin, none; I ever thought you 
Ambitious, proud, defigning. 

Ly/. Yet all my Pride, Defigns, and my Ambition | 
Were tanght me by a Maſter | 
With whom you are not unacquainted, Madam. 

Queen. Explain your ſelf; dark Purpoſes, like yours, | 
Need an Interpretation. 

Ly/. Tis Love I mean. 

Queen. Have my low Fortunes giv'n thee | 
This Inſolence, to name it to thy Queen? | | 

Ly/. Vet you have heard Love nam'd without Offence. 

As much below you as you think my Paſũon, 
Vor. II. D i 
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J can look down on yours. E 
2ucen. Does he know it too! F 
This is th' extreameſt Malice of my Stars! ——[ 4a Why! 

I/. You ſee that Princes Faults 

(Howe'er they think 'em ſafe from publick View) 

Fly out thro' the dark Crannies of their Cloſets : 

We know what the Sun does, 

Ev'n when we ſee him not, in t'other World. & 
Queen. My Actions, Couſin, never fear'd the Light, 
Ly/. Produce him then, your Darling of the Dark, 

For ſuch an one you have. . 1 

ueen. I know no ſuch. | 
Ly/. You know, but will not own him. | 
Queen. Rebels ne'er want Pretence to blacken Kings,, 

And this, it ſeems, is yours : Do you produce him, F 

Or ne*er hereafter ſully my Renown = 

With this Aſperſion: — Sure he dares not names him | f 

LA. 4 8 

Ly/. J am too tender of your Fame; or elſe— 

Nor are things brought to that Extremity: 

Provided you accept my Paſſion, 

I'll gladly yield to think I was deceiv'd. 

Auen. Keep in your Error ſtill ; I will not buy 

Your good Opinion at ſo dear a rate, 

And my own Miſery, by being yours. 

Ly/. Do not provoke my Patience by ſuch Scorns, 

For Far I break through all, and name him to you. 1 
Queen. Hope not to fright me with your mighty 

Looks; 

Know I dare ſtem that Tempeſt in your Brow, 

And daſh it back upon you. 

Ly/. Spight of Prudence it will out : *Tis Philocles. 

Now judge, when I was made a Property 

'To cheat my ſelf, by making him your Priſoner, 

Whether I had not right to take up Arms ? 

Queen. Poor envious Wretch ! | 

Was this the Veneme that ſwell'd up thy Breaſt ? 

My Grace to Philocles miſ-deem'd my Love 
Ly/. Tis true, the Gentleman is innocent; 

He ne' er ſinn'd up ſo high, not in his Wiſhes; 

You know he loves elſewhere. Rueen, 
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Queen. You mean your Siſter. 
Ly/. I wiſh ſome Sibyl now would tell me 
Vhy you refus'd her to him ? 
Jucen. Perhaps I did not think kim worthy of her. 
I / Did you not think him too worthy, Madam ? 
7 This is too thin a Vail to hide your Paſſion; 
Fro prove you love him not, yet give her him. 
| and I'll engage my Honour to lay down my Arms. 


Cd 
* 
37 


Auen. He is arriv'd where I would wiſh — [ Hide. 

Call in the Company, and you ſhall ſee what I will do.— 

I, Who waits without there? — [ Exit Lyſ. 

= 2uccr. Now hold, my Heart, for this one Act of 
Honour, 


And will never ask more Courage of thee ; 

4 nce _ I have the means to reinſtate my ſelf into my 
5 Glory; 

elm) Love to Phibecles within me 

Stink, and pull back my Heart from this hard Tryal. 

hut it muſt be, when Glory ſays it muſt. 

As Children wading from 1 River's Bank, 

Firſt try the Water with their tender Feet; 

hen ſhuddring up with cold, ſtep back again, 

And ſtreight a little further venture on, 

Till at the laſt they plunge into the Deep, 

And paſs at once, what they were doubting long: 

make the ſame Experiment; it ſhall be dene in haſte, 

Pecauſe I'Il put it paſt my Pow'r t'undo. | 

Enter at one Door Lyſimantes, at the other Philocles 
Celadon, Candiope, Florimel, Flavia, Olinda 
Sabina, the three Deputies. and Soldiers. 

Ly/. In Arms! is all well, Philecles ? 

Phil. No, but it ſhall be. 

2ueen. He comes, and with him 

The Fever of my Love returns to ſhake me. 

ſee Love is not baniſh'd from my Soul, 

e 1s ſtill there, but is chain'd up by Glory. 

HN. You've made a noble Conqueſt, Madam. 

2ueen. Come hither, Ppilbcles: J am firſt to tell you, 

Land my Couſin are agreed, he has 

Engag'd to lay down Arms. 8 

| D 2 Phil. 
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Phil. Tis well fo: him he has; for all his Party 
By my Command already are ſurpriz'd, 
While I was talking with your Majeſty. 

Cel. Ves faith f have done him that Courteſy ; ] 
brought his Followers, under pretence of guarding it, to 
a Rraight place, where they are all coupt up without uk 
of their Arms, and may be pelted to death by the ſmall 
Infantry o'er the 'Town. 1 

Queen. Twas more than I expected, or could hope; 
Yet ſtill I thought your Meaning honeſt. . 
Phil. My Fault was Raſhneſs, but *twas full of Zeal : 
Nor had I e' er been led to that Attempt, 
Had I not ſeen it would be done without me: 
But by compliance I preſerv'd the Pow'r | 
Which I have ſince made ule of for your Service. E 
Queen. And which I purpoſe ſo to Recompenſe— e 
Ly/. With her Crown ſhe means; I knew 'twould x 80 
come to't. LA id. 
Phil. O Heav'ns, ſhe'll own her Love! = 
Then I muſt lole Candiope for ever, 
And floating in a vaſt Abyſs of Glory, 
Seek and not find my felt | — 
Queen. Take your Condiope : and be as hap 
As Love can make you both : — How plecas'd I am, 
That I can force my Tongue 
To ſpeak Words ſo far diſtant from my Heart! — [ {id 
Cand. My Happineſs is more than I can utter = 
Ly/. Methinks I could do Violence on my ſelf, for 
taking Arms | 
Againſt a Queen ſo good, ſo bountiful : 
Give me leave, Madam, in my Ecſtaſy 
Of Joy, to give you Thanks tor Philocles. 
You have preſerv'd my Friend, and now he owes not 
His Fortunes only to your Favour ; but 
What's more, his Life, and more than that, his Love, 
I am convinc'd, ſhe never lov'd him now ; 
Since by her free Conſent, all Force remoy'd, 
She gives him to my Siſter. 
Flavia was an Impoſtor, and deceiv'd me. 


Phi 
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pi As for me, Madam, I can only ſay 

That I beg Reſpite for my Thanks; for, on a ſudden, 
he Benefit's ſo great, it overwelms me. 

Aft. Mark but the F aintneſs of th* Acknowledgment. 
| To the Queen, afide. 
AQucen to 4. ] Lhave obſerv'd it with you, and am pleas'd 
e ſeems not fatisfy'd ; for I ſtill wiſh 

ET hat he may love me. 

= Phil. I ſee Mieria deu led me 


[ 
0 
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With flattering Hopes of the Queen's Love, 
Prly to draw me off from Ly/imantes : 
at J will think no more on't. 
Im going to poſſeſs Candiope, 
And I am raviſh'd with the Joy on't ! ha! 
Not raviſh'd neither. 
5 For what can be more charming than that Queen 
| : zehold how Night fits lovely on her Eye-brows, 
ile Day breaks from her Eyes! then a Crown too 
W oft, loſt, for ever loſt ; and now *tis gone, 
is beautiful. ¶Hlide. 
A. How he eyes you ſtill | [Tothe Dueen.-. 
Phil. Sure I had one of the fallen Angel's Dreams ; 
n Fleav'n within this Hour was mine! — [ L/ide. 
Cand. What is it that diſturbs you, Dear? 
Phil. Only the Greatneſs of my Joy: - 
ve ta'en too ſtrong a Cordial, Love, 
ind cannot yet digeſt it. 
Auen. Tis done! [ Clapprins her Hand on Aſteria, 
zut this Pang more, and then a glorious Birth. 
The Tumults of this Day, my loyal Subjects, 
Have ſettled in my Heart a Reſolution, 
Happy for you, and glorious too for me. 
F irit for my Couſin, tho' attempting on my Perſon, 
He ! a; incur'd the Danger of the Laws, 
will not puniſh him. 
Ly/. You bind me ever to my Loyalty. 
Queen. Then that I may oblige you mor? to it, 
Were declare you rightful Succeſſor, 
ind Heir immediate to my Crown 

D 2 This 
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This, Gentlemen — [To the Deputir, 
J hope will ſtill my Subjects Diſcontents, 
When they behold Succeſſion firmly ſettled. ] 

Dep. Heav'n preſerve your Majeſty. 

Ducen. As for my ſelf, I have reſolv'd e 
Still to continue as I am, unmarried : De 
The Cares, Obſervances, and all the Duties 1 
Which I ſhould pay an Huſband, I will place . 
Upon my People; and our mutual Love = 
Shall make a Bleſſing more than Conjugal. Wai 
And this the States ſhall ratify. s 

Ly/. Heav'n bear me Witneſs, that I take no Joy pe 
In the Succeſſion of a Crown, ; 
Which muſt deſcend to me ſo fad a way. 

Queen. Couſin, no more; my Reſolution's paſt, 

Which Fate ſhall never alter. 
P) il. Then I am once more Happy: 
For ſince none muſt poſſeſs her, I am pleas'd 


With my own Choice, and will defire no more. vi 

For multiplying Wiſhes is a Curſe 2 

That keeps the Mind ſtill painfully awake. Wp3 
Queen. Celadon, an 


Your Care and Loyalty have this Day oblig'd me! ab 

But how to be acknowledging, I know not, 

Unleſs you give the Means. a 
Cel. 1 was in hope your Majeſty had forgot me; then y« 

fore, if you pleaſe, Madam, I'il only beg a Pardon for la- 


ving taken up Arms once to Day againit you; for I hae m 
a fooliſh kind of Conſcience, which I wiſh many of you ea 
Subjects had, that will not let me aſk a Recompence fa 
my Loyalty, when I know I have been a Rebel. : ch 

Queen. Your Modeſty ſhall not ſerve the Turn; at 2 
ſomething. 


Cel. "Then I beg, Madam, you will command Fri * 
mel never to be Friends with me. 
Flo. Aſk again; I grant that without the Queen: Bu C 


why are you afraid on't ? al 
Cel. Becauſe I am fare, as ſoon as ever you are, you *! 
marry m. e. | 80 


7 
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Fl. Do you fear it ? 
Cel. No, 'twill come with a Fear. 
Flo. If you do, I will not ſtick with you for an Oath. 
Cel. I require no Oath till we come to Church; and 
Shen after the Prieſt, I hope, for I find it will be my 
Deſtiny to marry thee. | 
Fh. If ever I ſay Word after the black Gentleman 
or thee, Celadon—— 
Ciel. Then, I hope, you'll give me leave to beſtow a 
Faithful Heart elſewhere. 
Fh. Ay, but if you would have one, you muſt be- 
peak it, for I am ſure you have none ready made. 
Cel. What ſay you, ſhall I marry Flawia ? 
Fh. No, ſhe'll be too cunning for you. 
Cal. What ſay you to Olinda then? ſhe's tall, and 
fair, and bonny. 
Fb. And fooliſh, and apiſh, and fickle. 
Cel. But Sabina there's pretty, and young, and lo- 
ving, and innocent. 
Fb. And dwarfiſh, and childiſh, and fond, and flip- 
pant: If you marry her Siſter, you will get May-poles ; 
Wand if you marry her, you will get Fairies to 
about them. ; | 
Cel. Nay, then the Caſe is clear, Fhorimel ; if you 
take 'em all from me, tis becauſe you reſerve me for 
your ſelf. 
F.. But this Marriage is ſuch a Bugbear to me ; much 
13 _—_ be if we could invent but any way to make it 
eaſy. 


Coe. Some fooliſh People have made it uneaſy, by 

drawing the Knot faſter than they need; but we that 
are wiſer will looſen it a little. 

Fb. Tis true indeed, there's ſome Difference betwixt 
2 Girdle and a Halter. 5 

Cel. As for the firſt Vear, according to the laudable 
Cuſtom of new married People, we ſhall follow one 
another up into Chambers, and down into Gardens, and 
WY think we ſhall never have enough of one another 

So far 'tis pleaſant enough, I hope, | 


Fl 
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Flo. But after that, when we begin to live like Hu. 
band and Wife, and never come near one another - 
what then, Sir? 

Cel. Why, then our only Happineſs muſt be to hav: 
one Mind, and one Will, Flori mel. | : 

Fl. One Mind if thou wilt, bot pr'ythee let us have 
two Wills; for I find one will be little enough for me | 
alone; but how, if thoſe Wills ſhould meet and claſh, 
Celadon ? n : 

Cel. I warrant thee for that: Husbands and Wives, ! 
keep their Wills far enough aſunder for ever meeting: 
One thing let us be ſure to agree on, that is, never tb 
be jealous. 7 

Fe. No; but e'en love one another as long as ve 
can; and confeſs the Truth when we can love n 
longer. 5 
Cel. When I have been at play, you ſhall never aæk 
me what Money I have loſt. _— 

Flo. When I have been abroad, you ſhall never en- 
quire who treated me: 5M 

Cel. Iten, I will have the Liberty to ſleep all Night, 
without your interrupting my Repoſe for any evil Deſign 
whatſoever. pe 3 

_ Item, Then you ſhall bid me good Night before 

u ſleep. | 

Cel. Provided always, that whatever Liberties we 
take with other People, we continue very honeſt to one 
another. 

Flo. As far as will conſiſt with a pleaſant Life. 

Cel. Laſtly, whereas the Names of Husband and Þ 
Wife hold forth nothing, but Claſhing and Cloying, and 
Dulneſs and Faintneſs in their Signif cation; they ſhall 
be aboliſh'd for ever betwixt us. | 

Flo. And inſtead of thoſe, we will be married by tbe 
more agreeable Names of Miſtreſs and Galtant. 

Celi None of my Privileges to be infring'd by thee, 
Hlorimel, under the Penalty of a Month of Faſting- 
Nights. | | 

4. None of my Privileges to be infring'd by thee 
Celadon, under the Penalty of Cuckoldom. 
Cel, 
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Cel. Well, if it be my Fortune to be made a Cuckold, 
nad rather thou ſhouldſt make me one than any one 
Sicily: And for my Comfort, I ſhall have thee oft- 
er than any of thy Servants. 
Fh. La ye now, is not ſuch a Marriage as good as 
Wenching, Celadon? 
Cal. This is very good; but not ſo good, Fhrimel. 
Auen. Now {et we forward to th' Aſſembly. 
ou promiſe, Couſin, your Conſent ? 
& Ly/. But moſt unwillingly. 
Queen. Philbeles, I muſt beg your Voice too. 
= Pi]. Moſt joyfully I give it. 
= L;/. Madam, but one Word more; 
Pince you are ſo reſolv'd, 
That you may ſee, bold as my Paſſion was, 
Twas only for your Perſon, not your Crown; 
IJ ſwear no ſecond Love 
by hall violate the Flame I had for you, 
Es in ſtrict Imitation of your Oath 

9 vow a ſingle Liſe. 
Queen. Now, my Afteria, my Joys are full; 
[70 Aſteria, 


| 2 


e Pow'rs above, that ſee 
he innocent Love I bear to Philocles, 
Have giv'n its due Reward ; for by this means 
The Right of Ly/fmantes will devolve 
Upon Candice ; and I ſhall have 
his great Content, to think, when I am dead, 
My Crown may fall on Philacles his Head. e 
P [ E xeunt ommnes. 
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Written by a Perſon of Honour. 


UR Poet, ſomething doubtful of his Fate, 

Made choice of me to be his Advocate, 
Relying on my Knowledge in the Laws, 
And Jas boldly undertook the Cauſe. 
T left my Client yonder in a Rant 
Againſt the Envious, and the Ignorant, 
Who are, he ſays, his only Enemies: 
But he contemns their Malice, and defies 
The ſharpeſt of his Cenſurers to ſay 
Where there is one groſs Fault in all his Play. 
The Language is ſo fitted for each Part, 
The Plot according to the Rules of Art; 
And twenty other things he bid me tell you, 
But I cry d, E'en go dot your ſelf for Nelly. 
Reaſon with Fudges, urg d in the Defence 
Of thoſe they would condemn, is Injolence ; 
I therefore ware the Merits of his Play, 
And think it fit to plead this ſafer way. 
If when too many in the Purchaſe ſhare, 
Robbing's not worth the Danger nor the Care; 
The Men of Buſineſs muſt in Policy, 
Cheriſh a little harmleſs Poetry, 
All Wit would elſe grow up to Knawery. 
Wit is a Bird of Mufick, or of Prey, © 
Mounting ſbe ſtrikes at all things in her Way. 


EPILOGUE. 


t if this Birdlime once but touch her Wings, 
n the next Buſh he fits her down and ings. 
have but one Word more; tell me, I pray, 
bat you wwill get by damning of our Play ? 
whipt Fanatick, who does not recant, 
| by his Brethren calPd a Suff ring Saint; 
7 by your Hands ſhould this poor Poet die 
22 he does renounce his Poetry, 
5 2 Death muſl neeag confirm the Party more 
War all his ſcribbling Life could do before: 
| ere ſo much Zeal does in a Sect appear, 
. to no purpoſe, faith, to be ſevere. 
1 t other Day I heard this rhiming Fop 
Wy, C riticks were the Whips, and he the Ti of 3 
r, as a Top ſpins more, the more you baſfe her, ; 


; every Laſh you give, he Writes the faſter. | | 
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PROLOGUE. 


F OOLS , which each Man meets in his Dif each Day, 
Are yet the great Regalio's of a Play; 


In which to Poets you but juſt appear, | 

Jo prize that highefl, which coſt them ſo dear: 

Tops in the Town more eafily will paſs ; 

One Story makes a flatutable Af : 

But ſuch in Plays muſt be much thicker ſown, 

Like Yotks of Egs, a Dozen beat to one. 

Obſerving Poets all their Walks invade, 

As Men watch Waodcocks gliding through a Glade ; 
And when they have enough for Comedy, 

They flow their ſeveral Bodies in a Pye : 

The Poets but the Cook to faſhion it, | 
Fir, Gallants, you your ſelves, have found the Wit, 
To bid you <welcome, 'awould your Bounty wrong, 


None auelcome thoſe who bring their Chear along. 


—— 1 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Lord Da R TMO, in Love with Mrs. C RIS TAB. 
Mr. Moo px, the Swaſh-buckler. 


Sir MARTIN MAR-ALL, a Fool. 
 WarNER, his Man, 


Sir Jon SwaLLow, a Kentyþ Knight. 
WO ME N. 


Lady Dur E, the old Lady. 

Mrs. CH&R1sTIAN, her young Niece. 

Mrs. MiLL1sENT, the Swaſh-buckler's Daughter. 
Ros z, her Maid. 

Mrs. PxePARATION, Woman to the old Lady. 


Other Servants, Men and Women, a Carrier, Bayliffs, 
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The SCENE, Covent-Garden, 


Sir MARTIN MAR-ALL. 


ACT = SCENE.L 


Enter Warner ſolus. 


"BoB HERE the Devil is this Mafter of mine ? 
8 W Nhe is ever out of the way when he ſhould 
: NW do himſelf good! This 'tis to ſerve a 

N 1 „ Coxcomb, one that has no more Brains 
. than juſt thoſe I carry for him. Well! 
A of all Fops commend me to him for the 
eſt ; he's ſo opinion'd of his own Abilities, that he 
1s ever deſigning ſomewhat, and yet he ſows his Strata- 
gems ſo ſhallow, that every Daw can pick em up: 
From a plotting Fool, the Lord deliver me. Here he 
comes. Oh ! it ſeems his Couſin's with him, then it is 
not ſo bad as I imagin'd. 

Enter Sir Martin Mar-all, and Lady Dupe. 

L. Dupe. I think *twas well contriv'd for your Acceſs, 
to lodge her in the ſame Houſe with you. 

Sir Mart. Tis pretty well, I muſt confeſs, 

Warn. Had he plotted it himſelf, it had been ad- 
mirable. | LA lde. 
| L. Dupe. For when her Father Moody writ to me to 
take him Lodgings, I ſo order'd it, the Choice ſeem'd 
his, not mine. 

E 4 Sir 
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Sir Mort, I have hit of a thing my ſelf 
when NT once have miſs'd'it But chat might h 
1 ; er 6 * 5 0 1 ; : . | 


L. Dupe. Fortune does more than Wiſdom. - 
Sir Mart. Nay,for that you ſhall excuſe me; I will no 
. value any Man's Fortune at a Ruſh, except he have Wi 

and Parts to bear him out. But when do you expe 


* 
* = 


if 
'em ? | 

L. Dupe. This Tide will bring him from Gra ven ©, 
You had beſt let your Man go as from me, and wat 0 
them at the Stairs in Durham-Yard. 

Sir Mart. Lord, Couſin, what a- do is here with you Wil an 
Counſel! as though I could not have thought of that i; 
ſelf. I could find in my Heart not to ſend him now — IM 
ſtay a little — I could ſoon find out ſome other way. p 

Warn. A Minute's Stay may loſe your Buſineſs. bl 

Sir Mart. Well, go then — but you muſt grant, if he 
had ſtaid, I could have found a er way — Jo 
grant 1t. | 67 EY b 

L. Dupe. For once I will not ſtand with you. [EA 
Warmer 'Tis a ſweet Gentlewoman this Mrs. Mill n 
ſent, if you can get her. ] 


Sir Mart. Let me alone for plotting. 
IL. Dupe. But by your Favour, Sir, tis not ſo eaſy, her 
Father has already promis'd her : And the young Gentle 
man comes up with 'em: I partly know the Man — 
but the old Squire is humourſome, he's tout, and plain 
in Speech, and in Behaviour ; he loves none of the fine 
Ton- Tricks of Breeding, but ſtands up for the old E. 
ligabeth way in all things. This we muſt work upon. 

Sir Mart. Sure you think you have te deal with a 
Fool, Couſin ? | 

Enter Mrs. Chriſtian. 

L. Dupe. O my dear Niece, I have ſome Buſineſs 
with you. { Whiſpers. 

Sir Mart. Well, Madam, I'll take one turn here i' th 
Piazza's; a thouſand things are hammering in this Head; 
"tis a fruitful Noddle, though I fay it. [¶ Exit Sir Mart. 

L. Dupe. Go thy ways for a moſt conceited Fool — 
But to our Buſineſs, Couſin : You are young, but! 4 
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old, and have had all the Love - Experience that a diſcreet 
Lady ought to have; and therefore let me inſtruct you 
about the Love this rich Lord makes to you. 

Chr. You know, Madam, he's marry'd, ſo that we 
cannot work upon that Ground of Matrimony. 

L. Dupe. But there are Advantages enough for you, 
if you will be wiſe and follow my Advice. 

Chr. Madam, my Friends left me to your Care, there- 
fore I will wholly follow your Counſel, with Secreſy, and 
Obedience. 

L. Dupe. Sweet-heart, it ſhall be the better for you 
another Day : Well then, this Lord that pretends to you 
is crafty and falſe, as moſt Men are, eſpecially in Love; 
—— therefore we muſt be ſubtle to meet with all his 
Plots, and have Countermines againſt his Works to 
blow him up. 

Chr. As how, Madam ? L 

L. Dupe. Why, Girl, he'll make fierce Love to you, 
but you muſt not ſuffer him to ruffle you, or ſteal a 
Kiſs : But you muſt weep and ſigh, and fay you'll tell 
me on't, and that you will not be us'd fo, and play the 
Innocent juſt like a Child, and ſeem ignorant of all. 

Chr. I warrant you I'll be very ignorant, Madam. 

L. Dupe. And be ſure when he has tows'd you, not to 
appear at Supper that Night, that you may fright him. 

Chr. No, Madam. 

L. Dupe. Thar he may think you have told me. 

Chr. Ay, Madam. 

L. Dupe. And keep your Chamber, and ſay your 
Head akes. , 

Chr. O moſt extreamly, Madam. 

L. Dupe. And lock the Door, and admit of no Night- 
Viſits: At Supper I'll aſk where's my Couſin, and being 
told you are not well, I'll ſtart from the Table to viſit 
you, deſiring his Lordſhip not to incommode himſelf ; 
for I will preſently wait on him again. 

Chr. But how, when you are return'd, Madam? 

L. Dupe. Then ſomewhatdiſcompos'd, I'll ſay, I doubt 
the Meazles or Small-Pox will ſeize on you, and then 
the Girl is ſpoil'd ; ſaying, Poor thing, her Portioa is 

E 5 her 
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her Beauty and her Virtue ; and often fend to ſee how you 
do, by Whiſpers in my dervant's Ears, and have thoſe 
Whiſpers of your Health return'd to mine : If his Lord. 
' Nip thereupon aſks how you do, I will pretend it was 

ſome other thing. 7% 

g _ Right, Madam, for that will bring him further in 
uſpence, 

. Dupe. A hopeful Girl! then will I eat nothing that 
Night, teigning my Grief for you ; but keep his Lordſhip 
Company at Meal, and ſeem to itrive to put my Paſſion 
off, yet ſhew it {till by ſmall Miſtakes. 

Chr. And broken Sentences. 

L. Dupe. A dainty Girl! and after Su viſit you 
again, with Promiſe to return ſtrait to his Lordſhip : But 
after I am gone, ſend an Excuſe, that I have given you 
a Cordial, and mean to watch that Night in Perſon with 
vou. 

* Chr. His Lordſhip then will find the Prologue of his 
Trouble, doubting I have told you of his ruffling. 

L. Dupe. And more than that, fearing his Father 
ſhould know of it, and his Wife, who is a termagant 
Lady : But when he finds the Coaſt is clear, and his late 
ruffling known to none but you, he will be drunk with 

oy. 
5 Chr. Finding my ſimple Innocence, which will in- 
flame him more. 

L. Dupe. Then what the Lion's Skin has fail'd him 
in, the Fox's Subtlety muſt next ſupply, and that is juſt, 
Sweet-heart, as I would have it; for crafty Folks Trea- 
tics are their Advantage: Eſpecially when his Paſſion 
mult be ſatisfy d at any rate, and you keep Shop to {et 
the Price of Love: So now you ſee the Market is your 
own. 

Cir. Truly, Madam, this is very rational: and by tio 
Blefling of Heav'n, upon my poor Endeavours, I do nd 
doubt to play my part. 

L. Dupe. My Bleſſing and my Pray'rs go along witli 


Enter 


te 
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aer Sir John Swallow, 2 Milliſent, and Roſe her 
aid. 

Chr. I believe, Madam, here is the young Heireſs you 

xrect, and with her he who is to marry her. 
L. Dape. Howe'er I am Sir Martin's Friend, I muſt not 
eem his Enemy. | 

Sir Fohn. Madam, this fair young Lady begs the 
Honour to be known to you. + | 

Mill. My Father made me hope it, Madam. 

L. Dupe. Sweet Lady, I believe you have brought all 
the Freſhneſs of the Country up to Town with you. 

| [ They ſalute. 

Mill. I came up, Madam, as we Country-Gentlewo- 
men uſe, at an Zafter-Term, to the deſtruction of Tarts 
and Cheeſe-cakes, to ſee a new Play, buy a new Gown, 
take a Turn in the Park, and ſo down again to fleep 
with my Fore-fathers. | 

Sir Jobn. Rather, Madam, you are come up to the 
breaking of many a poor Heart, that like mine willlan- 
guiſh for you. 

Chr. I doubt, Madam, you are indiſpos'd with your 
Voyage ; will you pleaſe to ſee the Lodgings your Father 
has provided for” you ? | 

Mill. To wait upon you, Madam. 

L. Dupe. This is the Door there is a Gentleman 
will wait you immediately in your Lodging, if he might 
preſume on your Commands. [11 Whiſper. 

Mill. You mean Sir Martin Mar-all: Jam glad he tas 
entruſted his Paſſion with ſo diſcreet a Perſon. 

[ In whiſper. 
L. 9 Sir John, let me intreat you to ſtay here, 
t dhat my Father may have Intelligence where to find us. 
Sir Tobn. 1 ſhall obey you, Madam. [ Exe. HWaman. 
1 Enter Sir Martin Mlar-all. 
| Sir Fohn. Sir Martin Mar-all ! moit happily encoun- 
ter d! Low long have you been come to Town? 
| Sir Mart. Some three Days ſince, or thereabouts: 
But I thank God I am very weary on't already. * 
Sir Jobn. Why, what's the matter, Man? 
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Sir Mart. My villainous old Luck ill follows me ig 
Gaming; I never throw the Dice out of my Hand, but 
my Gold goes after em: If I go to Picquet, though it 
be but with a Novice in't, he will picque and repicque, 
and capot me twenty times together: And which mol 
mads me, I loſe all my Sets when I want but one of uy, 

Sir Fohn. The Pleaſure of Play is loſt, when one loſes 
at that unreaſonable Rate. 

Sir Mart. But I have ſworn not to touch either Card 
or Dice this half Year. | 

Sir 7ehn. The Oaths of loſing Gameſters are mo 
minded; they forſwear Play as an angry Servant does 
his Miſtreſs, becauſe he loves her but too well. 

Sir Mart. But I am now taken up with Thoughts d 
another Nature ; I am in love,. Sir. , 

Sir John. That's the worſt Game you could have 
played at, ſcarce one Woman in an hundred will play 
with you upon the Square: You venture at more Un. 
certainty than at a Lottery: For you ſet your Heart to 
a Whole Sex of Blanks. But is your Miſtreſs Widoy, 
Wite, or Maid ? 

Sir Mart. I can aſſure you, Sir, mine is a Maid; 
the Heireſs of a wealthy Family, fair to a Miracle, 

Sir Jahn. Does ſhe accept your Service? 

Sir Mart. I am the only Perſon in her Favour. 

Enter Warner. 

Sir Jahn. Is ſhe of Town or Country ? 

Warn. How's this ? | Ad., 

Sir Mart. She is of Kent, near Canterbury. 

Warn. What does he mean? This is his Rival! — 

[ Afede. 

Sir John. Near Canterbury, ſay you? I have a ſmall 
Eſtate lies thereabouts, and more Concernments than 
one beſides. : 

Sir Mart. I'll tell you then, being at Canterbury, it 
was my Fortune once in the Cathedral Church — 

Warn. What do you mean, Sir, to intruſt this Man 
with your Affairs thus ? . 8 
Sir Mart. Truſt him? why, he's a Friend of mine. 
Warn. No matter {or that; hark you a Word, _—_ 

| ir 
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cir Mart. Pr'ythee leave fooling — and as I was 

Lying —1 was in the Church when I firſt ſaw this 
ir one. | | 

Sir Falun. Her Name, Sir, I beſeech you. 

Warn. For Heav'n's ſake, Sir, have a care. 

Sir Mart. Thou art ſuch a Coxcomb — Her Name's 

Milliſent. | 

. Now, the Pox take you, Sir, what do you 


mean ? | 
Sir John. Milliſent, ſay you? That's the Name of my 
Miſtreſs : 


Sir Ma rt. Lord] what Luck is that now ! well, Sir, it 
happen' done of her Gloves fell down, I ſtoop d to take it 
up; and in the ſtooping made her a Compliment 

Warn. The Devil cannot hold him ; now will this 
hick-skull'd Maſter of mine tell the whole Story to his 
Rival —— | 

Sir Mart. You'll ſay, twas ſtrange, Sir; but at the 
firſt Glance we caſt on one another, both our Hearts 
Jeap'd within us, our Souls met at our Eyes, and with a 
tickling kind of Pain ſlid to each ether's Breaſt, and in 
one Moment ſettled as cloſe and warm, as if they long 
had been acquainted with their Lodging. I follow'd 
her ſomewhat at a diſtance, becauſe her Father was with 
her. 

Warn. Yet hold, Sir —— wry. 

Sir Mart. Sawcy Raſcal, avoid my Sight ; muſt you 
tutor me ? So, Sir, not to trouble you, I enquir'd. 
out her Father's Hauſe, without whoſe Knowledge I did 
court the Daughter, and both then and often fince com- 
ng to Canterbury, I receiv'd many Proofs of her Kind- 
| WF nets to me. 
| Warn. You had beſt tell him too, that I am acquaint- 
ed ** her Maid, and manage your Love under-hand 
with her. | 

Sir Mart. Well remember'd !' faith, I thank thee for 
that, I had forgot it I proteit ! — My Valet de Chanbre, 
whom you ſee here with me, grows me acquainted with 
her Woman | 
Warn. O the Devil! —— 
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Sir Mart. In fine, Sir, this Maid being much in he 

Mliſtreſs's Favour, ſo well ſollicited my Cauſe, that in fine 
I gain'd from fair Miſtreſs Milliſent an Aſſurance of her 

Kindneſs, and an Engagement to marry none but me. 

Warn.'Tis very well! you've made a fair Diſcovery !. 

Sir John. A moſt pleaſant Relation, I aſſure you; 
You are a happy Man, Sir! but, what occaſion brought 
you now to London ? 

Sir Mart. That was in Expectation to meet my Mi. 
ſtreſs here ; ſhe writ me word from Canterbury, ſhe and 
her Father ſhortly would be here. 

Sir Fohn. She and her Father, ſaid you, Sir? 

Warn. Tell him, Sir, for Heav'n's ſake tell him all 

Sir Mart. So I will, Sir, without your bidding :— Her 
Father and ſhe are come up already, that's the Truth 
on't, and are to lodge by my Contrivance in yon Houſe; 
the Maſter of which 1s a cunning Raſcal as any in Town 
— him I have made my own, for I lodge there. 

Warn. You do ill, Sir, to ſpeak fo ſcandalouſly of my 
Landlord. | | 

Sir Mart. Peace, or I'll break your Fool's Head—So, 
that by his Means I ſhall have free Egreſs and Regrels 
when I pleaſe, Sir — without her Father's Knowledge. 

Warn. I am out of Patience to hear this 

Sir Fohn. Methinks you might do well, Sir, to ſpeak 
openly to her Father. 

Sir Mart. Thank you for that i'faith, in ſpeaking to 
old Moody I may ſoon ſpoil all. | 
- Warn. So, now he has told her Father's Name, tis 
paſt Recovery. 

Sir John. Is her Father's Name Moody, ſay you? 

Sir Mart. Is he of your Acquaintance ? 

Sir Fohn. Yes, Sir, I know him for a Man who is too 
wile for you to over-reach; I am certain he will never 
marry his Daughter to you. 

Sir Mart. Why, there's the Jeſt on't : He ſhall never 
know it : *Tis but your keeping of my Counſel ; 100 
do as much for you mun 

Sir Fobhn. No, Sir, I'll give you better; trouble not 
your ſelf about this Lady; her Affections are otherwiſe 


engaged, 
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10! ged, to my Knowledge —hark in your Ear 
or Father hates a Gameſter like a Devil: I'll kee 
zur Counſel for that too. 
Sir Mart. Nay, but this is not all, dear Sir John. 
Sir John. This is all, I affure you: Only I will make 
old to ſeek your Miſtreſs out another Lodging. 

| [ Exit Sir John. 
Warn. Your Affairs are now put into an excellent Po- 
jure, thank your incomparable Diſcretion — this was a 
tratagem my ſhallow Wit could ne'er have reach'd, to 
nake a Confident of my Rival. 

ator} I hope thou art not in earneſt, Man! Is he 
ny Ri | 
Warn 'Slife he has not found it out all this while! 
ell, Sir, for a quick Appre henſion let you alone. 

Sir Mart. How the Devil cam'ſt thou to know on't ?. 
nd why the Devil didſt thou not tell me on't ?. 

Warn. To the firſt of your Devils I anſwer, her Maid 
Roſe told me on't: To the ſecond, I wiſh a thouſand 
Devils take him that would not hear me. 

Sir Mart. O unparallelPd Misfortune ! 

Warn. O unparallell'd Ignorance ! why he left her Fa- 
ther at the Water-ſide, while he led the Daughter to her 
Lodging, whither I directed him; ſo that if you had 
not laboured to the contrary, Fortune had plac'd you in 
the fame Houſe with your Miſtreſs, without the leaſt 
Suſpicion of your Rival, or of her Father. But tis 
well you have fatisfy'd your talkative Humour: I ho 
you have ſome new Project of your own to ſet all right 
again: For my part, I confeſs all my Deſigns for you 
are wholly ruin'd ; the very Foundations of 'em are 
blown up. 

Sir Mart. Pr'ythee inſult not over the Deſtiny of a 
poor undone Lover, I am punifh'd enough for my In- 
diſcretion in my Deſpair, and have nothing to hope 
vr now but Death. | x 

Warn. Death is a Bug-word, things are not brought 
to that Extremity, I'II caſt about to fave all yet. 


ww” 
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Enter Lady Dupe. 

L. Dape. O, Sir Martin! yonder has been ſuch a f 
within; Sir Fohn, I fear, ſmokes your Deſign, and 
all means would have the old Man remove his Lodgiy; 
pray God your Man has not play'd falſe. | 

Warn. Like enough I have: I am Coxcomb ſuft 
ent to do it; my Maſter knows that none but ſuch | 
great Calf as I could have done it, ſuch an overgrom 
Aſs, a ſelf- conceited Ideot as I —— 

Sir Mart. Nay, Warner —— 

Warn. Pray, Sir, let me alone: — what is it to yg 
if 1 SING my ſelf? Now could I break my on 

-head. | 

Sir Mart. Nay, ſweet Warner. 

Warn. What a good Maſter have I, and I to ny 
him: O Beaſt! — 

L. Dupe. Not to diſcourage you wholly, Sir Marti 
this Storm is partly over. 

Sir Mart. As how, dear Couſin ? 

L. Dupe. When I heard Sir Joba complain of the Land. 
lord, I took the firſt hint of it, and join'd with hin 
ſaying, if he were ſuch an one, I would have nothing 
to do with him: In ſhort I rattled him ſo well, that 
Fohn was the firſt who did deſire they might be lody{ 
with me, not knowing that I was your Kinſwoman. 
Sir Mart. Pox on't, now I think on't, I could han 
found out this my ſelf. | 

3 Are you there again. Sir? —— now as I ha 
a Soul —— - 

Sir Mart. Mum, good Warner, I did but forget ny 
ſelf a little, I leave my {ſelf wholly to you, and ny 
Couſin ; get but my Miſtreſs for me, and Claim what 
eer Reward you can deſire. 

Warn. Hope of Reward will Diligen beget- 
Find you the Mony, and I'll find the Wit. [ Excun. 
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Enter Lady Dupe, and Mes. Chriſtian. 
1. JT happen'd, Madam, juſt as you faid it would: 
L 


but was he ſo concern'd for my feign'd Sickneſs ? 
. Dupe. So much that Moedy and his Daughter, our 
ow Gueſts, take notice of the Trouble, but the Cauſe 
vas kept too cloſe for Strangers to divine. 
Chr. Heav'n grant he be but deep enough in Love, 
then — 
L. Dupe. And then thou ſhalt diſtil him into Gold, my 
Girl, Yonder he comes, I'll not be ſeen: —— you 
now your Leſſon, Child. | (Exit. 
Chr. I warrant you. 


G Enter Lord Dartmouth. | 
l Lord. Pretty Miſtreſs Chriftian, how glad am I to 
i; meet you thus alone! | 


Chr. O the Father ! what will become of me now ? 
Lord. No harm I warrant you, but why are you ſo afraid? 

Chr. A poor weak innocent Creature as I am, Heav'n 
ff tus Mercy, how I quake and tremble! I have not yet 
Wclaw'd off your laſt ill Uſage, and now I feel my old Fit 
gcome again, my Ears tingle already, and my Back ſhuts 
and opens ; ay, juſt ſo it began before. 
Lord. Nay, my ſweet Miſtreſs, be not ſo unjuſt to ſuſ- 
t any new Attempt ; I am too 1 mn for my laſt 
Fault, ſo ſoon to ſin again. I hope you did not 
tell it to your Aunt. 

Chr. The more Fool I, I did not. | 
. Lord. You never ſhall repent your Goodneſs to me; 
but may not I preſume there was ſome little Kindneſs in 
it, which mov'd you to conceal my Crime? 

Chr. —— I would not have my Aunt angry 
with you, for all this earthly Good ; but yet I'll never 
be alone with you again. 


— 


Lord. 
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Lord. Pretty Innocence! let me fit nearer to yoy 
You do not underſtand what Love I bear you. I voy; 
is ſo My Soul's not ſully'd with one Spott 
Sin : Were you a Siſter, or a Daughter to me, with 
more holy Flame I could net burn. 

Chr. Nay, now you ſpeak high Words — I en 
not underſtand you. 

Lord. The Buſineſs of my Life ſhall be but how 6 
make your Fortune, and my Care and Study to adyanz 
and fee you ſettled in the World. 

Chr. I humbly thank your Lordſhip. 

Lord. Thus 1 would ſacrifice my Life and Fortune 
and in return you cruelly deſtroy me. 

Chr. I never meant you any harm, not I. 

Lord. Then what does this white Enemy ſo near me 
[Touching her Hand glg d.] Sure tis your Champia, 
and you arm it thus to bid defiance to me. 

Chr. Nay, fie my Lord, in faith you are to blame, 

| [ Pulling her Hand au 

Lord. But I am for fair Wars, an Enemy muſt firſ he 
ſearch'd for privy Armour ere we do ingage. 

[ Pulls at her Glow, 

Chr. What does your Lordſhip mean ? 

Lord. I fear you bear ſome Spells and Charms about 
you, and, Madam, that's againſt the Law of Arms. 

Chr. My Aunt charg'd me not to pull off my Glow 
for fear of Sun-burning my Hand. ; 

Lord. She did well to hg it from your Eyes, but! 
will thus preſerve 2M [ Hugging her bare Hand. 

Chr. Why do you cruſh it ſo ? nay, now you hurt me, 
nay —— if you ſqueeze it ne'er ſo hard there's no- 
thing to come out on't he is this loving ons 
What makes you take your Breath fo ſhort ? 

Lord. The Devil take me if I can anſwer hera Word, 
all my Senſes are quite imploy'd another way. 

Chr. Ne'er ſtir, my Lord, I muſt cry out | 

Lord. Then I muſt ſtop your Mouth — this Ruby 
for a Kiſs —— that is but one Ruby for another. 

Chr. This is worſe and worſe. 

Lady within. Why Niece, where are you, Niece * a 
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Lord. Pox of her old mouldy Chops. 

Chr. Do you hear, my Aunt calls: fi ſhall be hang'd for 
ying with you — let me go, my Lord. [Gets from him. 

1 85 Enter Lady Dupe. 

L. Dupe. My Lord, Heav'n bleſs me, what makes 
ur Lordſhip here ? 

Lord. I was juſt wiſhing for you, Madam; your 
jece and I have been ſo laughing at the blunt Hu- 


our of your Country-Gentleman I muſt go 
an Hour with him. [Exit Lord. 
Chr. You made a little too much haſte; I was juſt 


changing a Kiſs for a Ruby. | 
L. Duyge. No harm done; it will make him come on 
faſter: Never full-gorge an Hawk you mean to fly : 
next will be a Neck-lace of Pearl, I warrant you. 
Chr. But what muſt I do next ? 

EL. Dupe. Tell him I grew ſuſpicious, and examin'd 
u whether he made not Love; which you deny'd. 
ten tell him how my Maids and Daughters watch you; 
chat you tremble when you ſee his Lordſhip. 

Chr. And that your Daughters are ſo envious, that they 
uld raiſe a falſe Report to ruin me. | 
L. Dupe. Therefore you defire his Lordſhip, as he 
yes you, of which you are confident, hence- forward 
forbear his Viſits to you. | 
Chr. But how, if he ſhould take me at my Word? 
L. Dupe. Why, if the worſt come to the worſt, he 
pves you an honeſt Woman, and there's an end on't: 
t fear not that, hold out his Meſſages, and then he'll 
ite, and that is it, my Bird, which you muſt drive it 
Then all his Letters will be ſuch Ecſtafies, ſuch 
ows and Promiſes, which you muſt anſwer ſhort and 
ply, yet ſtill ply out of em your Advantages. | 
Chr. But, Madam! he's i'th' Houſe, he will not 
ite. 

L. Dupe. You Fool he'll write from the next 
hamber to you. And rather than fail, ſend his Page 
oft with it upon a Hobby-horſe: — Then grant a 
leeting, but tell me of it, and I'll prevent him by my 
ang there; he'll curſe me, but I care not. When yo 
are 
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are alone, he'll urge his Luſt, which anſwer you yi 
Scorn and Anger. 
Chr. As thus, an't pleaſe you, Madam. What? D 
he think I will be damn'd for him? Defame my | 
mily, ruin my Name, to ſatisſie his Pleaſure ? 
L. Dupe. Then he will be prophane in's Argumen 
urge Nature's Laws to you. | 
' _ Chr. By'r Lady, and thoſe are ſhrewd Argument 
but I am reſolv'd I'Il ſtop my Ears. 
L. Dupe. Then when he ſees no other thing 
move you, he'll! ſign a Portion to you beforehand : Tal 
hold of that, and then of what you will. 1 
Enter Sir John, Mrs. Milliſent, and Role. 
Sir Jobn. Now, fair Mrs. Milliſent, you ſee yi 
Chamber, your Father will be buſie a few Minutes, al 
in the mean time permits me the Happineſs to wait 
ou. 
: Mill. Methinks you might have choſe us better Lok 
ings, this Houſe is full; the other we ſaw firſt, w 
more convenient. — 1 11 
Sir John. For you perhaps, not me: Yn 
might hav met a Lover — but I a Rival. * 
ill. What Rival? | 
Sir Tabu. You know Sir Martin, I need not name | 
to you. | | 
Mill. I know more Men beſides him. : 
| 


Sir Fohrn. But you love none beſides him: Can yu 
deny your Affection to him? 

Mill. You have vex'd me ſo, I will not ſatisſie you. 

Sir Fohn. Then I perceive I am not likely to bei 
much oblig'd to you, as I was to him. p 

Mill. This is Romance, —— Þ'll not believe a v 
on't.— - 

Sir Fohn. That's as you pleaſe : However tis belier i 
his Wit will not much credit your Choice. Madam, WF 
juſtice to us both ; pay his Ingratitude and Folly wit 
your Scorn; my Service with your Love. By this tim 

our Father ſtays for me: I ſhall be diſcreet enough u 
— this Fault of yours from him; the Lawyers wat 
for us to draw your Jointure : 9 


F 
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lon for my Abſence, but that my Crime is puniſh'd 
it ſelf. i Exit. 
Mill. Could I ſuſpect this Uſage from a favour d Ser- 
[ 


Reſe. Firſt hear Sir Maytin, ere you quite condemn 

n; conſider tis a Rival who accus'd him. 

Mill. S not a word in his behalf: — Methought 

>, Sir John call'd him Fool. | 

Riſe. Indeed he has a rare way of acting a Fool, and 

es it ſo naturally, it can be ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd. 

Mill. Nay he has Wit enough, that's certain. 

Roſe. How blind Love is ! 

Enter Warner. 

Mill. How now, what's his Buſineſs ? I wonder after 

1a Crime, if his Maſter has the face to ſend him to me. 

Roſe. How durſt you venture hither? If either Sir 

an or my old Maſter ſee you ——— 

Warn. Piſh ! they are both gone out. 

Roſe. They went but to the next Street; ten to one 

it they-return and catch you here. | . 
before, and fave 


carr Twenty to one I am gone 
m a labour. — 
Mill. What ſays that Fellow to you? What Buſineſs 
In he have here ? | 
Warn. Lord, that your Ladyſhip ſhould ask that 
veſtion, knowing whom TI ſerve ! 
Mill. I'll hear nothing from your Maſter. 
Warn. Never breathe, but this Anger becomes 
dyſhip moſt admirably ; but though you'll hear nothing 
om him, I hope I may ſpeak a word or two to you 
om my ſelf, Madam. 
Roſe. Twas a fweet Prank your Maſter play'd'us : A 
dy's well helpt up that truſts her Honour in ſuch a 
erſon's Hands: To tell all ſo, —— and to his Rival 
0. Excuſe him if thou canſt. DLAlde. 
1 the Devil _ I excuſe him? Thou 
ow'ſt he is the greateſt Fop in Nature 

; i [ {fide to Roſe. 
Roe. But my Lady does not know it; H ſhe did — 
Mill, I'll have no whiſpering. 

Warr. 
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Warn. Alas, Madam, I have not the Confideng 
ſpeak out, unleſs you can take Mercy on me. 

Mill. For what ? 

Warn. For telling Sir Fohn you lov'd my May 
Madam. But ſure little thought he was his Rival. 

Roje. The witty Rogue has taken't on himſelf. [ 44 

Milt. Your Maſter then is innocent ? | 

Warn. Why, could your Ladyſhip ſuſpe& him guil 
Pray tell me, do you think him ungrateful, or a Fol! 

Mill. I think him neither. 

Warn. Take it from me, you ſee not the Depth 
him. But when he knows what Thoughts you bark 
of him, as I am faithful, and muſt tell him —— I yi 
be does not take pet, and leave you. 

. Mill. Thou art not mad, I hope, to tell him on't; 
thou doſt, I'll be ſworn I'll forſwear it to him. 

Warn. Upon Condition then you'll pardon: me, 
ſee what I can do to hold my Tongue. 

Mill. This Evening in St. Fames's Park T'll me 
Warn. He ſhall not fail you, Madam. | 
Roſe. Some Body knocks — Oh, Madam, what ſid 
we do! *tis Sir John, I hear his Voice. 

Warn. What will become of me? 

Mill. Step quickly behind that Door. [ Warner goes at 

| Jo them Sir. John. | 

Mill. You've made a quick diſpatch, Sir. 
Sir Fohn. We have done nothing, Madam, our Ma 
of Law was not within ——= but I muſt look ſome Wi 
tings. 

i]. Where are they laid? 

Sir John. In the Portmanteau in the Prawing- Ron 


UL going to the Du 

_ Mill. Pray ſtay a little, Sir — 

Warn. [At the Door. ] He muſt paſs juſt by me ; way | 
if he ſees me, I am but a dead Man. 

Sir Fohn. Why are you thus concerr'd ? why dot 
hold me? 

Mill. Only a Word or two I have to tell you. TB 
Importance to you | 

Sir John. Give me leave | Wi 
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Mill. I muſt not, before I diſcover the Plot to you.” 
Sir John. What Plot? . 

Mill Sir Martin's Servant, like a Rogue, comes hither 
tempt me, from his Maſter, to have met him. 
Warn. [ At the Door. ] Now would I had a good Bag of 
an-powder at my Breech, to ram me into ſome Hole. 
Mill. For my part I was fa ſtartled at the Meflage, 
at I ſhall ſcarcely be my ſelf theſe two Days. 


im to come upon ſuch Errands. 

Warn. Oh for a gentle Compoſition now ! an Arm or 
Sir John. What Anſwer did you make the Villain? 
Mil}. I over-reach'd him clearly, by a Promiſe of an 
lppoinment of a Place I nam'd, where I ne'er meant 
come: But would have had the Pleaſure firſt to tell 
pu how I ſerv'd him. 3 | 
Sir John. And then to chide your mean Suſpicien of 
e, indeed I wonder'd you ſhould love a Fool. But 
there did you appoint to meet him? 

Mill. I - mo * 17 8 

Warn. By this Light, ſhe put n 

im! O ſweet Wanna kin. how I love thee * wm 
ay'nly Gift of Lying! | 
Sir John, For — 9 I will be his Miſtreſs; he 
all meet another Penelope than he ſuſpects. 

Mall. But ſtay not long away. 

Sir John. You over- joy me, Madam. | [ Exit. 
Warn. [ Entring.) Is he gone, Madam? 

Mill. As far as Grays-Inn Walks: Now I have time 
walk the other way, and ſee thy Maſter. 

Warn. Rather let him come hither : I have laid a 
* Rival far enough from watching him 


ng. 

Mz. Art thou in earneſt ? 

Warn. *Tis fo deſign'd, Fate cannot hinder it. Our 
andlord where we lie, vex'd that his Lodgings ſhould 
fo left by Sir Jobn, is refoly'd to be reveng'd, and 1 
ve found the way. You'll fee th' effect on't preſently. 

Roſe. O Heav'ns ! the Door opens again, and Sir John 
 return'd once more, nter 


” 


Sir John. Oh that I had the Raſcal! I would teach 
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Enter Sir John. 
Sir Fohn. Half my Buſineſs was you did; 
01 "Whats nab 


tell me when you were to meet him. 
this Raſcal here? | 

Warn. Tis well you're come, Sir, elſe I muſt h 
left untold a Meſlage I have for you. 

Sir Tabs. Well, what's your Buſineſs, Sirrah ? 

Warn. We muſt be private firſt ; "tis only for | 


Ear. 

_ I ſhall admire his Wit, if in this plunge he 6 

t 
2 I came hither, Sir, by my Maſter's Order, 

Sir Fohn. I'll reward you for it, Sirrah, immediate 

Warn. When you — I ſhall deſerve it, Sir 
came to ſound the Virtue of your Miſtreſs; which] 
have done ſo cunningly, I have at laſt obtain'd the! 
miſe of a Meeting. But my good Maſter, whom 1 m 
confeſs more generous than _ kno — had 
Paſſion for her, is reſolv'd to qui 
may ſee 979 font me in priv 
adviſe you ſtill to have an Eye qo her Actions. 

Sir Fohn. Take this Diamond for thy good New 
and give thy Maſter my Acknowledgments 

Warn. Thus the Werld goes, my Matters, he th 
will cozen you, CP gets your Good will i 
the Bargain. F7 

Sir ” pro Madam, I am now fatisfy'd of all fidaj 
firſt of your Truth, then of Sir Martin's Friendſhip. 
ſhort, I find you- two chan euch other, boch 402 
true to me. 

Mill. Warner is off as I would wiſh, and t 
Enight over-reach 

Baue, i them th Landlord diſgui: d li ho a Carrie: 

Roſe. How now! what ant. this Carrier have ? 

Warn. This is our Landlord whom I told you of; bi 
keep 3 Countenance. Alt tom 

J was looking here- away for one Sir 75 

— — they told me 1 of him i 
dus Houſe. | 
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Sir John. Friend, I am the Man; What have you to 
Gy to me?; 
| Land, Nay, my Lam not ſo good a Schollard 

Wo ay much, but I have a Letter for you in my Pouch: 
here's plaguy News in it, I can tell you that. 
Sir Fohn. From whom 1s your Letter ? 
Land. From your old Uncle Anthony. 
Sir Jobr. Give me your Letter quickly. 
Land. Nay, ſoft and fair goes far. Hold 
you, hold you. It is not in this Pocket. 
Sir John. Search in the other then; I ſtand on Thorns. 
Land. I think I feel it now, this ſhould be who. 
Sir John. Pluck it out then. 
Land. T'll pluck out my Spectacles and ſee firſt. [ Reads. ] 
o Mr. Paul Grimbard —— Apprentice to No, 
that's not for you, Sir, —— that's for the Son of the 
Brother of the Nephew of the Couſin of my Goſſip 
Dobſon. | 
80 Jobn. Pr'ythee diſpatch ; do'ſt thou not know the 
Contents on't ? 
Land. Ves, as well as I do my Pater Nofter. 
Sir John. Well, what's the Buſineſs on't ? 
Land. Nay, no great Buſineſs ; tis but only that your 
Worſhip's Father's dead. 
Sir Fobn. My Loſs is beyond Expreflion ! how dy'd he? 
Land. He went to Bed as well to ſee to as any Man in 
England, and when he awaken'd the next Morning —— 
Sir Fohn. What then? 
Land. He found himſelf ftark dead. 
Sir Fohn. Well, I muſt of neceſſity take orders for my 
Father's Funeral, and my Eſtate; Heav'n knows with 
what 7 — J leave you, Madam. | 

Mill. But are you in ſuch haſte, Sir? I ſee you take all 
occaſions to be from me. 
Sir Jobn. Dear Madam, fay not ſo; a few Days will, 
1 hope, return me to you. 

To them Sir Martin. 

Noble Sir Martin, the welcomeſt Man alive! let me 
embrace my Friend. 


Vo I. II. F Roſe. 
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Roje. How untowardly he returns the Salute ! Varna 
will be found out. [ Aſide, 

Sir John. Well Friend! you have oblig'd me to you 
eternally. | | 

Sir Mart. How have I oblig'd you, Sir? I would have 
you to know I ſcorn your Words; and I would I were 
hang'd, if it be not the fartheſt off my Thoughts. 

Mill. O cunning Youth, he acts the Fool moſt naturally, 
Were we alone, how would we laugh together! ¶ Id. 
Sir John. This is a double Generoſity, to do me F 
vours, and conceal em from me; but honeſt Warner hex 

has told me all. 

Sir Mart. What has the Raſcal told you ? 

Sir John. Your Plot to try my Miſtreſs for me — 
you underſtand me, concerning your Appointment. 

Warn. Sir, I deſire to ſpeak in private with you. 

Sir Mart. This impertinent Raſcal, when I am moſt 
buſy, I am ever troubled with him. 

Warn. But it concerns you I ſhould ſpeak with you, 

Sir. | | 

Sir Mart. That's a good one i'faith, thou knoy'ſt 
Breeding well, that I ſhould whiſper with a Serving-man 
before Company. 

Warn. Remember, Sir, laſt time it had been better 

Sir Mart. Peace, or I'll make you feel my double Fiſts; 
if I don't fright him, the ſawcy Rogue will call me Fool 
before the Company. 

Mill. That was acted moſt naturally again. [Ali. 

Sir John. [To him] But what needs this diſſembling, 
ſnce you are reſolv'd to quit my Miſtreſs to me ? 

Sir Mart. J quit my Miſtreſs! that's a good one i faith. 

Mill. Tell him you have forſaken me. Aldi. 

Sir Mart. I underſtand you, Madam, you would fave 
a Quarrel; but i' faith I'm not fo baſe : I'll ſee him hang'd 
urſt. 

'arn. Madam, my Maſter is convinc'd, in Prudence 
he ſhould fay ſo: But Love o'ermaiters him; when you 
are gore 22 he may. 

Mill. I'll go then: Gentlemen, your Servant; I fe 
my Preſence brings conſtraint to the Company. 

[Excurt Mill. and Role. 
| Sir Joon. 
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Sir Fohn. I'm glad ſhe's gone; now we may talk more 
freely; for if you have not quitted her, you muſt. 
arn. Pray, Sir, remember your ſelf; did not you 


you had left Miſtreſs Milliſent? 

Sir Mart. Why, what an impudent lying Rogue art thou! 

Sir Tabu. How's this! has Warner cheated me? 

IVarn. Do not — 2 it in the leaſt: Vou know, Sir, it 
as not generous before a Lady, to ſay he quitted her. 

Sir John. O! was that it? 

Warn. That was all: Say Yes, good Sir 7ob —— 
pr I'll ſwinge you! [ Afede. 
Sir Mart. Yes, good Sir John. 

Warn. That's well, once in his Life he has heard good 

Counſel. 

Sir Mart. Heigh, heigh, what makes my Landlord here ? 

She has put on a Fool's Coat, I think, to make us laugh. 
Warn. The Devil's in him, he's at it again; his Folly's 

ike a Sore in a ſurfeited Horſe ; cure it in one Place, and 

it breaks out in another. 


you here ? * 

Sir Fohn. Are you acquainted with this honeſt Man? 
Land. Take hee dwhat you ſay, Sir. [To Sir Mart. ſoftly. 
Sir Mart. Take heed what you ſay, Sir! why? who 


Tlodge in his Houſe, Sir nay, never think to ter- 
rify me, Sir; tis my Landlord here in Charles-Areet, Sir. 
. Land. Now I expect to be paid for the News I brought 
Im. 
Sir John. Sirrah, did not you tell me that my Father --- 
Land. Is in very good Health, for ought I know, Sir; 
beſcech you to trouble your ſelfno farther concerning him. 
Sir Jahn. Who ſet you on to tell this Lye ? 

Sir Mart. Ay, who ſet you on, Sirrah? This was a 
Rogue that would cozen us both; he thought I did not 
now him: Down on your Marrowbones, and confeſs 
the Truth: Have you no Tongue, you Raſcal ? 

Sir John. Sure tis ſome ſilenc'd Miniſter ; He grows 
lo fat he cannot ſpeak. 
F 2 Land. 
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ſend me ofa Meſſage to Sir John, that for his Friendſhip - 


Sir Mart. Honeſt Landlord i'faith, and what makes 


ſhould I be afraid of? of you, Sir? I fay, Sir, I Know him, 
Sir; and I have reaſon to know him, Sir; for I am ſure 
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Land. Why, Sir, if you would know, *twas for your 
fake I did it. 

Warn. For my Maſter's ſake! why, you impudent 

Varlet, do you think to ſcape us with a Lye? 
Sir John. How was it for his ſake ? 

Warn. *Twas for his own, Sir; he heard you were th 
occaſion the Lady lodg'd not at his Houſe, and ſo he invent. 
ed this Lye ; partly to revenge himſelf of you; and partly, 
believe, in hope to get her once again when you were gone, 

Sir Fohn. Fetch me a Cudgel pr'ythee. 

Land. O good Sir! if you beat me I ſhall run into Oi] 
immediately. 

Warn. Hang him Rogue; he's below your Anger: II 
maul him for you ——— the Rogue's ſo big, I think 
twill ask two Days to beat him all over. Beats bin. 

Land. O Rogue, O Villain Warner! bid him hold 
and Pl! confeſs, Sir. 

Warn. Get you gone without replying : Muſt ſuch a 
you be prating ? | [ Beats him out. 

Enter Roſe. | 

Roſe. Sir, Dinner waits you on the Table. 

Sir Jobn. Friend, will you go along, and take partd 
a bad Repaſt ? x 

Sir Mart. Thank you ; but I am juſt riſen from Table, 

Warn. Now he might fit with his Miſtreſs, and hs 
not the Wit to find it out. 

Sir John. You ſhall be very welcome. 

Sir Mart. I have no Stomach, Sir. 

Warn. Get you in with a Vengeance: You have a bet 
ter Stomach than you think you have. Puſpes him. 

Sir Mart. This hungry Diego Rogue would ſhame me; 
he thinks a Gentleman can eat like a Serving-man. 

Sir John. If you will not, adieu, dear Sir; in any thing 


.command me. [ Extt 
Sir Mart. Now we are alone; han't I carry'd Matter 
bravely, Sirrah ? 


Warn. O yes, yes, you deſerve Sugar-plums ; firſt for 
your quarrelling with Sir John; then for diſcovering your 
Landlord, and laſtly for refuſing to dine with your M. 


ſtreſs. All this 1s fincethe laſt Reckoning was wip'd out. 
| | Sir Mat 
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Sir Mart. Then why did my Landlord diſguiſe himſelf, 
to make a Fool of us ? 

Iarn. You have ſo little Brains, that a Penn'orth. of 
Butter melted under em, would ſet em afloat: He par 
on that Diſguiſe, to rid you of your Rival. | 

Sir Mart. Why was not I worthy to keep your Coun- 
ſel then ? 

Warn. It had been much at one: Vou would but have 
drunk the Secret down, and piſs'd it out to the next Com-- 


ny. | 
785 Mart. Well, I find Jam a miſerable Man: I have 
loſt my Miſtreſs, and — thank my ſelf for't. 

Warn. You'll not confeſs you are a Fool, I warrant. 

Sir Mart. Well I am a Fool, if that will ſatisfy you: 
But what am I the nearer for being ona? _.. 

Warn. O yes, much the nearer; for now Fortune's 


bound to provide for you ; as Hoſpitals are built for lame 


People, becauſe they cannot help themſelves. Well; I 
have a Project in my Pate. 

Sir Mart. Dear Rogue, what is't ? 

Warn. Excuſe me for that: But while tis ſet a work- 
ing, you would do well to ſcrue your ſelf into her Father's 

Opinion. 

Sir Mart. If you will not tell me, my Mind gives me I- 
ſhall diſcover it again. 

Warn. I'Il lay it as far out of your reach as I can poſ- 


hbly. 
For Secrets are edg'd Tools, 
And muſt be kept from Chiliren and from Fools, [Exe;. 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


Enter Roſe * Warner m-eting. 


| Ree. V O Worthip's moſt happily encounter'd. 
Warn. Your Ladyſhip's moft fortunately me: 

Rofe. I was going to your Lodging. 

Warn. My Buſineſs was to yours. 

Roſe. I have ſomething to ſay to you that — 

Warn. I have that to tell you 

Roſe. Underſtand then 
Warn. If you'll hear me 

Reſe. I believe that 

Warn. I am of Opinion, that —— 

Roſe. Pr ythee hold thy Peace a little, till I have d 

Warn. Cry you Mercy, Miſtreſs Ro/e, I'll not diſput 
your ancient Privileges of talking. 

Roſe. My Miſtreſs, knowing Sir John was to | 
abroad upon Buſineſs this Afternoon, has aſked leave 
ſee a Play: and Sir Jobn has ſo great a Confidence 
_=_ Maſter, that he will truſt no Body with her, bt 

m. 

Warn. If my Maſter gets her out, I warrant bs 
he ſhall ſhow her a better Play than any is at eitherd 
the Houles here they are: I'Il run and prepare hin 
to wait upon her, [ Extt 

Enter old Moody, Mrs. Milliſent, and Lady Dupe. 

Mill. My Hood and Scarfs there, quickly. 

L. Dupe. Send to call a Coach there. 

Mood. But what kind of Man is this Sir Mari 
with whom you are to go? 

L. Dupe. A plain down-right Country Gentleman, 
aſſure you. * 

Fl 


. 


* 
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Mond. I like him much the better fort. For I hate 
one of thoſe you call a Man © th' Town, one of thoſe 
empty Fellows of meer Out-ſide : They've nothing of 
the true old Engli Manlineſls. 

Roſe. I s, Sir, a Woman's ina bad Condition, that 
has nothing to truſt to, but a Peruke above, and a well- 
trim'd Shoe below. 

To them Sir Martin. 

Mill. This, Sir, is Sir Fohr's Friend, he is for your 
Humour, Sir, he is no Man o' th' Town, but bred up 
in the old Ekzabeth Way of Plainneſs. 

Sir Mart. Ay, Madam, your Ladyſhip may ſay your 
Pleaſure of me. Ca : 

To them Warner. 

Warn. How the Devil got he here before me ! * I'is 
yery unlucky I could not ſee him firſt 

Sir Mart. But, as for Painting, Muſick, Poetry, and 
the like, I'll ſay this of my felt —— 

Warn. I'll ſay that for — my Maſter underſtands 
nene of em, I aſſure you, Sir. 

Sir Mart. Vou impudent Raical, hold your Tongue: I 
muſt rid my Hands of this Fellow; the Rogue is ever 
diſcreditmg me before Company. | 

Meed. Never trouble your ſelf about it, Sir, for I 
like a Man that 

Sir Mart. I know you do, Sir, and therefore I hope 
you'll think never the worſe of me for his prating : For, 
though I do not boaſt of my own good Parts 

Warn. He has none to haaſt af, upon my Faith, Sir. 

Sir Marr. Give him not the Hearing, Sir; for, if I 
may believe my Friends, they have flatter'd me with 
an Opinion of more —— 

Warn. Of more than their Flattery can make good, 
Sir; tis true he tells you, they have flatter'd 
him; but, in my Conſcience, he is the moſt downright 
ſimple· natur d Creature in the World. 

Sir Mart. I ſhall conſider you hereafter, Sirrah ; but 
I am ſure in all Companies I paſs for a Vertuoſo. 

Mood. Vertuoſo What's that too? is not Yertue enough 
without O /? 


F 4 | Sir 
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Fine, for I'll hear no more on't. 
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Sir Mart. You have Reaſon, Sir! 

Mood. There he is again too; the Town Phraſe,, 
great Compliment I wils ; you have Reaſon, Sir; thy | 
is, you are no Beaſt, Sir. | | 

Warn. A Word in private, Sir; you miſtake thi 
old Man; he loves neither Painting, Muſick, nor Pa. 
try; yet recover your ſelf, if you have any Brains. 

| | [ Afide to bin, , 

Sir Mart. Say you ſo? I'll bring all about again | 

warrant you beg your Pardon a thouſand time, 
Sir; I vow to gad I am not Maſter of any of thai 
Perfections; for, in fine, Sir, I am wholly ignorant d 
Painting, Muſick, and Poetry; only ſome rude E. 
ſcapes but, in fine, they are ſuch, that, in fim, 


Warn. This is worſe than all the reſt. LA. t 
Mood. By Coxbones, one Word more of all du! 
Gibberiſh, and old Madge ſhall fly about your Ean: 
What is this in fine he keeps ſuch a Coil with too? c 
Mill. Tis a Phraſe a- la- mode, Sir, and is us'd in 
Converſation now, as a Whiff of Tobacco iwas former I 
ly in the midſt of a Diſcourſe for a thinking While. 
4 Dupe. In plain Engi/o, in fine, is, In the end, WY! 
Mood. But by Coxbones there is no end on't mb 
thinks : If thou wilt have a fooliſh Word to lard thy 
lean Diſcourſe with, take an Eagihß one when tho 
ſpeakeſt Eng! as, So Sir, And then Sir, And fo forth 
*tis a more manly kind of Nonſenſe: And a Pox of is 


— — 


Warn. He's gravell'd, and I muſt help him out, 


te 
4. 
Madam, there's a Coach at Door to carry you to the 1 
Play. 
Sir Mart. Which Houſc do you mean to go to? 
Mill. The Duke's, I think. ye 


Sir Mart. It is a damn'd Play, and has nothing int 
Mill. Then let us to the King's. 
dir Mart. That's e en as bad. 


Fan. 
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Warn. This is paſt enduring. [ 4fide.) There was an 
ill Play ſet up, Sir, on the Poſts ; but I can aſſure you 
the Bills are alter'd fince you ſaw em, and now there 
are two admirable Comedies at both Houſes. 

Mood. But my Daughter loves ſerious Plays. 

Warn. They are Tragi-Comedies, Sir, for both. 

Sir Mart. I have heard her ſay, ſhe loves none but 
Tragedies. | 

Mood. Where have you heard her fay ſo, Sir? 

Warn. Sir, you forget your ſelf, you never ſaw her 
in your Life before. 

Sir Mart. What, not at Canterbury, in the Cathedral 
Church there? This is the impudenteſt Raſcal 

Warn. Mum, Sir | 

Sir Mart. Ah Lord, what have I done! As I hope 
to be ſav'd, Sir, it was before I was aware; for if ever 
I ſet Eyes on her before this Day I wiſh 

Mood. This Fellow is not ſo much Fool, as he makes 
one believe he is. 

Mill. I thought he would be diſcover'd for a Wit: 
This *tis to over- act one's Part! LAlide. 

Mood. Come away Daughter, I will not truſt you in 
his Hands; there's more in't than I imagin'd. 

[Exeunt Moody, Mill. Lady Dupe, and Roſe. - 

Sir Mart. Why do you frown upon me fo, when you 
know your Looks go to the Heart of me ? what have 
I done beſides a little /ap/us Linguæ ? 

Warn. Why, who ſays you have done any thing ? 
You, a meer Innocent ! 

Sir Mart. As the Child that's to be born, in my In- 
tentions ; if I know how I have offended, my ſelf, any 
more than in one Word. 

Warn. But don't follow me however —— I have no- 
thing to ſay to you. 

Sir Mart. I'll follow you to the World's End, 'til! 
you forgive me. | 

Warr. I am reſalv'd to lead you a Dance then. 


: [ Exit running. 
Sir Mart. The Rogue has no Mercy in him, but I 
mull mollify him with. Money. Exit. 


F 5 
Ente: 


118 Sir MARTIN MaAR-ALL. 


Enter Lady Dupe. 
L. Dupe. Truly my little Couſin's the apteft Schola 
and takes out Love's Leſſons ſo exactly, that J joy u 
ſee it: She has got already the Bond of two thou 
Pound ſeal'd for her Portion, which I keep for her; | 
pretty good Beginning: Tis true, I believe he has en 
joy'd her, and ſo let him; Mark Anthony woo'd not x 
ſo dear a Price. 
Enter to her Chriſtian. 
Chr. O Madam, I fear I am breeding! 
L. Dupe. A taking Wench ! but tis no matter; hat 
you told any Body? 8 
Chr. I have been venturing upon your Foundation, 
a little to diſſemble. 8 
L. Dupe. That's a good Child, I hope it will thrin 
with thee, as it has with me: Heav'n has a Blefly 
in ſtore upon our Endeavours. " 
Chr. I feign'd my ſelf ſick, and kept my Bed; m 
Lord, he came to viſit me, and in the end I diſclos! 
it to him in the ſaddeſt Paſſion. | 
L. Dape. This frighten'd him, I hope, into a Study 
how to cloak your Diſgrace, left it ſhould have vent u 
his Lady. 
"Chr. Tis true; but all the while I ſubtly drove it, 
that he ſhould name you to me as the fitteſt Inſtrument 
of the Concealment ; but how to break it to you, 
ſtrangely does perplex him: He has been ſeeking ya 
All ofer the Houſe ; therefore I'll leave your Ladyſlup, 
for fear we ſhould be ſeen together. [ Ext 
L. Dupe. Now I muſt play my Part: 
Nature, in Women, teaches more than Art. 
| Enter Lord. 
Lord. Madam, I have a Secret to impart ; a ſad om 
too, and have no Friend to truſt but only you. 
L. Dupe. Your Lady or your Children ſick ? 
Lord. Not that I know. 
L. Dupe. You ſeem to be in Health. 
Lord. In Body, not in Mind. 
L. Dupe. Some ſcruple of Conſcience, I warrant ; my 
Chaplain ſhall reſolve you. 


Luk. 


Sir MARTIN MAR-ALL, 119 


Lord. Madam, my Soul's tormented. 

L. Dupe. O take heed of Deſpair, my Lord! 

Lord. Madam, there is no Medicine for this Sick- 
neſs, but only you; your Friendſhip's my fafe Haven, 
elſe I am loſt, and Ship-wrack'd. 

L. Dupe. Pray tell me what it is. 

Lord. Could I ezpreſs it by fad Sighs and Groans; 
or drown it with my ſelf in Seas of Tears, I ſhould be 
happy, would, and would not tell. 

L. Dupe. Command whatever I can ſerve you in, I 
will be faithful ftffl to all your Ends, provided they e 
juſt and virtuous, 

Lord. That Word has ſtopt me. | 

L. Dupe. Speak out, my Lord, and boldly tell what 
'tis, 

Lord. Then in Obedience to your Commands ; your 
Couſin is with Child. 

L. Dupe. Which Couſin ? 

Lord. Your Couſin Chriſtian, here i' th' Houſe. 

L. Dupe. Alas! then ſhe has ſtol'n a Marriage, and 
undone her ſelf : Some young Fellow, on my Conſcience, 
that's a Beggar; Youth will not be advis'd;. well, 11 
never meddle more with Girls; one is no more aſffur's 
of 'em, than Grooms of Mules, they'll ſtrike when leaſt 
one thinks on't : But pray your Lordſhip, what is her 


Choice then. for a Huſband ? 


Lord. She is not married that I know of, Madam. 

L. Dupe. Not married! *tis impoſſible, the Girl does 
ſure abuſe you. I know her Education has been ſuch, 
the Fleſh could not prevail; therefore ſhe does abuſe 


you, it muſt be ſo. 


Lord. Madam, not to abuſe you longer, ſhe is with 
Child, and I the unfortunate Man who did this mult 
unlucky Act. | 

L. Dupe. You! I'll never believe it. 

Lord. Madam, tis too true; believe it, and be fe- 
rious how to hide her Shame; I beg it here upon my 
Knees. 

L. Dupe. Oh, oh, oh ! [ $he faints away. 

Lord. Who's there? Who's there? Help, heip, he p“ 


e-. 


8 
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Enter two Women, Roſe and Penelope. 
1 Von. O merciful God, my Lady's gone! 
2 Vom. Whither? ” | 
1 Vom. To Heav'n, God knows to Heay'n ! 
Roſe. Rub her, rub her; fetch warm Cloaths ! 
2 Mom. I ſay, run to the Cabinet of Quinteſſence; 
Gilbert's Water! Gilbert's Water! 
1 Mom. Now all the good Folks of Heav'n lock 
down upon her. 
Mill. Set her in the Chair. 
Roſe. Open her Mouth with a Dagger or a Key; 
A . Where's the Spoon ? \ 
2 Wom. She ſtirs! ſhe revives! merciful te us all! 
what a thing was this ? ſpeak, Lady, ſpeak ! 
L. Dupe. So, ſo, ſo! | | 
Mill. Alas ! my Lord, how came this Fit ? 
Lord. With Sorrow, Madam. 
L. Dupe. Now I am better: Beſs, you have not ſeen 
me thus ? | 
1 Vom. Heav'n forefend that I ſhould live to ſee you 
ſo again. | 
L. Dupe. Go, go, I'm pretty well; withdraw inte 
the next Room ; but be near, I pray, for fear of the 
worlt, [ They go out.] My Lord, fit down near me 1 
pray, I'll ſtrive to ſpeak a few Words to you, and 
then to Bed : nearer, my Voice is faint My 
Lord, Heav'n knows how I have ever lov'd you; and, 
1s this my Reward ? Had you none to abuſe but me in 
that unfortunate fond Girl, that you know was dearer to 
me than my Life ? This was not Love to her, but an 
inveterate Malice to poor me. Oh, oh. — [ Faints again. 
Lord. Help, help, help! | 
All the Women again. 
1 Mom. This Fit will carry her: Alas, it is a Lechery! 
2 Vom. The Balſom, the Balſom ! 
1 Yom. No, no, the Chymiſtry Oyl of Roſemar/: 


Hold her up, and give her Air. 


Mill. Feel whether ſhe breathes, with your Hand be- 
Ref. 


fore her Mouth. 


7 
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Roſe. No, Madam, tis Key- cold. 
1 em. Look up, dear Madam, if you have any hope 
of Salvation f . 2 
2 Vom. Hold up your Finger, Madam, if you have 
any hope of Fraternity. O the bleſſed Saints that hear 
me not, take her Mortality to them. | 
L. Dupe. Enough, fo tis well withdraw, and 
let me reſt a while ; only my dear Lord remain. 
1 Wom. Pray your Lordſhip keep her from ſwebbing. 
[Exeunt Women. 
Lord. Here humbly once again, I beg your Pardon 


and your =_ f 

L. Dupe. Heav'n forgive you, and I do: Stand up, my 
Lord, and fit cloſe by me: O this naughty Girl! but 
Neid your Lordſhip win her ſoon ? 
lord. No, Madam, but with much Difficulty. 
L. Dupe. I'm glad on't ; it ſhew'd the Girl had ſome 
Religion in her, all my Precepts were not in vain : But 
yon Men are ſtrange Tempters ; good my Lord, where 
was this wicked Act then firſt committed? 
Lord. In an Out-Room upon a Trunk. 
L. Dupe. Poor Heart, what ſhift Love makes ! Oh, 
She does love you dearly, tho' to her Ruin! and then 
what Place, my Lord? 
Lord. An old waſte Room, with a decay'd Bed in't. 
L. Dupe. Out upon that dark Room for Deeds of Dark- 
fs ! and that rotten Bed! I wonder it did hold your Lord- 
Whip's Vigour : But you dealt gently with the Girl. Well, 
you ſhall ſee I love you: For I will manage this Buſi- 
jeſs to both your Advantages, by the Aſſiſtanee of Heav'n 
will ; — my Lord help, lead me out. [Exeunt. 

Enter Warner and Roſe. 

Riſe. A Miſchief upon all Fools! do you think your 
after has not done wiſely ? Firft to miſtake our old 
an's Humour, then to diſpraiſe the Plays; and laſtly, 
to diſcover his Acquaintance with my Miſtreſs : My old 
aſter has taken ſuch a Jealouſy of him, that he will 
fever admit him into his ſight again. 
Warn. Thou mak'ſt thy ſelf a ter Fool than he, 
by being angry at what he cannot help ] have been 
angry 
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angry with him too; but theſe Friends have taken up 
Quarrel. —  [$Shervs Gold] Look you, he has ſent thy 
Mediators to mitigate your Wrath: Here are twenty y 
em have made a long Voyage from Guinea to kiſs jc 
Hands: And when the Match is made, there are an hm. 
dred more in readineſs to be your humble Servants. 
Roſe. Rather than fall out with you, I'll take 'em ; hy 
J confeſs, it troubles me to ſee ſo loyal a Lover have d 
Heart of an Emperor, and yet ſcarce the Brains «f 
Cobler. | 
Warn. Well, what Device can we two beget betyi; 
us, to ſeparate Sir John Swallow and thy Miſtreſs? 
Rofe. I cannot on the ſudden tell; but I hate hy 
worſe than foul Weather without a Coach. | 
Warn. Then I'll ſee if my Project be luckier the 
thine. Where are the Papers concerning the Jointur 
have heard you ſpeak of ? 
Roſe. They lie within in three great Bags, ſome tuen 
Reams of Paper in each Bundle with fix Lines in a Shen 
But there is a little Paper where all the Buſineſs lies, 
Warn. Where is it? Canſt thou help me to it? 
Roſe. By good Chance he gave it to my Cuſtody bel 
he ſet out for London. You came in good time, ht 
it is, I was carrying it to him; juſt now he ſent for it. 
Harn. So, this iy will ſecure in my Pocket; when thu 
art ask'd for it, make two or three bad Faces, and i 
*twas left behind: By this means, he muſt of Necelly 
leave the Town, to ſee for it in Kent. 
Enter Sir John, Sir Martin, Mrs. Milliſent. 
Sir John. Tis no matter, though the old Man be(s 
ſpicious; I knew the Story all before-hand ; and ſince tha 
you have fully ſatisfy d me of your true Friendſhip tom 
Where are the Writings ? J Rot 
Roſe. Sir, I beg your Pardon; I thought 1 had pi 
em up amongſt my Lady's Things, and it ſeems inn 
haſte, I quite forgot em, and left em at Canterbury. 
Sir 2 This is horribly unlucky ! where do you thits 
you left em? N | 
Roſe. Upon the great Box in my Lady's Chambet 
they are ſafe enough I'm ſure. 
Sir 7k 


. 
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Sir Fohn. It muſt be ſo J muſt take Poſt im- 
mediately : Madam, for ſome few Days I muſt be ab- 
ſent; and to confirm you, Friend, how much I truſt 
you, 1 leave the deareſt Pledge I have on Earth, my 
Miſtreſs, to your Care. | 

Mill. If you lov'd me, you would not take all Oc- 
caſiens to leave me thus 

Warn. [ Aſide.] Do, go to Kent, and when you come 
again, here they are ready for you. [Shows the Paper. 

Sir Mart. What's that you have in your Hand there, 
Sirrah ? 

Warn. Pox, what ill Luck was this! what ſhall I fay ? 

Sir Mart. Sometimes you've Tongue enough, what, 
are you ſilent? 

Harn. Tis an Accompt, Sir, of what Money you 
have loſt ſince you came to Town. 

Sir Mart. I am very glad on't: Now I'll make you all 
ſee the Severity of my Fortune — give me the Paper. 

Warn. Heav'n ! what does he mean to do? It is not 
fair writ out, Sir. | 

Sir John. Beſides, I am in haſte, another time, Sir — 

Sir Mart. Pray, oblige me, Sir tis but one Mi- 
nute: All People love to be pity'd in their Misfortunes, 
and ſo do I : Will you produce it, Sirrah ? 

Warn. Dear Maiter | 

Sir Mart. Dear Raſcal! am I Maſter or you ? you 
Rogue ! 

Warn. Hold yet, Sir, and let me read it : 
cannot read my Hand. | 

Sir Mart. "This is ever his way to be diſparaging me 
—— but PII let you ſee, Sirrah, that I can read your 
Hand better than you your ſelf can. 

Warn. You'll repent it, there's a Trick in't, Sir — 

Sir Mart. Is there ſo, Sirrah ? but I'll bring you out of 
all your Tricks with a Vengeance to you [Reads] 
How now ! What's this? A true Particular of the Eſtate 


you 


e Sir Fohn Sxwalhaw, Knight, lying and fituate in, & c. 


Sir Jabn. This is the very Paper I had loſt : I'm very 
glad on't, [Takes the Paper. ]. it has ſav'd me a moſt un- 
welcome Journey —— but I will not thank you for the 

Cour- 
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Courteſy, which now I find you never did intend me- 
this is Confederacy, I ſmoke it now —— Come, Ny 
dam, let me wait on you to your Father. 
Mill. Well, of a witty Man, this was the fooliſneſt b 
that ever I beheld. ¶ Eæeunt Sir John, Milliſent, and Rot 
Sir Mart. I am a Fool, I muſt confeſs it, and I 23 
the moſt miſerable one without thy Help but ye; 
was ſuch a Miſtake as any Man might have made. 
Warn. No doubt on't. 
Sir Mart. Pr'ythee chide me ! this Indifference d 
thine wounds me to the Heart. 


Warn. I care not. 
Sir Mart. Wilt thou not help me for this once ? 


Warn. Sir, I kiſs your Hands, I have other Buſinel. 
Sir Mart. Dear Warner ! 


Warn. I am inflexible. 
Sir Mart. Then I am reſolv'd I'II kill my felf. 


Warn. You are Maſter of your own Body. 

Sir Mart. Will you let me damn my Soul ? 

Warn. At your Pleaſure, as the Devil and you cn 
agree about it. 

Sir Mart. D'ye ſee, the Point's ready? Will you d 
nothing to fave my Life ? 

Warn. Not in the leaft. 

Sir Mart. Farewel, hard-hearted Harne, 

Warn. Adieu, ſoft-headed Sir Martin. 

Sir Mart. Is it poſſible? 

Warn. Why don't you diſpatch, Sir? why all thet 
Preambles ? 

Sir Mart. I'll ſee thee hang'd firſt: I know thu 
wou'dſt have me kill'd, to get my Cloaths. | 

Warn. I knew it was but a Copy of your Counte- 
— People in this Age are not ſo apt to kill then. 

ves. 

Sir Mart. Here are yet ten Pieces in my Pocket, take 
*em, and let's be Friends. | 

Warn. You know the Eafineſs of my Nature, and that 
makes you work upon it ſo. Well, Sir — for this once 
J caſt an Eye of Pity on you — but I muſt have te 
more in Hand, before I can ſtir a Foot. 


Sir 
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Sir Mart. As I am a true Gameſter, I have loſt all 


e- 

r theſe — but if thou It lend me them, rag 

Pa bs I' rather tru Til till to-morrow ; 

Once more look 2 hope the beſt. 

Why ſhould your make your Love miſcarry, 

et i 0 lien £28 play the Fools and then they marry ? 
[Excunt, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 


| Enter Sir Martin Mar-all and Warner. 


Sir Mart. [BUT are they to be married this Day 
rivate, ſay you? 

Warn. Tis ſo concluded, Sir, I dare aſſure you, 

Sir Mart. But why ſo ſoon, and in private ? 

Warn. So ſoon, to prevent the Deſigns upon le 
and in private, to ſave the effuſion of Chriſtian Money, 

Sir Mart. It ſtrikes to my Heart already; in fins 
am a dead Man, — Warner. 

Warn. Well, go your ways, I'll try what may be da 
Look if he will ftir now; your Rival and the old My 
will ſee us together, we are juſt below the Window, 

Sir Mart. Thou can'ſt not do't. 

Warn. On the pou! of my twenty Pieces be it. 

Sir Mart. But I have found a way to help thee 
truſt to my Wit but once. 

Warn. Name your Wit, or think you have the la 
Grain of Wit once more, and I'll lay it down for em 

Sir Mart. You are a ſawcy maſterly Companion; 2 
ſo I leave you. [Ex 

Warn. Help, help, good People, Murther ! Murther 

Enter Sir John and Moody. 

Sir John and Mood. How now, what's the Matter 

Warn. I am abus'd, I am beaten, I am lam'd for en 

Mood. Who has us'd thee fo ? 

Warn. The Rogue my Maſter. | 

Sir John. What was the Offence ? 

Warn. A trifle, juſt nothing. 

Sir Fohn. That's very _—_ 

Warn. It was for telling him he loſt too much at Play 
I meant him nothing but well, Heav'n knows, and bf 
a curſed damn'd Humour would needs revenge his Lok 
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me: A' kick'd me, took away my Money, and 
And me off; but if I take it at his Hands 3 

Mood. By Cox-nowns, it was an ill: natur'd Part; nay, 
chought no better would come on't, when I heard him 
t his Vows to gads, and In fines. 

Warn. But if I live I'll cry Quittance with him: He 
had engag'd me to get Mrs. Milliſent your Daughter for 
bim: but if I do not all that ever I can to make her 
hate him, a great Booby, an over.grown Oaf, a con- 
ited Bartholomew ——— | 

Sir John. Pr'ythee leave off thy Choler, and hear me 
> little: I have had a great mind to thee a long time, if 
hou think'ſt my Service better than his, from this Mi- 
nute I entertain thee. 

Warn. With all my Heart, Sir, and ſo much the ra- 
ther, that I may ſpight him with it. This was the 
moſt propitious Fate — | 

Mood. Propitious l and Fate] what a damn'd Scander- 
bag Rogue art thou to talk at this rate! hark you, Sirrah, 
one Word more of this Gibberiſh, and I'll ſet you pack- 
ing from your new Service; I'll neither have Propitious 
jor Fate come within my Doors, ——— - 

Sir John. Nay, pray Father. 

Warn. Good old Sir be pacify'd, I was pouring out a 
tle of the Dregs that I had left in me of my er 
Service, and now they are gone, my Stomach's elear of 
'em 


— 


Sir John, This Fellow is come in an n 
for now, Sir, you and I may go to prepare the Licence, 
and in the mean time he may have an Eye upon your 
Daughter. . 

Warn. If you pleaſe I'll wait upon her till ſhe's ready, 
and then bring her to what Church you ſhall appoint. 

Mood. But, Friend, you'll find ſhe'll hang an Arſe, and 
be very loth to come along with you, and therefore I 
had beſt ſtay behind, and bring her my ſelf. _ 

Warn. I warrant you I have a Trick for that, Sir: 
She knows nothing of my being turn'd away; ſo I'll 
come to her as from Sir Martin, and under pretence of 
carrying her to him, conduct her to you, 

| | ir 
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Sir Fohn. My better Angel —— 
Moad. By th' Meſs twas well thought on; well 89 
go you before, I'll ſpeak but one Word for a Dif a 
two at Dinner, and follow you to the Licence-Ofig 
Sirrah — ſtay you here — till my return. | 
[Ex. Sir John and Moody 
Warn. ſalus. Was there ever ſuch a lucky Rogue a]! 
I had always a Opinion of my Wit, but could ws 
_— ſo much as now I find. I have og 
in'd an Opportunity to carry away Miſtreſs Mi/liſe, 
for my Matter to er hi Miſtreſs — 
to receive all his ineſs, where he could expect u 
thing but Miſery : After this Exploit I will have Li 
draw me in the Habit of a Heroe, with a Lawrel g 
* „and an Inſcription below it. Thi i 
Warner the Flower of Serwving-men. 
Enter enger. 
34 Pray do me the favour to help me to the Speed 
r. 5 | 


Warn. What's Bufineſs ? 
Meß. I have a to deliver to him. 
arn. Here he comes, you may deliver it your ff 


to him. 
Maß,. Sir, a Gentleman met me at the Corner of is 
next Street, and bid me give this into your own Hand 
Mood. Stay, Friend, till I have read it. 
Me. He told me, Sir, it requir'd no Anſwer. 
[Exit Mi 


Mood. reads. Sir, permit me, though a Stranger 10 f 
you Counſel ; ſome young Gallants haus had Intelligence, thd 
this Day you intend privately to marry your Daughter, ® 
rich Heireſi; and, in fins, above twenty of them hav! if 
perſed themſelves ta watch her going aut: Therefore pu | 
off, if you will avoid Miſchief, und be adviſed by 

Yaur unknown Servus 


Mood. By the Mackings I thought there was no geb 
in't, . — f 


- 
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11 warrant, that lie in wait for my Daughter, or elſe 
ey are no Exgliſbmen, but ſome of your French Outa- 
kn. Rogues 3 owe him Thanks however, this un- 
own Friend of mine, that told me on't. Warner, no 
Wedding to Day, Warner. ; 

Warn. Why, what's the Matter, Sir ? 

Med. I fay no more, but ſome wiſer than ſome, I'II 
xp my Daughter at home this Afternoon, and a Fig 


r all theſe Outalians. [Exit Moody. 
Varun. So, here's another Trick of Fortune as unexpect- 
or bad, as the other was for good. Nothing vexes 


ie, but that I had made my Game cock-ſure, and then 
o be back-gammon'd : It muſt needs be the Devil that 
it this Letter, he ow'd my Maſter a ſpite, and has 
zid him to the purpoſe: And here he comes as merry 
0, he little thinks what Misfortune has befal'n him, 
ud for my part I am aſham'd to tell him. 

Enter Sir Martin Jaughing. 

Sir Mart. Warner, ſuch a Jeſt, Warner. [ Laughs again. 
Warn. What a Murrain is the Matter, Sir? Where 
s this Jeſt that tickles you? 

Sir Mart. Let me laugh out my Laugh, and I'II tell 
hee. | (Lag again. 
Warn. I wiſh you may have cauſe for all this Mirth. 
dir Mart. Hereafter, Warner, be it known unto thee, I 
ul endure no more to be thy May-game : Thou ſhalt no 
pore dare to tell me, I ſpoil thy Projects, and diſcover 
by Deſigns ; for I have play'd ſuch a Prize, without thy 
elp, of my own Mother-wit, ('tis true I am hafty ſome- 


> 


= 


gu mes, and ſo do Harm; but when I have a Mind to ſhew 
tony ſelf, there's no Man in England, Rouge Ifay't, comes 
er me as to point of Imagination) PII make thee ac- 
# mowledge I have laid a Plot that has a Soul in't. 

d 


Warn. Pray, Sir, keep me no longer in Ignorance of 
us rare Invention. 
Sir Mart. Know then, Warner, that when ] left thee, 
was poſſeſs'd with a terrible Fear, that my Miſtreſs 
nould be married. Well, thought I to my ſelf, and 
nut ring up all the Forces of my Wit, I did produce 
Kel a Stratagem. 

Warn. 
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Warn. But what was it? 

Sir Mart. I feign'd a Letter as from an unknown Prien 
to Moody, wherein I gave him to underſtand, that if hy 
Daughter went out this Afternoon, ſhe would infalliblyb 
ſnapt by ſome young Fellows that lay in wait for her, 

Warn. Very . 

Sir Mart. "That which follows is yet better; for hel 
ſent aſſures me, that in that very nick of time my Letts 
came, her Father was juſt ſending her abroad with: 
very fooliſh raſcally Fellow that was with him. 

Warn. And did you perform all this a'god's Name: 
could you do this wonderſul Miracle without giving you 
Soul to the Devil for his Help ? 

Sir Mart. I tell thee Man J did it, and it was done h 
the Help of no Devil, but this F:miliar of my om 
Brain; how long would it have been ere thou couldf 
have thought of ſuch a Project? Martin ſaid to his May 
Who's the Fool now ? k 

Warn. Who's the Fool? why, who uſes to be the Fol! 
he that ever was ſince J knew him, and ever will be { 

Sir Mart. What a Pox! I think thou art grown e 
vious, not one Word in my Commendation ? 

Warn. Faith, Sir, my Skill is too little to praiſe yu 
as you deſerve ; but if you would have it according tony 
poor Ability, you are one that had a Knock in you 
Cradle, a conceited Lack-wit, a deſigning Afs, a hat: 
brain'd Fop, a confounded buſy-Brain, with an etens 
Wind-mill in it; this, in ſhort, Sir, is the Contents d 
your Panegyrick. 

Sir Mart. But what the Devil have I done, to ſet jn 
thus againft me ? | 

asu. Only this, Sir, I was the fooliſh raſcally Fe 
lo that was with Moody, and your Worſhip wask 
to whom Las to bring his Daughter. 

Sir Mart. But how could I know this? I am no Witch 

Warn. No, |'il be ſworn for you, you are no Conzuret 
Will you go, Sir? 

Sir Mart. Will you hear my Juſtifications ? 

Warn. Shall I fee the Back of you? ſpeak not a Wor 
in your Defence. \ [Shoves 2 
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dir Mart. This is the ſtrangeſt Luck now — [ZE xze. 
Varn. I'm reſolv'd this Devil of his ſhall ne ver weary 
I will overcome him, I will invent ſomething that 
| and good in ſpite of his Folly. Let me ſee—— 
Enter Lord. 
Lord. Here he is I muſt venture on him, for the 
\ranny of this old Lady is unſupportable; ſince I have 
de her my Confident, there paſſes not an Hour but ſhe 
ſes a pull at my PP ; I ſhallbe ruined if I do 
quit my ſelf of her ſuddenly : I find now, by {ed Ex- 
ence, that a Miſtreſs is much more chargeable than 
Vile, and after a little time too, grows full as dull 
. inſignificant.— Mr. Warner ! have you a mind to 
your ſelf a Courteſy, and me another? 
Varn. I think, my Lord, the Queſtion need not be much 
puted, for I have always had a great Service for your 
dſhip, and ſome little Kindneſs for my ſelf. 
Lord. What if you ſhould propoſe Miſtreſs Chriſtian 
a Wife to your Maſter ? You know he's never like 
compaſs t'other. 
arn. I cannot tell that, my Lord — 
rd. Five Hundred Pounds are yours at the Day of 
uriage. 
Warn. Five Hundred Pounds ! *tis true, the Temptation 
ery ſweet, and powerful; the Devil, I confeſs, has 
e his Part, and many a good Murder and Treaſon 
e deen committed at a cheaper rate; but yet — 
rd. What yet — 
Yarn. To confeſs the Truth, I am reſolv'd to beſtow 
Maſter upon that other Lady (as difficult as your 
{hip thinks it) for the Honour of my Wit is en- 
ga in it: Will it not be the ſame to your Lordſlip, 
re ſhe marry d to any other? 
Lend. The very ſame. 
Harn. Come, iy Lord, not to diſſemble with yo: ary 
ger, I know where it is that your Shoe wrings you : 
ave obſery'd ſomething in the Houle, betwixt ſom2 
ies that ſhall be nameleſs : And know that you have 
taking up Linnen at a much dearer rate, than you 
pit have had it at any Draper's in Town. 


Lora 
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Lord. I ſee I have not danc'd ina Net before yoy, 

Warn. As for that old Lady, whom Hell 
ſhe is the greateſt Jilt in Nature, Cheat is her ſtudy, i 
her Joy to cozen, ſhe loves nothing but her (elf, a 
draws all Lines to that corrupted Centre. 

Lord. I have found her out, though late: Firſt, jy 
undertake. I ne'er enjoy'd her Niece under the rate 
five hundred Pounds a time; never was Woman's Fly 
held up fo high: Every Night I find out for a 1 
Maiden-head, and ſhe has ſold * often as en 
Mother Temple, Bennet, or Gifford, have put off bai 
Capons for « Quails and — 2 

Warn. This is nothing to what Bills yow'll have wiz 
ſhe's brought to Bed, after her hard Bargain, as they d 
it; then cramm'd Capons, Pea-hens, Chickens in & 
greaſe, Pottages, and Fricacies, Wine from Salt 
and La-fronds, with New-River, clearer by Sixpag 
the Pound than ever God Almighty made it; ti 
Midwife — Dry Nurſe — Wet Nurſe — and all i 
reſt of their Accomplices, wi h Cradle, Baby-Clou, 
and Bearing-Cloths— Poſſet, Cawdels, Broth, [eli 
and Gravies ; and behind all theſe, Gliſters, Supp 
tors, and a barbarous Pothecary's Bill, more inhun 
than a Tailor's. 

Lord. I ſweat to think ont. 

Warn. Well, my Lord ! chear up! I have found 
way to rid you of it all, within a Hort time you i 
know more; yonder appears a young Lady whon| 
muſt needs ſpeak with, pleaſe you go in and prem 
the old Lady and your Miſtreſs. 

' Lord. Good Luck, and five hundred Pounds 5 

ee. 8 

Enter Milliſent and Roſe above. 

Mill. I am reſolv'd I'll never marry him 

Ro/e. So far you are right, Madam. 

Mill. But, how to hinder it, I cannot poſfibly tt 
For my Father preſſes me to it, and will take no deni 
Would I knew ſome way — _ 

Warn. Madam, I'll teach you the very neareſt, i 
have juſt now found it out. 


ut 


Roſe. Are you there, Mr. Littleplot ? 

Warn. wand > rnd thee, Roſe, by my Diligence 
xr thy Lady; I here, methinks, juſt like a wooden 
Mercury, to point her out the way to Matrimony. 

Roſe. Or, Serving-man like, ready to carry up the hot 
ſeat for your Maſter, and then to fall upon the cold 

our ſelf. | 
| Warn. I know not what you call the cold, but I believe 
ſhall find warm Work on't : In the firſt place then I 
muſt acquaint you, that I have ſeemingly put off my 
Maſter, and enter'd my ſelf into Sir John's Service. 
Mill. Moſt excellent ! 

Warn. And thereupon, but baſe 
Enter Moody. 
Mill. Something he would tell us, but ſee what Luck's 


nere : 

Med. How now, Sirrah ? Are you ſo great there al- 
ady ? 
Mill. I find my Father's jealous of him Mill ! - 
Warn. Sir, I was only —_—_— 7 young Lady a 
ew Song, and if you pleaſe you hear it. 


Tx. NN G58. 


Make ready, fair Lady, to Night, 
And fland at the Door below, 
For I awill be there 
To receive you with Care, 


And to your true Love you ſhall go. 


Mead. Ods bobs, this is very pretty. 
Mill. Ay, fo is the Lady's Anſwer too, if I could but 
ut on't, | 


es. 


And when the Stars twinkle ſo bright, 
Then down to the Door will I creep, 
To my Love will I fly, 
C'er the Fealous can ſpy, 


= 7 11 Daddy alles. 
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Mood. Bedikins, I like not that ſo well, to cozen he 
old Father; it may be my own Caſe another time. 

R2/e. Oh Madam! yonder's your Perſecutor retumd 

Enter Sir John. 

Mill. I'll into my Chamber to avoid the ſight of hin 
as long as I can; Lord! that my old doatmg Fathe 
ſhould throw me away upon ſuch an [znoramss, ad 
deny me to ſuch a Wit as Sir Martin. 

[Excunt Mill. and Roſe from abort 
Mad. O Son! here has been the moſt villainous Tn, 
gedy againſt you. | 

Sir John. What Tragedy? Has there been any Bla 
ſhed fince I went? | 
Mood. No Blood ſhed, but, as I told you, a moſt dan 
nable Tragedy. h 

Mars. A Tragedy! I'll be hang'd if he does nt 
mean a Stratagem. 

Mood. Jack Sawce! if I fay it is a Tragedy, it ſul 
be a Tragedy in ſpite of you, teach your Grandan 
how to piſs — what — I hope I am old enough 4 
ſpout Exgliſb with you, Sir. 

Sir Fohn. But what was the Reaſon you came nd 
aſter me? | 

Mecd. Twas well I did not, I'll promiſe you, ther 
were thoſe would have made bold with Miſtreſs Bride; 
an' if ſhe had ftirr'd out of Doors, there were Whipften 
ab faith, Padders of Maiden-heads, that would lam 
truſs*'d her up, and pick'd the Lock of her Affection, 
ere a Man could have ſaid, what's this: But by gol 
Luck I had warning of it by a Friend's Letter. 
Sir Jobs. The Remedy for all tuch is ealj, 
yo may ſend for a Parſon, and have the Buſineſs di 
patch'd at home. 

Mood. A Match, Yfaith, do you provide a Domin! 
and I'll go tell her our Reſolutions, and hearten her y 

againſt the day of Battel. | [Ext 

Sir Jobn. Now I think on't, this Letter muſt need 
come from Sir Martin; a Plot of his, upon my Lite, x 
hinder our Marnage. 


Wart 


Sir MaNTIN MAR-ALL. 135 


Warn. I fee, Sir, you'll ſtill miſtake him fer a Wit; 
— am — deteiv d, if that Letter came not from 
han 


Sir John. From whom, I pr'ythee ? 
EX Nay, for that you ſhall exenſe me, Sir, I do 
not love to make a Breach betwixt Perſons that are to 


de ſo near related. 


was in the Plot. 
Warn. Can you Anke a Doubt on't?ꝰ Do you not 
know ſhe ever lov'd him, and can you no ſhe has fo 
zon forſaken him? You ray make your ſelſ miſerable, 
| = leaſe, by fach a Marriage 

on. the 1 is cher a mine, ker ren will 
2 
Warn Her Virtue ! 
vir Fobn. What, de you mike 2 Ack oer 
Warn. Not 1, I affure you,” Sir Sir, T think it wy Tock 


Gir Jahn. Why, is ſhe not honeſt? 


[ongue's no Slander. 
Sir John But does he ſay to the contrary ? 
Warn. If one would believe him, which fo: 195 Part I 


ere 
le. Wo not, he has in a manner confeſs'd it to me. 
en WS Sir Jahn. Hell and Damnation 


Varn. Courage, Sir, never vex your felf, III warrant 
du *tis all a Lie. 

Sir John. But, how ſhall T be ſure tis fo ? 

Warn. When you are married you'll ſoon make trial, 
bether ſhe be a Maid or no. 

dir Fohx. I do not love to make that Experiment at 
ly own Coft. 

Warn. Then you muſt never marry. 

vir John. Ay, but they have ſo many Tricks to cha 
Man, which are entail'd from Mother to Dau 


lat 


oor, for which every one has a Key. 


Warn. Asfor Example, their drawing up their Breaths 
th Oh! you hurt me, can you be ſo cruel ? then the 
2 next 


arts 


Sir Fohn. Thou ſeemꝰſt to imply that my Miſtreſs | 


Warn. Yes, in my Conſcience is ke, for Sir Marth's | 


85 all Generations; there's no keeping a Loc for | 


+ 
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next Day ſhe ſteals a Viſit to her Lover, that did you the 
Courteſy before-hand, and in private tells him how fy 
cozened you; twenty to one but ſhe takes out anothe 
Leſſon with him to practiſe the next Night. 

Sir Jobn. All this while miſerable I muſt be they 
May-game. 

Warn. "Tis well, if you eſcape ſo ; for commonly Wi 
Le ſtrikes in with you, and becomes your Friend. 

Sir _ Deliver me from ſuch a Friend, that fan 

ind with my Wife, when I gird on my Sword 
go abroad. 

Warn. Ay, there's your Man, Sir; befides he will le 
ſure to wa our Haunts, and tell her of them, that i 
occaſion be, ſhe may have where-withal to recriminate: 
At leaſt ſhe will ſeem to be jealous of you, and u 
would ſuſpect a jealous Wife ? | / 

Sir Jobn. All manner of ways I am moſt miſerable, 

Warn. But, if ſhe be not a Maid when you marry he, 
ſhe may make a good Wife afterwards ; tis but imagi. 
ing you have taken ſuch a Man's Widow. | 

Sir Jobn. If that were all; but the Man will cane 


Warn. Examples have been frequent of thoſe that har 
been wanton, and yet afterwards take up. 

Sir Fobz. Ay, the ſame thing they took up before. 

Warn. The Truth is, an honeſt ſimple Girl that 
* of all things, maketh the beſt Matrimony: 

re is ſuch Pleaſure in inſtructing her; the beſt » 
there's not one Dunce in all the Sex; ſuch a one wit 
2 good Fortune 
ir John. Ay, but where is ſhe, Warner ? 

Warn. Near enough, but that you are too far engag'd 

Sir John. Engag'd to one that hath given me tis 
Earneſt of Cuckoldom before-hand ? 

Warns. What think you then of Mrs. Christian her 
in the Houſe? There's five thouſand Pounds andi 
better Penny. | 

Sir Fohn. Ay, but is ſhe Fool enough? 

Warn. She's none of the wiſe Virgins, I can aflur 


ou. 
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le e 
e nviegle her out this way, that I may ſpeak to her. 
ir arn. Remember above all things, you keep his 
Wooing ſecret ; if it takes the leaſt Wind, old cody 
ar WT will be ſure to hinder it. | 
Sir John. Do'ſt thou think I ſhall get her Aunt's 
ly WT Conſent ? 
Warn. Leave that to me. [Exit Warn. 
I} Sir Tobn. How happy a Man ſhall I be, if I can but com- 
to Wh paſs this ! and what a Precipice have I avoided ] then the 
Revenge too is ſo ſweet to ſteal a Wife under her Fa- 
be chers Noſe, and leave em in the Lurch who have abus'd 
tine; well, ſuch a Servant as this Warner is a jewel. 


Enter Warner and Me,. Chriſtian to him. 

Warn. Tnere ſhe is, Sir, now I'll go to prepare her 
Aunt. | | [ Exit. 

Sir John. Sweet Miſtreſs, I am come to wait upon yoa. 

Chr. Truly you are too good to wait on me. 

Sir John. And in the Condition of a Suiter. 

Chr. ra —  _ ? 

Sir To be ſo happy as to marry you. 

GO Lord, I — not marry ſor 2 thing ! 

Sir Jobr. Why ? 'tis the honeſt End of Woman-kind. 

Chr. Twenty Years hence, forſooth : I would not lye 
in Bed with 2 Man for a World, their Beards will fa 


a 


prickle one. | 
U Sir John. Pah —— What an innocent Girl it is, and 
„ very Child! I like a Colt that never yet was back'd ; 
ith — ſo — — what I — and mould her as I 
will; Lo er Innocency makes me laugh m 
Cheeks all wet Sweet Lady 28 
d. Chr. I'm but a Gentlewoman, forſooth. 
te Sir Jahn. Well then, fweet Miſtreſs, if I get your 


Friends Conſent, ſhall I have yours ? . | 
Chr. My old Lady may do what ſhe will, forſooth, 
but by my truly, I hope ſhe will have more care of me, 
than to marry me yet; Lord bleſs me, what ſhould I 
do with a Husband ? 
Sir Jahn. Well, Sweet-heart, then inſtead of wooing 
0, 1 muſt wooe my old Lady. 
G 3 Chr. 


ur 


Sf 
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Chr. Indeed, Gentleman, my old Lady is married il. 
ready: Cry you mercy, foriooth, I think you are 4 
Knight. 

Sir abn. Happy in that Title only to make you Lady 

Chr. Believe me, Mr. Knight, I would not be a Lady 
it makes Folks proud, and ſo humourous, and  j| 


Huſwiſes, forſooth. 
Sir Jobn. Pah ſhe's a Baby, the ſimpleſt thing 
that. ever yet I knew; the happieſt Man I ſhall be in tie 
World; 2 ſhould I have my Wyh, it ſhould be g 
keep School, and teach the bigger Girls, and here in ay 
my Wiſh it is abſoly'd. 
| Enter Lady Dupe. 
L. Dupe. By your, leave, Sir; I hope this noble Knight 
will make you happy, and you make him —— 
Chy. What ſhould I make him? ( Sighnny, 
L. Dupe. Marry, you ſhall make him happy in: 
good Wife. | 
Chr. I will not marry, Madam. 
L. Dupe. You Fool 4 4 ay 
Sir 7ohu. Pray, Madam, let me ſpeak with you, on m 
Soul *tis the pretty*ſt Innocent'ſ thing in the World. 
L. Dupe. Indeed, Sir, ſhe knows little beſides he 
Work, and her Prayers; but I'll talk with the Fool. 
Sir Fohbn, Deal gently with her, dear Madam. 
L. Dupe. Come, Cbriſtian, will not you marry this ns 


ble Knight? 
Chr. Yes, yes, yes Sobbingh, 
L. Dupe. Sir, it ſhall be to Night. 
Sir Zohn. This Innocence is a Dowry beyond all price 
[ Exeunt old Lady, and Mys. Chrrittin. 
Enter Sir Martin, to Sir John azu/ing. 
Sir Mart. You are very melancholy methinks, Sir. 
Sir John. You are miftaken, Sir. | 
Sir Mart. You may diſſemble as you pleaſe, but Mr. 
Millijent lyes at the Bottom of your Heart. 
Sr Jebn. My Heart, I aſſure you, has no room fir 
ſo poor a Trifle. | 
Sir Mart. Sure you think to wheedle me, would you 
have me imagine you do not Love her? * 


= 
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Sir John. Love her! why ſhould you think me ſuch a 
got? love a Proſtitute. an infamous Perſon ! 
Sir Mart. Fair and ſoft, good Sir John. 


Sir John. You ſee I am no very obſtinate Rival, I leave 


the Field free to yon: Go on, Sir, and purſue your good 
Fortune, and be as happy as ſuch a Common Creature can 
make thee. 

Sir Mart. This is Hebrew-Greek to me; but I muſt 
tell you, Sir, I will not ſuffer my Divinity to be pro- 
phan'd by ſuch a Tongue as yours. 

Sir John. Believe it; whate'er I ſay, I can quote my 
Anthor for. 

Sir Mart. Then, Sir, whoever told if you, ly'd in his 
Throat, d'you fee, and deeper than that, d' ye fee, in his 
Stomach, and his Guts d'ye fee: Tell me ſhe's a com- 
mon Perſon ! he's a Son of a Whore that ſaid it, and I' 
_ him eat his Words, though he ſpoke em in a Privy- 
houſe. | 

Sir Tobn. What if Parner told me fo? I you'll 

t him to be a competent Judge in ſuch a Buſineſs. 

Sir Mart. Did that precious Rafcal fry it? Now 
| think on't, Ill not believe you: In fine, Sir, PH hold 
you an even Wager he demes it. 

9 I'll tay you ten to one, he juſtifies it to your 
ace. 

Sir Mart. I'll make him give up the Ghoſt ander my 
Fiſt, if he does notdeny it. 

Sir John. I'll cut off his Ears upon the Spot, if he does 
not ſtand to't. 

Enter Warner. 

Sir Mart. Here he comes in Pudding-time to refolye 
the Queſtion: Come hither, you lying Varlet, hold u 
your Hand at the Bar of Juſtice, and anſwer me to wha 
I ſhall demand. | | 

Warn. What a Goodier is the matter, Sir ? | 

Sir Mart. Thou Spawn of the old Serpent, fruitful in 
nothing but in Lies ! 

Warn. A very fair Beginning this. 

Sir Mart. Didſt thou dare to caſt thy Venom upon fuck 
a Saint as Mrs. 15/J;/ert, to traduce her Virtue, and ſay 
t was adulterate ? 


- <—_ 
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Warn. Not guilty, my Lord. 

Sir Mart. I told you fo. F 

Sir Jobn. How, Mr. Raſcal! have you forgot why 
you ſaid but now concerning Sir Martin and Mrs. Mill. 
— PH ftop the Lie down your Throat, if you dye 

ny't. 
Sir Mart. Say you ſo! are you there again i'faith! 

Warn. Pray pacify your ſelf, Sir, twas a Plot of ny 
own deviſing. 

Sir Mart. Leave off your winking and your pinking, 
with a Horſe-pox t'ye, I'll underſtand none of it; tel 
me in plain Egli the truth of the Buſineſs : For u 
you were my own Brother, you ſhould pay for it: Bely 
my Miſtreſs ! what a Pox d'ye think I have no ſenſe d 
Honour ? | 
Harn. What the Devil's the matter w'ye ? Either be 
at quiet, or I'll reſolve to take my Heels, and be gone 

Sir Mart. Stop Thief there! what, did you think u 
"ſcape the Hand of Juſtice? ¶ Lays hold en bim. ] The bel 
on't is, Sirrah, your Heels are not altogether ſo nimbley 


your Tongue. [ Beats bin. k 
Warn. Help! Murder ! Murder ! 
Sir Mart. Confels, you Rogue, then. J 
Warn. Hold your Hands, I Fink the Devil's in you," WK 5 
I tell you 'tis a Device of mine. 15 
Sir Mart. And have you no Body to deviſe it on butmy WW” 
Miſtreſs, the very Map of Innocence ? | 8 
Sir — Moderate your Anger, good Sir Martin. + 
Sir Mart. By your Patience, Sir, I'll chaſtiſe him 2. , 
ntly. 
Sir John. That's a little too much, Sir, by your Favou, WW" 
to beat him in my Preſence. | 1 
Sir Mart. That's a good one i' faith, your Preſence ſhall 
hinder me from beating my own Servant. 
Warn. O Traytor to all Senſe and Reaſon ! he's going Þ 
to diſcover that too. 4 
Sir Mart. An I had a mind to beat him to Mummy, g 
he's my own, I hope. 15 


Sir Fohr. At preſent, I muſt tell you, he's mine, Si 
Sir Mart. Hey-day ! here's fine juggling ! 


Warn. 
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Warn. Stop yet, Sir, you are juſt upon the Brink of a 
ice. 

Nee What is' t thou mean'ſt now ?—— ah Lord! 
my Mind miſ- gives me I have done ſome Fault, but 
would I were hang'd if I can find it out. [ Afede. 

Warn. There's no making him underſtand me. 

Sir Mart. Pox on't, come what will, I'll not be fac'd 
down with a Lie; I ſay he is my Man. | 

Sir Fob. Pray remember your ſelf better ; did not you 
tum him away for ſome Fault lately, and laid a Livery of 
black and blue on his Back before he went ? | 

Sir Mart. The Devil of any Fault, or any black and 
blue that I remember : Either the Raſcal put ſome Trick 
gpon you, or you would upon me. 

Sir John. O-ho, then it ſeems the cudgelling and turn- 
ing away were pure Invention; I am glad I underſtand 


it, | 
Sir Mart. In ay Rap all ſo damn'd a Lie 
Warn. Alas! he it, Sir; Wits, you 
know, have An be Jl yu n 
Sir John. No, no, Sir, that ſhall not ſerve your Turn; 
you may return when you pleaſe to your old Maſter, I 
give you a fair Diſcharge, anda glad Man I am to be 
lo rid of you: Were you thereabouts i' faith? What a 
(Snake I had entertain'd into my Boſom ? Fare you well, 
Sir, and lay your next Plot better between you, I adviſe 
you. - [Exit Sir John, 
Warn. Lord, Sir, how you ſtand! as you were nip'd 
ch head: Have you done any new Piece of Folly, that 
makes you look ſo like an Aſs ? 
Sir Mart. Here's three pieces of Gold yet, if I had the 
Heart to offer it thee. - | Holds the Gold afar off trembling. 
Warn. Noble Sir, what have I done to deſerve ſo great 
a Liberality ? T confeſs if you had beaten me for my own 
Fault, if you had utterly deſtroyed all my Projects, then 
it might ha* been expected that ten or twenty Pieces 
ſhould have been offer'd by way of Recompence or Sa- 


jon. — — 


G $ Sir Mart. 
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Sir Mart. Nay, an you be ſo full o'your Flouts, you 
Friend and Servant; who the Devil could tell the Mea 
ing of your Signs and Takens, an voa t to that? 

Warn. Y ou are no Als then? 

Sir Mart. Well, Sir, to do 1 ou Service, d' ye ee, ] 
am an Aſs ina fair way; will ſatisfie you ? 

Warn. For this once produce thoſe heed Pieces, I an 
contented to receive that inconfiderable Tribute, or make 

'em fix, and ll take the Fault upon my ſelf. 
Sir Mart. Are we Friends then? If we are, let ne 
adviſe you 
Warn. Yet adviſing - 
Sir Mart. For no harm, Warmer ; But pry 
next time make me of your Council, let me enter int 
the Bufineſs, inſtruct me in every Point, and then if! 
diſcover all, I am reſoly'd to give over Affairs, and 
_—— from = World. 
Agreed, it ſhall 8 but let us now tak! 
a while, then on agai 
For though we e had the — 06 Heats are paſt, 
We'll whip and ſpur, and fetch him up at laſt. [ZExeut 
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Euler Lord, Lady Dupe, Mifireſs Chrittian, Roſe, and 


arner. 


as Ads Promiſe is admirably made good to 
me, that Sir Jobn Swalkw ſhould be this 
Night married to Mrs. Chri/tiaz; inſtead of that, he 
is more deeply engag'd than ever with old Moody. 

Warn. I cannot help thoſe ebbs and flows of For- 
tune. 

L. Dape. I am ſure my Niece ſuffers moſt in't, he's 
come off to her with a cold Compliment of a miſtake 
in his Miſtreſs's Virtue, which he has now found out, 
by your Maſter's Folly, to be a Plot of yours to ſepa- 
rate them. | 

Chr. To be forſaken when a Woman has given her 
Conſent ! | 

Lord. Tis the fame Scorn, as to have a Town ren- 
der'd up, and afterwards lighted. 

Refe. You are a ſweet Youth, Sir, to uſe my Lady 
ſo, when ſhe depended on you; is this the Faith of a 
Valet de Chambre? I would*be aſham'd to be ſueh a 
diſnonour to my Profeſſion ; it will reflect upon us in 
time, we ſhall be ruin'd by your good Example. 

Warn. As how, my dear Lady Embaſſadreſs? 

Roſe. Why, they fay the Women govern their La- 


dies, and you govern us: 50 if you play ſaſt and looſe, 


not a Gallant will bribe us for our Good-wills; the 
gentle Guinca will now go to the Ordinary, which 
us'd as duly to fteal into our Hands at the Stair- foot, 


& into Mr. Doctor's at parting. 


Lord. 
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Lord. Night's come, and I expect your Promiſe. 
L. Dupe. Fail with me if you think good, Sir. 
Chr. J give no more Time. 

ke Roje. And if my Miſtreſs go to Bed a Maid 9 
Light 

Warn. Hey-day ! you are dealing with me, as they 
do with the Bankrupts, call in all your Debts together 
there's no poſſibility of Payment at this rate, but [1 
coin ſor you all as faſt as I can, I aſſure you. 

L. Dupe. But you muſt not think to pay us with 
falſe Mony, as you have done hitherto. 

Roſe. Leave off your Mountebank Tricks with u, 
and tall to your Buſineſs in good Earneſt. 

Warn. Faith, and I will Roſe; for to confeſs the 
Truth, I am a kind of a Mountebank, I have but ore 
Cure for all your Diſeaſes, that is, that my Maſter na 
marry Mrs. Milliſent, for then Sir John Saualluav wil 
of himſelf return to Mrs. Chriſtian. 

Lord. He ſays true, and therefore we muſt be al 
helping to that defign. 

Warn. T'll put you upon ſomething, give me but 
thinking time: In the firſt Place, get a Warrant au 
Bailiffs to arreſt Sir John Savallomo upon a Promiſe d 
Marriage to Mrs. Chriſſian. 

Lord. Very good. 

L. Dupe. We'll all ſwear it. 

Warn. I never doubted your Ladyſhip in the leak, 
2 for the reſt we wi conſider her 

er. | 

Lord. Leave this to us. 

[Ex. Lord, L. Dupe. Mill. and Chr 

Warn. Roſe, where's thy Lady ? 

Mill. [above.] What have you to fay to her? 

"Warn. Only te tell you, Madam, 1 am going fat 
ward in the great Work of Projection. 

Mill. I know not whether you will deſerve my 
Thanks when the Work's done. 

Warn. Madam, I hope you are net become indiſt- 
rent to my Maſter? 1 wi 


u 
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I. If he ſhould prove a Fool after all your cryin 
by Wit, I ſhall be a miſerable Woman. G 
Warn. A Fool! that were a good Jeſt i'faith : but 
ow comes your Ladyſhip to ſuſpect it ? 

Roſe. J have heard, Madam, your greateſt Wits have 
ver a Touch of Madneſs and Extravagance in them, ſo 
perhaps has he. + i | 

Warn. There's nothing more diſtant than Wit and 
Folly, yet like Eaſt and Weſt, they may meet in a 


point, and produce Actions that are but a Hair's breadth 


from one another. | 

Roſe. I'll undertake he has Wit enough to make one 
laugh at him a whole Day together: He's a moſt Co- 
mical Perſon. | 

Mill. For all this I will not ſwear he is no Fool; he 
has ftill diſcovered all your Plots. | 

Warn. O Madam, that's the common Fate of your 
Machivilians, they draw their Deſigns ſo ſubtile, that 
their very Fineneſs breaks them. | 

Mill. However, I'm reſolv'd to be on the ſure ſide, I 
will have certain proof of his Wit, before I marry him. 

Warn. Madam, I'll give you one, he wears his Cloaths 
like a great Sloven, and that's a ſure fign of Wit, he 
neglects his outward Parts; beſides, he ſpeaks French, 
ſings, dances, plays upon the Lute. 

Mill. Does he do all this, fay you? 

Warn. Moſt divinely, Madam. | 

Mill. I ask no more, then let him give me a Serenade 
"1 gd 3 but let him ſtand in the View, I'll not be 

Warn. He ſhall do't Madam : But how, the 
Devil knows ; for he ſings like a Scritch-Owl, and ne- 
rer touch'd the Lute. LAlide. 

Mill. Yow'll ſee't perform'd ? 

Warn. Now I think on't, Madam, this will but retard 
our Enterpriſe. | 

Mill. Either let him do't, or ſee me no more. 

Warn. Well, it ſhall be done, Madam ; but where's 
your Father ? will not he over-hear it ? 

Mill. 
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Mill. As good hap is, he's below Stairs, talking ui 

r brought him News from the % 
108. 

Warn. What Concernment can he have there ? 

Mill. He had a Baftard-Son there, whom he low 
extreamly : but not having any News from him the 
many Years, concluded him dead; this Son he expel 
within theſe three Days. 

Warn. When did he fee him laſt ? 

Mill. Not ſince he was, ſeven Years old. 

Warn. A ſudden thought comes into my Head þ 
make him = ag before his Time; let my Maſter pi 
for him, and by that means he may come into th 
Houſe unſuſpected by her Father, or his Rival. 

Mil. According as he performs his Serenade, II tal 
with you make haſte ——— IF muft retire a 
te. [Exit Mill. from abny 
Refe. FH inſtruct him moſt rarely, he ſhall never 
found out; but in the mean time, what wilt thou do f 
a Serenade? | 
. Warn. Faith, Tama little non-plus'd on the ſudde 
but a warm Conſolation from thy Lips, Roſe, would i 
my Wits a working again. 

Roſe. Adieu, Warner. | [Ext 

Warn. Inhuman Rofe, adieu —— Blockhead War, 
into what a Premunire haſt thou brought thy ſelf; tl 
tis to be ſo forward to promiſe for another — but 
be Godfather to a Fool, to promiſe and vow he ſhout 
do any thing like a Chriftian —— | 


Enter Sir Martin Mar-all. 


Sir Mart. Why, how now Bully, in a brown Study! 
For my good I warrant it; there's five Shillings for thes, 
what, we muft encourage good Wits ſometimes. 

Warn. Hang your white Pelf ; Sure, Sir, by you 
Largeſs you miſtake me for Martin Parker, the Balla: 
maker; your Covetouſneſs has offended my Muſe, a 
quite dull'd her, 4 
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cir Mart. How angry the poor Devil is ! In fine, 
ou art as cholerick as a Cook by a Fire-ſide. : 
Yarn. I am over-heated, like a Gun, with continual 
charging my Wit: *Slife, Sir, I have rariſ'd my Brains 
xr you, till they are evaporated; but, come, Sir, do 
mething for your ſelf like a Man, I have engag'd you 
ll give to your Miſtreſs a Serenade in your proper 
terſon : I'll borrow a Lute for you, TEES! 
Sir Mart. I'll warrant thee I'll do't, Man. 
Warn. You never learn'd, I do not think you know 
ne Stop. | | 
Sir Mart. "Tis no matter for that, Sir, I'll play as 
It as I can, and never ſtop at all. FSC RT OW 
Warn. Go to, you are an invincible Fool, I ſee ; 
p into your Window „and ſet two Candles by you, ta 
u Landlord's Lute in your Hand, and fumble on't,and 
nake Grimaces with your Mouth, as if you ſung; in 
ie mean time, I'll play in the next Room in the dark, 
md conſequently your Miftrefs, who will come to her 
balcony over againſt you, will think it to be you; and 
t the end of every Tune, I'M ring the Bell that hangs 
Petween your Chamber and mine, that you may know 
hen we have done. ke | 
dir Mart. Why, this is fair Play now, to tell a Man 
tefore-hand what he muſt do; Gramercy i'faith, Boy, 
if I fail thee —— 
Warn. About your Buſineſs then, your Miſtreſs and 
ter Maid appear already; I'll give you the Sign with 
the Bell when I am prepar'd, 22 Lute is at hand 
in the Barber's Shop. [Exeunt. 


Inter Mrs. Milliſent, and Roſe, with a Candle by em 


wi 
2 


2 


| Roſe. We ſhall have rare Muſick. | 

"Wo 4. I wiſh it prove ſo; for I ſuſpect the Rnight 
an neither play nor ſing. 3 

: T9 But if he does, you're bound to pay the Mu- 


: > Mill. 
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Mill. I'll not believe it, except both my Ears and Ex 
are Witneſſes. 

Roſe. But 'tis Night, Madam, and you cannot ( 
em; yet he may play admirably in the dark. 

Mill. Where's my Father ? 

_ You.need not fear him, he's ſtill employ'd vit 
the ſame Sea- man, and I have ſet Mrs. Chriſtian y 
watch their Diſcourſe, that betwixt her and me Way 
may have wherewithal to inſtruct his Maſter. 

f _ But yet there's fear my Father will find out th 

Roſe. Not in the leaſt, for my old Lady has provide 
two rare Diſguiſes for the Maſter and the Man. 

Mill. Peace, I hear them beginning to tune the Luar 

Roſe. And ſee, Madam, where your true Knight h 
Martin is plac'd yonder like Apollo, with his Lute in ty 
Hand and his Rays about his Head. 

CL Sir Martin appears at the adverſe Windeys 
Tune play d ; when it is dene, Warner rin, 
and Sir Martin holds. 
Did he not play moſt excellently, Madam ? 

Mill. He play'd well, and yet methinks he held ty 
Lute but untowardly. 

Roſe. Dear Madam, peace; now for the Song. 


The 8 ON G. 


LIND Lowe to this Hour 
Had never like me, a Slade under his Power. 
Then ble be the Dart 
That he threw at my Heart, 
For nothing — — 
A Foy ſ great as to be wounded with Love. 


My Days, and my Nights, 
Are filld to the Purpoſe with Sorrows and Fright ; 
From my Heart fiill I ſigh, 
And my Eyes are ne er dry, 
So that, Cupid be prais'd, 
1 az to the tap of Lowe's Happine/s rais d. 
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My Souls all on fire, 
that I have the Pleaſure to doat aud defire ; 
Such a pretty ſoft Pain, 
That it tickles each Vein, 
"Tis the Dream of a Smart, 
Vhich makes me breathe ſhort, when it beats at my Heart. 


1 


| Sometimes in a Pet, 
Men I am deſpis'd, 1 my Freedom would get; 
But freight a feet Smile 
Does my Anger beguile, 
And my Heart does recal, 
en the more J do ſtruggle, the lauer I fall. 


| Heaw'n does not impart 
<a Grace as to love unto ev ry one's Heart 3 
For many may wwiſo | 
» and miſ5: 
eff 


or 
To be 
* Then bleſt be Lowe's Fire, 

ld more ble Ber Eyes that firſt taught me Defire. 


le Song being done, Warner rings again; but Sir Martin 
continues fumbling, and — en his Miftreſ+. 


Mill. A humour'd Song — but ſtay, me- 
kinks he plays and ſings ſtill, and yet we cannot hear 
| Play louder, Sir Martin, that we may have 
e Fruits on't. 

Warn. [ Peeping.) Death ! this abominable Fool will 
poll all again. Damn him, he ſtands making his Gri- 
laces yonder, and he looks ſo earneſtly upon his Mi- 
els, that he hears me not. [ Rings again. 
Mill. Ah, ah! have I found you out, Sir? now as I 
re and breathe, this is nt, Roſe, — his Man play'd 
nd ling for him, and he, it ſeems, did not know when 
e ſhould give over. [Mill. and Roſe /augh. 
Warn. They have found him out, and laugh yonder, 
if they would ſplit their Sides. Why Mr. Fool, Oaf, 
comb, will you hear none of your Names ? 


"yn 
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Mill. Sir Martin, Sir Marten, take = Man's Cow 
ſel, and keep Time with your Mufic 

Sir Mart. [ Peeping.) Hah ! what do you fay, Machu 
how does your Ladyſhi ine my Muſick ? 

Mill. O moſt . y ! juſt like the Harmony of t 
Spheres, that is to be admired, and never heard. 

Warn. You have ruin'd all by your ngt leaving fy 
time. 

Sir Mart. Whatthe Devil wou'd you have a Mad 
when my Hand is in! well, o' my Conſcience I thu 
there is a Fate upon me. | Noije wuithy 

Mill. Look, Ro/e, what's the matter. 

Roſe. Tis Sir John Swallow partu'd by the Bait 
Madam, according to our Plot; it ſeems they have dogy 
him thus late to his — 

Mill. That's well! ſor _—— not to lore th 
Fool; er L am glad 1 kal be nid ; 
Len Mill. and Nui 


Enter Sir John purfued by three Bailiff ower the Sn 


Sir Mart. Now I'll redeem all again, my Mi 
ſhall e my Valour, I'm reſolv d on't. V itlains, R 
— what ? three upon one? in fine, Ill 
_ you immediately. [Bri 

Why, Sir, 0 have you l 
Grain in of Senfe left He's gone! now is he as carne 
the Quarrel as Cokes among the Puppets; tis to nope 
* whatever I do for him. [Exit Wan 


Enter Sir john and Sir Martin, (having driven tw) 
the Bailiffs ) Sir Martin Aar bend bi Sword. 


Sir Mare. Varia] Vittoria what Heart, Sir 7 
you have received no harm, I hope? 

Sir Fohn. Not the leaſt, I thank you, Sir, foryot 
timely Afßſtance, which I will requite with any thug 
but the reſigning of my 1 —— Dear Sir Mam 
a good Night. : 
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Sir Mart. Pray let me wait upon you in, Sir John. 
Sir Jobn. I can find my way to Mrs. Milliſent with- 
it you, Sir, I thank you. 

Sir Mart. But pray, what were you to be arreſted 


or ? 
Sir John. I know no more than you; ſome little 
Debts perhaps I left unpaid by my Negligence : Once 
ore good N . — Sir. [Exit. 
Sir Mart. He's an ungrateful Fellow; and ſo, in 
„I ſhall tell him when I ſee him next 


Enter Warner, 


— 


ſarner, à propos ! J hope you'll applaud me now, I 
we NN Enemy, and chat in fight of my 
Wiſrels; Boy, I have charm'd her i'faith with my 
alour, | 
8 /arn. Ay, jaft as much as you did e en now with your 
luſick ; go, you are fo beaſtly a Fool, that a chiding 
thrown awa 5 — | 
Sir Mert. Fe in your Face, Sir; call a Man of Ho- 
dur Fool, when I have juſt atchieved ſuch an Enter- 
ne Gad, now my Blood s up, I am a dangerous 
erſon, I can tell you that, Warner. | 
Warn. Poor Animal, I pity thee ! 1 
dir Mart. 1 grant I ara no Muſician, but you muſt 
pow me for a Sword-man, I have beat em bravely 3 
pd, in fine, I am come off unhurt, fave only a. little 
ratch i“ tht Head. > 2. | 
Warn. That's impoſſible, thou haſt a Scull ſo thick, na 
word can pierce it; but much may't d'ye, Sir, 
th the Fruits of your Valour : You reſeu'd your Rival, 
ben he was 10 be arreſted, on purpoſe to take him off 
Sir Mere. Why, this the Fate of ingea 

xt. Why, this is ever the Fate of ingenious 
len; nothing thrives they take in Hand. . 


Ee 8 


= 


— 
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Enter Roſe. 


Roſe. Sir Martin, you have done your Buſineſs v 
my Lady, ſhe'll never look upon you more; ſhe 
ſhe's ſo well fatisfied of your Wit and Courage, that k 
will not put you to any further Tryal. 

Sir Mart. Warner, is there no Hopes, Warner ? 

Warn. None that I know. | 

Sir Mart. Let's have but one civil Plot more beim 
we part. 
Warn. Tis to no ſe. | 
Roſe. Vet, if he had — golden Friends that wal 
engage for him the next time 

Sir Mart. Here's a Jacobus and a Carolus will eu 
into Bonds for me. 

Roje. I'll take their Royal Words for once. 

[She fetches two Digit 

Warn. The Meaning of this, dear Ro/c ? 

y 


Roſe. Tis in — of thy own Invention, 
ner a Child which thy Wit hath begot upon me: Jy 
let us loſe no Time. Help! help! dreis thy Maſter, ta 


he may be Anthony, old Moody's Baſtard, and thou by 
come from the Eaft. Indies. 
Sir Mart. Hey-tarock it — now we ſhall han 


Roſe's device too, I long to be at it, pray let's hear mu 
ont ? 

Roje. Old Moody you muſt know in his younger Ven 
when he was a Cambridee Scholar, bold with ! 
Towns-man's Daughter there, by whom he had a Baſtat, 
Whoſe Name was Anthony, whom you, Sir Marti, 


Sir Mart. I warrant you, let me alone for Tory : bit 
pray go on, Roſe. 

Roſe. This Child, in his Father's Time, he durlt m 
own, but bred him privately in the Iſle of Eh, till k 
was ſeven Years old, and from thence ſent him with on 
Bonaventure, a Merchant, for the Eaft- Indies. 
F — But will not this over-burden your Memon, 

ir 
9 
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ir Mart. There's no anſwering thee any thing, thou 
=—_ I am good for nothing. 

Roſe. Bonaventure dy'd at Surat within two Years, 
nd this Anthony has liv'd up and down in the Mogu/'s 
ountry unheard of by his Father *till this Night, and 
; within theſe three Days : Now if you can 
i for him, you may have admittance into the Houſe, «, 
nd make an end of all the Buſineſs before the other 
N nthony arrives. | 
Warn. But hold, Ro/e, there's one conſiderable Point 
ited; what was his Mother's Name? y 
Roſe. That indeed I had forgot; her Name was Do- 
ty, Daughter to one Draw-water, a Vintner at the 
4%. 

"= Come, Sir, are you perfect in your Leſſon ? 
(nthony Moody, born in Cambridge, bred in the Iſle of 

þ, ſent into the Magul's Country at ſeven Vears old, 
ith one Bonaventure a Merchant, who dy'd within 
No Years ; your Mother's Name Dorothy Draw-water, 
he Vintner's Daughter at the R/. ; 
Sir Mart. I have it all ad unguem — what do'ſ think. 
m a Sot? But ſtay a little, how have I liv'd all this 
thile in that ſame Country? | 
Warn. What Country? ——  Pox, he has forgot, 
Ireac 
Roſe. The Magul's Country. | 
du Mart. Ay, ay, the s Country! what the 
devil, any Man may miſtake a little; but now I have 
perfect: But what have I been doing all this while 
| the Mogu/'s Country? He's a heathen Rogue, I am 
raid I ſhall never hit upon his Name. 

Warn. Why, you have been paſſing your Time there 
d matter how. | x 
Roe. Well, if this paſſes upon the old Man, I'll bring 
our Buſineſs about again with my Miſtreſs, never fear . 
; kay you here at the Door, 1'll go tell the old Man 
| your Arrwal. 
Warn, Well, Sir, now play your Part exactly, and 
I forgive all your former Errors. / 4 

| ir 
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Sir Marr. Hang"em, they were only flips of Tous 


how peremptory and domineering th 

he ſees I have need of his Service: W 1 
of his Power a . 
hke any Spani 


=. , John, — 4, Lad Duye, Mills 


Meod. Is he here already, ſay'ſt thou? which is k 

Roſe. That Sun-burn'd Gentleman. 

Mood. My dear Boy Anthony, do I ſee thee 25a 
before I die? Welcome, welcome. 

Sir Mart. My dear Farher, I know it is you by h 
ſtin& ; for methinks I am as like you as it I were jy 
out of your Mouth. 

Roje. Keep it up, I befeech your Lordſhip. - 

{ Afidde to the Lin 

Lord. He's wondrous like indeed. 

L. Dupe. The very I of him. ; 

Mood. Anthony, You ſalute all this O ure; 
This is my Lord Dartmouth, this my Lady Duje, th 
her Niece Mrs. Chriſtian. [He ſalutes then 

Sir Mart. And that's my Siſter, methinles I have 
good Reſemblance of her too: Honeſt Sitter, I mul 
needs kiſs you, Sifter. -- 

" Warn. This Fool will AiCcover- himſelf, I foreſee i 
already by his Carriage to her. 

Mod. And now Anthony, pray: tell us a little of you 


Travels. 
Sir Mart. Time enough for that, forſooth Father, bl 


J have ſuch a natural Affection for my Siſter, that me 
thinks I could live and die with her: Give me tif 
Hand, ſweet Siſter. 

Sir Fun. She's beholden to you, Sir. 

Sir Mart. What if ſhe be, Sir, what's that to yoh 
Sir ? 

Sir John. F hope, Sir, 1 have not offended you ? 

Sir Mart. It may be you have, and it may be you hat 
not, Sir ; You ſee I have no Mind to ſatisfy you, 1 
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hat a Devil ! a Man cannot talk a little to his own Fleſh 
| Blood, but you mult be interpoſing with a Muftrain 


L Enough of this, goed Aarbeny, this Gentleman 
to marry your Siſter. 

Sir Mart. He marry my Siſter ! Ods foot, Sir, there 
» ſome Baſtards, that ſhall be nameleſs, that are as 
ll worthy to marry her, as any Man; and have as 
Dod Blood in their Veins. 

Sir Jabn. I do not queſtion it in the leaſt, Sir, 

Sir Mart. * Tis not your beſt Courſe, Sir; you marry 
y Silter ! what have you ſeen of the World, Sir ? I have 
n your Hurricanos, and your Calentures, and your E- 
ticks, and your Tropic Lines, Sir, an you go to that, 


Harn. You muſt excuſe my Maſter, the Sea's a little 
prking in his Brain, Sir. 
Sir Mart. And your Prefter Fohns 0 th“ E of-Indies, 
| your Great Turk of Rome and Perſia. 
Mud. Lord, what a thing it is to be Learned, and 
Traveller! Bodikin, it makes me weep for Joy; but, 
bonn, you _=_ not bear your ſelf too much upon your 
e 


2 


Mil Pray, Brother, be civil to this Gentleman for my 


Sir Mary. For your ſake, Sifter Milliſent, much may 
done, and here I kiſs your Hand on't. 


Harn. Yet again, Stupidity ? 
_ Nay, pray Brother Hands off, now you are 4 
Sir Mart. Dear Siſter, as I ama true Eaft- India Gentle- 


Mood. But pray, Son Anthony, let us talk of other Mat- 
and tell me truly, had you not quite forgot me ? 
dd yet I made woundy much of you when you were 
ng. 

r Mart. I remember you as well as if I faw you but 
ienday: A fine grey-headed —— grey-bearded old 
atleman as ever I ſaw in all my Life. 


Warn. 
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Warn. Afide.] Grey-bearded old Gentleman 
he Was a Scholar at Cambridge. | 

Mood. But do you remember where you were hy 

> | 
55 Mart. O yes, Sir, moſt perfectly, in the Iſe 
ſtay let me ſee, oh——now I have it. in the 1k 
of Silly. A | 

Mood. In the Iſle of Ep, ſure you mean? 

Warn. Without doubt he did, Sir, but this dam 
Iſle of $:/y runs in's Head ever ſince his Sea- Voyage, 

Mood. And your Mother's Name was — come, pry 
let me examine you for that I'm ſure you cane 


& Mart. Warner !_ what was it, Warner? 
Warn. Poor Mrs. Dorothy Draw-water, if the w 
now alive, what a —_— Day would this be to her} 
Mood. Who the Devil bid you ſpeak, Sirrak ? 
Sir Mart. Her Name, Sir, was Mrs. Dorothy [ 
Water. | 
Sir John. I'll be hang'd if this be not ſome Chat. 
Mill. He makes ſo many ſtumbles, he muſt ne 
fall at laſt. | f 
= But you remember, I hope, where you w 
rn? | 
Warn. Well, they may talk what they will of Ou 
for an Univerſity, but Cambridge for my Money. 
Mood. Hold your Tongue you Scanderbag Rogue y 
is is the ſecond time you have been talking when jt 
"Mould not. 
Sir Mart. I was born at Cambridge, I remember i 
perfectly as if it were but Yeſterday. 
Warn. How I ſweat for him ! he's remembring es 
ſince he was born. | | 
Mood. And who did you go over with to the Ea 
dies? | 
Sir Mart. Warner ! | 
Warn. Twas a happy thing, Sir, you lighted upon 
honeſt a Merchant as Mr. Bonaventure, to take Ol 
of him. | 1 


Mood. Sawcy Raſcal ! this is paſt all Sufferance. 
Roſe. We are undone, Warner, if this Diſcourſe go 
n any further. 

Lord Pray, Sir, take pity o'th* poor Gentlem an, he 
a5 more need of a good Supper, than to be aſk'd ſo many 
Nueftions. 

ir John. Theſe are Rogues, Sir, I plainly perceive 


Id you come home, Sir? 
Sir Mart. We came home by Land, Sir. 
Warn. That is, from India to Perfia, from Perſia 


ance. 
Sir Jobs. And from thence, over the narrow Seas on 
orſe-back | 


r't, Stay a little Anthony, I'll be with you preſently. 
[Exit Mood. 
Warr. That wicked old Man is gone for no good, I'm 
raid ; would I were fairly quit of him. LAlde. 
Mill. afide.} Tell me no more of Sir Martin, Roſe, 
wants natural Senſe, to talk after this rate; but for 
bis Warner, I am ſtrangely taken with him, how hand- 
imely he brought him off | 


Enter Moody with taus Cudgels. 


Mod. Among half a Score tough Cudgels I had in 
ty Chamber, I have made choice of theſe two as beſt 
die to hold out. | 

Mill. Alas! poor Warner muſt be beaten now for all 
Wit, would I could bear it for him. 

Warn. But to what end is all this Preparation, Sir? 
Mood. In the firſt place, for your Worſhip, and in the 


ON "as © 
Warn. Why d'ye think he is not? 


dw he is not. | 
Voi. II. ; H Warn. 
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; pray let me aſk him one Queſtion —— Which way 
Turkey, from Turkey to Germany, trom Germany to 


Mood. "Tis ſo, I diſcern it now, but ſome ſhall ſmoak 


Nt, for this Eaft-India Apoſtle, that will needs be my 


Mood. No, thou wicked Accomplice in his Deſigns, I 


— 
— — 
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Warn. Who, I his Accomplice ? I beſeech you, f, 


what is it to me, if he ſhould prove a Counterfeit! | 
aſſure you he has cozen'd me in the firſt . 

=. That's likely, i'faith, cozen his own $. 
vant 

Warn. As J hope for Mercy, Sir, I am an utter 8 
ger to him, he took me up but Yeſterday, and told 

Story word for word as he told it you. 

Sir Mart. What will become of us two now? I tf 
to the Rogue's Wit to bring me off. 

Mood. If thou would'ſt have me believe thee, take 
one of theſe two Cudgels, and help me to lay it a 
ſoundly. * 

2 With all — 4 Heart. ot | 

ood. Out you t, you Hypocrite, you Im 
ſtor : Do you come hither to- cozen an honeſt Mas 


* [ Beats hin, 

Sir Mart. Hold, hold, Sir! 1 

Warn. Do you come hither with a Lye to get 2 fr 
ther, Mr. Anthony of Eaft India? 

Sir Mart. Hold, you inhuman Butcher. 
Warn. I'll teach you to counterfeit again, Sir. 
Sir Mart. The Rogue will murder me. 

* Exit Sir Mat. 
Mood. A fair Riddance of 'em : Let's in and 
laugh at em. a = [Exeurt. 


Enter again Sir Martin and Warner. 


Sir Mart. Was there ever ſuch an Affront put upon 
Man, to be beaten by his Servant. F | 

Warn. After my hearty Salutations upon your Back- 
fide, Sir, may a Man have leave to aſk you, what 
News from the Megul's Country? 

Sir Mart. I wonder where thou hadſt the Impudence 
to move ſuch a Queſtion to me, knowing hcw thou 
haſt us'd me. | | 

Warn. Now, Sir, you may ſee what comes of yout 
Indiſcretion and Stupidity : I always gave you want 

| 6 
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of it, but for this time I am content to paſs it by with- 

out more Words, partly, becauſe I have already cor- 

rected you, though not ſo much as you deſerve. 

Sir Mart. Do'ſt thou think to carry it off at this rate, 

after ſuch an Injury ? | , 

Warn. You may thank your ſelf for't ; nay, 'twas 

very well I found ont that way, otherwiſe 1 had beer 

uſpected as your Accomplice. 

dir Mart. But you laid it on with ſuch a Vengeance, 

if you were beating of a Stock- fiſn. 

Warn. To confeſs the Truth on't, you had anger d 

ne, and I was willing to evaporate my Choler; if ou 

vill paſs it by fo, I may chance to hel you to your 
ſtreſs: No more Words of this Bulineſ;, adviſe you, - 

but go home and greaſe your Back. 

Sir Mart. In fine, I muſt fuffer it at his Hands: for 

my Shoulders had not paid for this Fault, my Purſe muſt 

ave ſweat Blood for't : The Rogue has got ſuch a hank 

JON me 

Parn. So, ſo! here's another of our Veſſels come in 

r the Storm that parted us! 


Enter Roſe. 


hat Comfort, Roſe, no Harbour near? 1 

Roe. My Lady, as you may well imagine, is moſt ex- 

amly incens'd againſt Sir Martin; but ſhe applauds your 

7 —_—_— Skies. I'll ſay no more, but thereby hangs 
e. | | 

dir Mart. I am confidering with my ſelf about a Plot, 

bring all about again, 

Roſe, Yet again plotting ! if you have ſuch a Mind 

a _=—_ no way ſo proper for you, as to turn Poet 

d Pugenello, 

Harn. Hark ! is not that Muſick in your Houſe ? 

[Muſick Plays. 


Roſe. Yes, Sir Jobn has given my Miſtreſs the Fid- 
&, and our ol Man is 3 Jocund yonder, — 
- | 


, 
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ſo hug himſelf to think how he has been revengd y 


on you. 
Warn. Why, he does not know twas we, I hope! 
Roſe. Tis all one for that. «bb 
Sir Mart. J have ſuch a Plot; I care not, I will pay 
an I were to be hang'd for't — ſhall I ſpeak, dx 
Warner ? let me now ; it does ſo wamble within 
juſt like a Clyſter, ?faith law, and I can keep it y 
longer for my Heart. 
Warn. Well, I am indulgent to you 3 out with it boldy 
in the Name of Nonſenſe. N 
Sir Mart. We two will put on Vizards, and with tl 
help of my Landlord, who ſhall be of the Party, gy 
Mumming there, and by ſome device of dancing, yt 
my Miſtreſs away unſuſpected by em all. 
Roſe. What if this ſhould hit now, when all your . 
jects have faild, Warner? | 
Warn. Would I were hang'd, if it be not ſomeaii 
probable : Nay, now J conſider better on't ——@ 
ceeding probable, it muſt take, tis not in Nature to 
avoided. | 45-1 
| n= Mart. O muſt it ſo, Sir! and, who may you thai 
rt ? | 
Warn. Now am I ſo mad he ſhould be the Author d 
this Device. How the Devil, Sir, came you to ſtun 
ont? 8 | 
Sir Mart. Why ſhould not my Brains be as fruitful 
yours, or any Man's ? | | 
Warn. This is ſo good, it ſhall not be your Plot, dc 
either diſown it, or I will proceed no further. 
Sir Mart. I would not loſe the Credit of my Plath 
in my Miſtreſs: The Plot's a good one, and III july 
it upon any Ground in England ; an you will notwal 
upon't, it ſhall be done without you. 
Roſe. I think the Knight has Reaſon. 
Warner. Well, I'll order however to the beſt a6 
vantage: Hark you, Roſe. [Whiſe 
Sir Mart. If it miſcarry by your Ordering, take nase 
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mn your Fault; tis well invented, I'll take my Oath 


l. I matt in to'em, for Er I thould be Seed 
but I'll acquaint my Lord, my old Lady, and all the 
reſt who ought to know it, with your Deſign. 

Warn. We'll be with you in a twinkling: You and I, 
Reſe, are to follow our Leaders, 1 pair'd to 
Night 

½ To have, and to hold, are dreadful Words, 
Warner; but for your fake I'll venture on em. [Exeunt. 


Eater Lord, Lady Dupe, and Chriſtian. 


L. Dupe. Nay! good my Lord, be patient. 
Lord. Does he think to give Fiddles and Treatments 
f Houſe where he has wrong'd a Lady? I'll never 
it. 


L. on But upon what ground will you raiſe your 


Lord. n 5 
— Dupe. He does not know yet why he was to be ar- 


22 7 that way again. 
Lord. I'll hear of nothing but Revenge. 
Enter Roſe. 


Roſe. Ves, pray hear me one word, my Lord, Sir 
Martin himſelf has made a Plot. 

Chr. That's like to be a good one: 

Re A Fool's Plot may be as Jucky as a Fool's Hand- 
el; tis a very likely one, and requires nothing for your 
part, but to get a Parſon in the next Room, we'll find 
work for him. 

L. Dupe. That ſhall be done immediately; Chriſtian,. 
make haite, and ſend for Mr. Ball the Non- conformiſt, 
tell him here are two or three Angels to be earn'd: 

Chr, And two or three Poſſets to be eaten: May IT not 

ut in that, Madam? 

L. Dupe. Surely you may. [Exit Chriſttan. 


H 3; Roje 
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2 _— — tis = this —— Oh! 
ey are here! pray take it in a whiſper: M 
knows of it already. 4 


Enter Moody, Sir John, and Milliſent. 
- Mill. Strike up again, Fiddle, I'll have a Frag 


Dance. 


L. . Your Company is like to be increas'd, Sir 
ſome Negbboun that heard your Fiddles are come: 
mumming to you. 
Mood. Let em come in, and we'll be jovy ; an I 
but my Hobby-horſe at home 

Sir Jobn. What, are they Men or Women? 

L. Dupe. I believe ſome *Prentices broke looſe. 

Mill. Roſe! go and fetch me down two Indian Gom 
and Vizard-masks —— you and I will diſguiſe to, 
and be as good a Mummery to them as they to us. 


[ Exit Rot 
Mood. That will be moſt rare. 


Enter Sir Martin Mar-all, Warner, Landlord di 
: guiſ d like a Tony. 


Mood. O here they come! Gentlemen Maskers youar 
we'come [Warner fiens to the Mufick for a Dont, 
He ſigns for a Dance I believe; you are welcome. M. 
Muſick, ſtrike up, PII make one as old as I am. 

Sir John. And I'll not be out. Dan 

Lord. Gentlemen-Maskers, you have had your Fv 
lick, the next turn is mine; bring two Flute- glaſſes a 
ſome Stools, ho, we'll have the Ladies Health. | 

Sir Fohn. But why Stools, my Lord? 

Lord. That you ſhall fee : The Humour is, that ts 
Men at a time are hoiſted up; when they are abo 
they name their Ladies, and the reſt of the = 

5 
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dance about them while they drink: This they call the 
ſolick of the Altitudes. 5 
Med. Some Highlander's Invention, I'll warrant it. 
lord. Gentlemen-maskers, you ſhall begin. 


They hoift Sir Mart. and Warn. 
dir Jobn. Name the Lag. 3 


lord. They point to Mrs. Milliſent and Mrs. Chriſtian. 
Lou's Touche ! Touche! 
[While they drink, the Company dances and fings : 
They are taken down. 
Med. A rare toping Health this: Come, Sir Fobn, 
you and I will be in our Altitudes. ? 
dir John. What new Device is this, tro? 
Mood. I know not what to make on't. | 
[When they are up, (the Company dances about em- 
Then dance off. Tony dances a Fagg. 
dir John. Pray, Mr. Fool, where's the reſt o'your 
ompany? I would fain ſee em again. [ Tony. 
Land. Come down and tell em ſo, Cudden. 
Sir John. I'll be hang'd if there be not ſome Plot in't, 
nd this Fool is ſet here to ſpin out the time. 
Mad. Like enough! undone ! undone ! my Daughter's 
one, let me down, Sirrah. 
Land. Yes, Cudden. 
Sir Fobn. My Miſtreſs is gone, let me down firſt. 
Lend. This is the quickeſt way, Cudden. 
He offers to pull down the Stcols. 
Sir John. Hold! hold ! or thou wilt break my Neck. 
Land. An you will not come down, you may ſtay 
ere, Cudden. {Exit Landlord dancing. 
Md. O Scanderbag Villains! | 
Sir Jobn. Is there no getting down? 
Maud. All this was long of you, Sir Fact. 
dir Fob. Twas long of your ſelf to invite them hi- 


* O you young Coxcomb, to be drawn in 
Ws ! ; | 

dir Jobn. You old Sot you, to bc 
Mood. Come but an Inch nearer, 


— 
— — 


I. 


caught ſo ſillily 
— Pl! ſo claw 


Sir John. 


= - +83 


— 
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Sir John. I hope I ſhall reach to hee. 
Mood. An *twere not for. thy wooden Breaft.yo 

"Sir Tobe. 1 hope to puſh thee down from Bahn 

Enter Lord, Lady Dupe, Sir Martin, Warner, 

p Milldent ed, * and Landl. 


. 


Lord. How, Gentlemen! what, quarrelling amm 
your ſelves! 

q _ Coxnowns! help me down, and let me hay 
fair play, he ſhall never marry my Daughter. 

Sir Mart. leading Roſe. No, Il be ſworn that he ful 
not, therefore never repine, Sir, for Marriages you king 
are made in Heay'n: In fine, Sir, we are join'd topethy 
in ſpight of Fortune. | 
" Rofe pulling off her Mask. That we are indeed, 
Martin, and thele are Witneſſes; therefore, in fine, w 
— repine, Sir, for Marriages you know are made! 
Heav'n. | 


Onn. Roſe ! 
. . Warn. What is Roſe ſplit in two? Sure I ha' got il. 
Roſe! | | 
Mill. Ay, the beſt Roſe you ever got in all your LI 
8 [ Pulls off her 
: Warn. This amazeth me ſo much, 1 know not what 
y or l 


Mood. My Daughter married to Warner ! 

Sir Mart. Well, I thought it impoſſible any Mai 
England ſhould have over-reach'd me; Sure Warner that 
was ſome Miſtake in this: Pr'ythee Billy let's ge tot 
Parſon to ſet all right again, that every Man may hat 
his own, before the matter go too far. 
- Warn. Well, Sir! for my part I will have nothing f 
ther to do with theſe Women, for I find they will bet 
hard for us, but een fit down by the Loſs, and contt 
my ſelf with my hard Fortune: But, Madam, do jt 
ever think I will forgive you this, to cheat me. into 
Eſtate of two thouſand Younds a Lear? 


«i - - Sir 1 


Sir MARTIN MARA-ALT. 16g 
eir Mart. An I were as thee, I would not be ſo ſerv'd, 


/ 
AL, I have ſerv'd him but right for the Cheat he put 
don me, when he perſuaded me you were a Wit 
x there's a Trick for your Trick, Sir. * 
Warn. Nay, I confeſs you have out- witted me. 

Sir John. Let me down, and T'll forgive all freely. 


Mad. What am I kept here for? 

Warn. I might in Policy keep you there, till your 
Daughter and J had been in private, for a little Conſum- 
nation: But for once, Sir, I'll truſt your goed Nature. 

[Takes him doxwn' too. 
Mod. An thou wert a Gentleman it would not grieve 


ne! . 

Mill. That I was aſſur'd of before I marry'd him, by 
5 Lord here. * 

Lord, J cannot refuſe to own him for my Kinſman, 
zough his Father's Sufferings in the late Times have 
ind his Fortunes. | 7 
Mood. But yet he has been a Serving-man. 

Warn. You are miſtaken, Sir, I have been a Maſter ; 
ad beſides, there's an Eſtate of eight hundred Pounds a 
Year, only it is mortgag'd for fix thouſand Pounds. 
Mad. Well, well bring it off; and for my part, I 
n glad my Daughter has miſs'd in fine there. 

dir Jobn. I will not be the only Man that muſt ſleep 
ithout a Bedfellow to Night, if this Lady will once a- 
am receive me. — i 

L. Dupe. She's yours, Sir. 

Lord. And the ſame Parſon, that did the former Exe- 
ion, is ſtill in the next Chamber; what with Cawdles, 
Vine, and Quidding, which he has taken in abundance, I 
unk he will be able to wheedle two more of you into 
atrimony. : 

Mill. Poor Sir Martin looks melancholy ! I am half 
ud he is in love. 

Warn. Not with the Lady that took him for a Wit, I 
ope. | . 
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Roſe. At leaſt, Sir Martin can do more than you 


Warner, for he can make me a Lady, which you 
_ - AG 
Sir Mart. ve loſt nothing but my Ma ; 
fine, I ſhall get another. Fung 
Mill. You'll do very well, Sir Martin, for you'l 
ver be your own Man, I affure you. 
Warn. For my part, I had lov'd you before, if I U 
follow'd my Inclination. 


| 
\ | | Mill. But now I am afraid you begin of the lateſt, g 


cept your Love can grow up like a Muſhroom ata Night 
warning. | | 


Warn. For that matter never trouble your ſelf, I g 
love as faſt as any Man, when I am nigh Poſſeſſion; q 
Love falls heavy, and never moves quick till it con 
near the Center; he's an ill Falconer that will unde 
before the Quarry be in aght. 

Love's an high- mettl'd Hawk that beats the Air, 

But ſoon grows weary When the Game's not near, 


$ Country Vicars, when the Sermon's done, 
B Run huddling to the Benediction; 

Il knowing, though the better fart may flay, 
vulgar Rout will run unbleſi away : 
we, when once our Play is done, make haffte 
b a ſhort Epilogue to cloſe your Taſte. 

bus «withdrawing we ſeem mannerly, 

when the Curtain's down, ewe peep and ſee 
Fury of the Wits, who fiill Ray late, 

in their Club decree the poor Play's Fate; 
ir Verdict back is to the Boxes brought, 

wee all the Town pronounces it their Thought. 
, Gallants, awe like Lilly can foreſee, 

if you ask us what our Doom will be, 

by to Morrow avill our Fortune caſt, 

be tells all things æuben the Tear is paſt. 


_—_— 
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mans HE writing of Prefaces to Plays, was 
probably invented by ſome very am- 
N þitious Poet, who never thought he 
had done enough: Perhaps by ſome 
Ape of the French Eloquence, which 
AD to make a Buſineſs of a Letter 
f Gallantry, an Examen of a Farce; and, in 
ſhort, a great Pomp and Oſtentatien of Words on 
ery Trifle, This is certainly the Talent of that 
Nation, and ought not to be invaded by any other. 
They do that out of Gaiety, which would be an 
Impolition upon us. 


We may ſatisfy our ſelves with ſurmounting them 
in the Scene, and ſafely leave them thaſe Trappings of 
Writing, and Flouriſhes of the Pen, with which they 
Alorn the Borders of their Plays, and which are in- 
Wed no more than good Landskips to a very indiffe- 
rent Picture. I muſt proceed no farther in this Ar- 
gument, leſt I run my ſelf beyond my Excuſe for 

Vo, II. I 3 Writing 


ſpear's Plot, namely, that of a Man who had rere 


more illuſtrate and commend each other. Ths 


16.4% _%a& 54 20-4 
Writing this. Give me leave therefore to tell 
Reader, that I do it not to ſet a Value on any thing] 
have written in this Play, but out of Gratitude to 
Memory of Sir William Davenant, who did me the 
Honour to join me with him in the Alteratig 
of it. 


It was originally Shakeſpear's : A Poet for whom 
he had particularly a high Veneration, and whom 
he firſt taught me to admire. The Play it (ﬆ 
had formerly been acted with Succeſs in the Baal 
Friers: And our excellent Fletcher had fo great 3 
Value for it, that he thought fit to make uſe d 
the ſame Defign, not much varied, a ſecond Tine 
Thoſe who have ſeen his Sea-/oyage, may eaſ 
diſcern that it was a Copy of Shakeſpear's Tempe; 
The Storm, the Deſart Iſland, and the Womar 
who had never ſeen a Man, are all ſufficient Tefi: 
monies of it. But Fletcher was not the only Pat 
who made uſe of 8hakeſpear”'s Plot: Sir 4 Suck 
ling, a profeis'd Admirer of our Author, has follow 
his Footſteps in his Goblins; his Regmella being u 
open Imitation of Shakeſpear's Miranda; and his 
Spirits, though Counterfeit, yet are copied fron 
Ariel. But Sir William Davenant, as he wa 1 
Man of a quick and piercing Imagination, con 
found that ſomewhat might be added to the Deſign 
of Shakeſpear, of which neither Fletcher nor Su: 
ling had ever thought: And therefore to put the lil 
Hand to it, he deſign'd the Counter-part to Shatt- 
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ſeen a Woman; that by this means thoſe two 
Characters of Innocence and Love might tix 


excellent Contrivance he was pleas'd to commt- 
nicate to me, and to deſire my Aſſiſtance in tt 
F confeſs, that from the very firſt Moment it 


- pleas 
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lead me, that I never writ any thing with more 
Delight. I * cage do him he 1 4 » 
acknowledge, that my Wi receiv ily his 
o faulty, as the reſt which I have done without 
Help or Correction of fo judicious a Friend. 
The Comical Parts of the Sailors were alſo of his 
Invention, and for the moſt Part his Writing, as 
you will eaſily diſcover by the Style. In the time 
I writ with him, I had the Opportunity to ob- 
ſerve ſomewhat more nearly of him, than J had 
formerly done, when I had only a bare Acquain- 
tance with him: I found him then of fo quick 
a Fancy, that nothing was propos'd to him, on 
which he could not ſuddenly produce a T0 
extreamly Pleaſant and Surpriſing: And thoſe firſt 
Thoughts of his, contrary to the old Latin Pro- 
verb, were not always the leaſt happy. And as his 
Fancy was quick, ſo likewiſe were he Products of 
it remote and new, He borrowed not of any other; 
and his Imaginations were ſuch as could not eaſil y 
enter into any other Man. His Corrections were ſo- 
ber and judicious: And he corrected his own Writings 
much. more ſeverely than thoſe of another Man, 
beſtowing twice the Time and Labour in poliſhing, 
which he us'd in Invention. It had perhaps been 
ealy enough for me to have arrogated more to my 
ſelf than was my Due, in the Writing of this Play, 

and to have paſs'd by his Name with ſilence in t 
Publication of it, with the ſame Ingratitude which 
others have us'd to him, whoſe Writings he hath 
not only corrected, as he hath done this, but has 
had a greater Inſpection over them, and ſometimes 
added whole Scenes together, which may as eaſily 
be diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, as true Gold from 
counterfeit by the Weight. But beſides the Unwor- 
thinels of the Action which deterred me from it 
2 14 (there 
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PREPACE. 

{there being nothing fo bafe as to rob the Dead d 
15 Reputation) 125 ſatisfy'd I could never have w. 
ceiv'd fo much Honour, in being thought the Ay 
thor of any Poem, how excellent ſoever, x | 
ſhall from the Joining my ImperfeCtions with the 
Merit and Name of Shakefpear and Sir William 
Davenant. 


December 1. 
1669. 


Joan DAT DIN 


* 


PRO L O G UE. 


A Lives under Ground, and thence new Branches fhast ; 
fem old Shakeſpear's hononr'd Duſt, this Day 


ings b buds. a new. remain, Play. 
— a (taught by none) did Hf 1mpart 
J Fletcher Wit, to labouring Johnſgn Art. 
H: Monarch-like, gave thoſe his Subjects Law, 
nd is that Nature which they paint and draw. 
letcher reach d that which on his Heights did grow, 
Mill Johnſon crept and gather A all below. 
Dis did his Love, and this his Mixth digeſt : 
One imitates him moſt, the other bel. 
If they have fince out-wwrit all other Men, 
Tis with the Drops which fell de Shakeſpear's Pen. 
De Storm aubich vaniſh d on the neighb'ring Sboar, 
Was taught by Shakeſpear's 77 fic to roar. 
That Innocence and Beauty which did ſmile 
ſr Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Iſle. 
But Shakeſpear's Magick could not copy u be, 
Within that Circle none durfl æuall but he. 
I muſt confeſs tauas bold, nor would you now 
That Liberty to unlgar Wits allow,  * 
Which works by Magick ſupernatural Things : 
But Shakeſpear's Pow'r is ſacred as a King's. 
Thoſe Legends from old -Priefiboad were receiv'd, 
And then he writ, as People then b'eliew d. 
But, if for Shakeſpear wwe your Grace implore, 
We for our Theater hall want it. more: 
Who by our Dearth of Yauths are ford dit employ 
Une of our Women to preſent a Boy. 
ind thai's a Transformation you will ſay, 
Exceeding all the Magick in the Play. 
Let none expect in the laſt Act to find 
lier Sex. transform d from Man to Woman-kind. 
Wrateer ſhe was before the Play began, 
All you ſhall ſee of her is perfect Man. 
Ur if your Fancy <will be farther led 
le ford her Woman, it muſt be a-bed. 
I 5 Dramatis 


A Cabin-Boy. 


AxlEL, an airy Spirit, Attendant on POST EIO. 


- - 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Aroxzo, Duke of Savey, and U ſurper of the Duks 
dom of Mantua. 

FERDINAND, his Son. 

ProsSPERO, right Duke of Millan. 

Ax rox 10, his Brother, U ſurper of the Dukedon, 

Gonzalo, a Nobleman of Savoy. 


HiyyoL1To, one that never ſaw Woman, right Hei 
of the Dukedom of Mantua. 


STEPHANO, Maſter of the Ship. 
MusTacno, his Mate. 
TrINCAaLo, Boatſwain. 
VENTroso, a Mariner. 

Several Mariners. i 


- " 


«. 


MIRANDA 72 (Daughters to Px OS PRO) that u 
Dok IN DA ver ſaw Man. 


Several Spirits, Guards to PR os pERO. 
CALIBAN, 
SYCORAX, his Siter, Two Monſters of the Iſl. 
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ACT LI SCENE I. 


The Front of the Stage is open'd, and the Band of twenty four 
" Violins, with the Harpficals and Theorbo's which accom- 


pany the Voices, are plac'd between the Pit and the Stage. 
While the Overture is playing, the Curtain riſes, and 
diſervers a new Frontiſpiece, join d to the great Pylaſters, 
on each fide of the Stage. This Frontiſpiece is a noble Arch, 
ſupported by large wreathed Columns of the Corinthian 


Order; the Wreathings of the Columns are beautify'd 


with Roſes wound round them, and ſeveral Cupids fly- 
ing about them. On the Cornice, juſt over the Capi- 
tals, fits on either fide 4 Figure, with @ Trumpet in 
ont Hand, and a Palm in the other, repreſenting Fame. A 
little farther, on the ſame Cornice, on each fide of a Com- 
paſs-pediment, lie a Lion and a Unicorn, the Supporters 
of the Royal Arms of England. In the middle of the 
Arch are ſeveral Angels, holding the King's Arms, as if 
they avere placing them in the midſt of that Compajs- 
pediment. Behind this is the Scene, which repreſents a 
thick Cloudy Sky, a very Rocky Coaſt, and a Tempeſtu- 
ous Sea in perpetual Agitation. This Tempeſt ( ſuppes'd 
to be rais'd by Magick) has many dreadful Object in it, 
« ſeveral Spirits in horrid Shapes flying down among 
The 
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the Sailors, then ri Pero in the A.. 
«whew the Ship 2 — 1 4 - 
9 falls upon et g atem 
amed with Lightning, au ſeveral Class of Thungy 
5 , End of the Sw. * 


Enter Muſtacho and Ventoſo. 
VEewmTOos 0. 


Fra: H AT a Sea comes in! 
_ AMuf. Ahoaming Sea! we fhall hay 


/ i foul Weather. 
| . 7 Enter 4, apa 
inc. The Scud comes againſt the WW 
wind, "twill blow hard. 
Enter Stephano 


Steph. Boſen ! 
Trine. Here, Maſter, what ſay you ? 
_ n let's off to Sea. A 
Muſt. s have Sea Room enou then {et it 
blow the Devil's Head off. * 
Steph. Boy ! Boy 
| Enter Cabin Boy. 
Bey. Vaw, yaw, here Maſter. 
Steph, Give the Pilot a Dram of the Bottle. 
[ Exetmt Stephano and By, 
Enter Mariners, and paſs over the Stage. 
Trinc. Bring the Cable to the Capſtorm. 
Enter Alonzo, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 
Alton. Good Boſen have a care; where's the Maſter? 
Play the Men. 
Trinc, Pray below. 
Anto. Where's the Maſter, Boſen ? 
Fine. Do you not hear him? You hinder us: Keep 
r Cabins, you help the Storm. 
Gong. Nay, good Friend be patient. 
Trine, Ay, when the Sea is: Hence ; what car? theſe 
Roarers for the Name of Duke? To Cabin; filence; 


Gent. Good Friend, remember whom thou haſt abow. 


Orin 


e 
in T: Cabin for the ill Hour. .Cheerly good 
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uc. None that I love more than my ſelf: Vou are 2 
ounſellor, if you can adviſe theſe Elements to ſilence, 
Wiſdom : If you cannot, make/your ſelf rea ly 
Hearts ! out 
four way, Sirs. FExewnt Trincalo and Mariners. 
Gms. I have great Comfort from this Fellow; me- 
hipks his Complexion is perfect Gallows ; ſtand faſt, 
good Fate, to his hanging; make the Rope of his Deſti- 
xy our Cable, for our own does little advan us; if he 
be not born to be hang d, we ſhall be drown d. ¶ Exit. 
Enter Trincalo and Stephano. 
Trine. Up aloft, Lads. Come, reef both Topſails. 
Steph. Make haſte, let's weigh, lets weigh, and off 
to Sea. [Exit Steph. 
Enter twwo Mariners, and paſi over the Stage. 
Trinc. Hands down ! Man your Main-Capſtorm. 
Enter Muſtacho and Ventoſo at the other Door. 
Maß. Up aloft ! and man your Seere-Capftorm . 
Vent. My Lads, my Hearts of Gold, get in your 
Capſtorm- Bar. Hoa up, hoa up, &c. 
' _ -FExennt Muſtacho and Ventoſo. 
5:ph. Hold on well! hold on well! nip well there; 
Quarter-Maſter, | get's more Nippers. [Exit Steph. 
Enter two Mariners, and paſs over again. | 
Trinc. Turn out, turn out all Hands to Capitorm. You 
Dogs, is this a time to ſleep ? Lubbord. Heave toge- 
ther, Lads. [ Trincalo whiſtles. 
| | [Exeunt Muſtacho and Ventoſo. 
Myſt. within. Our Vial's broke. 
Vent. within. * Tis but our Vial-block has given way. 
Come, heave Lads! we are fx d again. Heave together, 


Enter Stephano. 

Stez>, Cut down the Hammocks! cut down te Ham- 
mocks come, my Lads : Come, Bullies, chear up! heave 
lutily. Te Anchor's a Peek. 

Trinc. Is the Anchor a Peek? 

Steph, Is a weigh is a weigh. 


Tine. 
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 Trinc. Up aloft, my Lads, upon the Fore-caſtle! ( 
the Anchor, cut him. © | 
All wvithin. Haul Catt, haul Catt, &c. Haul Cu 
han! : Haul Catt, haul. Below. 

Steph. Aſt, aft, and looſe the Miſen ! 
-"'Tinc. Get the Miſen-tack aboard. Haul aft Miſen-ſem 
| Enter Muſtacho. | 

Muſt. Looſe the Main-top-ſail ! | | 
* Steph. Let him alone, there's too much Wind. 

inc. Looſe Fore-ſail! haul aft both Sheets! tin 
ker right afore the Wind. Afﬀt ! aft! Lads, and haley 
the Miſen here. 

Muft. A Mackrel-gale, Maſter. 

Steph. within. Port hard, port! the Wind veeres fix. 
ward, bring the Tack aboard Port is. Star-board, Str. 
board, a little ſteady ; now ſteady, keep her thus, 1 

nearer you cannot come, till the Sails are looſe. 
| Enter Ventoſo. 

Vent. Some Hands down: The Guns are looſe. 

[Ex. Mul. 

 Trinc. Try the Pump, try the Pump. [Ex. Ven. 

Enter Muſtacho at the other Door. 

Mufti. O Maſter ! fix Foot Water in Hold. 

Steph. Clap the Helm hard aweather ! Flat, flat, flat, 

in the Fore-ſheet there. 

Trinc. Over-haul your Fore-boling. 

Steph. Brace in the Lar-board. (Ext, 
; Trinc. A Curſe upon this howling, [ Agreat Cry within 

They are louder than the Weather. 

| | Enter Antonio and Gonzalo. 
Yet again, what do you here? Shall we give o'er, and 

drown ? Ha' you a mind to fink ? 

Gonz. A Pox o 7 Throat, you bawling, blaſphe- 
mous, uncharitable Dog. 

Trine. Work you then and be poxt. 

Arto. Hang, Cur, hang, you # pr inſolent Noiſe- 
maker, we are leſs afraid to be drown'd than thou art. 

Trinc. Eaſe the Fore-brace a little. [ Ext. 

Gonz. Þ'll warrant him for drowning, though the Ship 

were no ſtronger than a Nut-ſhell, and as leaky as an 
unſtanch' d Wench. Entir 
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Enter Alonzo and Ferdinand. 

Ferd. For my ſelf I care not, but your Los brings a 
vouſand Deaths to me. | 
An. O name not me, I am grown old, my Son; 
| now am tedious to the World, and that, 
By uſe, is ſo to me: But, Ferdinand, 
T orieve my Subjects Loſs in thee : Alas! 
| {uffer juſtly for my Crimes, but why 
Thou ſhould" ſt © Heaven [4 Cry withis, 
Hark! farewel, my Son, a long farewel! _ 

Enter Trincalo, Muſtacho, and Ventoſo. 

inc. What, muſt our Mouths be cold then? 

Vent. All's loſt. To Prayers, to Prayers. ' 

Gmz.. The Duke and Prince are gone within to Prayers. 
Let's aiſiſt them. 

Maß. Nay, we may e' en pray too, our 
Cafe is now alike. 

Ant. Mercy upon us ! we ſplit, we ſplit! 

Conz. Let's all fink with the Duke, and the young 
Prince. | [ Exeunt. 

Enter Stephano and Trincalo. | 

Trine. The Ship is ſinking. [ 4 new Cry within. 

Steph. Run her aſhore ! 

Trinc. Luff! loft! or we are all loſt! there's a Rock 
upon the Starboard-bow. 

Steph. She ſtrikes, ſhe ſtrikes ! All ſhift for themſelves. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE Il. 


In the midſi of the Shower of Fire, the Scene changes. The 
Cloudy Sky, Rocks, and Sea vaniſh ; and when the Lights 
return, diſcover that beautiful Part FA the Mand, which 
was the Habitation of Proſpero: Tig compos'd of three 
Walks of Cypreſs-Trees, each Side-walk leads to a Cawve, 
in one of which Proſpero keeps his Daughters, in the 
otber Hippolito : The Middle-walk is of great Depth, 

and leads to an open Part of the Iſland. 


Enter Proſpero and Miranda. 
Proſþp. Miranda, where's your Siſter ? 
Mir. 1 left her looking from the pointed Rock, 
At the Walk's end, on the huge beat of Waters. 
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Prop. It is-a-dreadful Object. 

Mir. If by your Art, 
My deareſt Father, you have put them in 
This ar, allay em quiokly. 

Proſp. I have ſo order'd, 
That not one Creature in the Ship is loſt: 
I have done nothing but in care of thee, 
My Daughter, and thy pretty Siſter: 
You both are Ignorant of what you are, 
Not knowing whence Lam, nor that I'm more 
Than Proſpero, Maſter of a narrow Cell, 
And thy unhappy Father. 

Mir. I ne'er endeavour'd 
To: know more than you were pleas'd to tell me. 

Proſp. I ſhould inform thee farther. 

Mir. You often, Sir, began to tell me what I am, 
But then you ſtopt. 6 

Proſp. The Hour's now come; 
Obey, and be attentive. Canſt thou remember 
A time before we came into this Cell? 
do not thinle thou canſt, ſor then thou wert not 
Full three Vears old. 
Mir. Certainly J can, Sir. 

- Projþ. Tell me the Image then of any thing 
Which thou doſt keep in thy Remembrance ſtill. 

Mir. Sir, had I not four or five Women once that 
tended me ? | 

Proſp. Thou hadſt, and more, Miranda: What feel 

thou elſe 
In the dark Back-ward, and Abyſs of Time? 
If thou remembreſt ought ere thou cam'ſt here, 
Then how thou camꝰſt thou may'ſt remember too, 

Mir. Sir, that J do not. 

Prop. Fifteen Years ſince, Miranda, 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millain, and 
A Prince of Power. 

Mir. Sir, are not you my Father ? 

Prop. Thy Mother was all Virtue, and ſhe ſaid 
Thou waſt my Daughter, and thy Siſter too. 

Mir. O Heay*ns ! what foul Play had we, that 
We bither-came, or was't a Bleſſing that we did? 
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Both, both, my Girl. 

1 but E 2 47 

Proſp. My Brother, and thy Uncle, call'd Antonio, 

rs whom I truſted then the Manage of my State, 

Vhile I was wrap'd with ſecret Studies: That falſe Uncle 

wing attain'd the Craft of granting Smits, 

ns Sneak them ; whom to advance, 


br lop for I , ſoon was grown 

The fey which di hide my Princely Trunk, 

nd ſuck d my Verdure out: Thou attend'ſt not. 

Mir. O good Sir, I do. 

Proſp. I thus neglecting worldly Ends, and bent 

ro Cloſeneſs, and the bettering of my Mind, | 

Vak'd in my falſe Brother an evil Nature: He did be · 
lieve | 


e was indeed the Duke, becauſe he then 
Did execute the outward Face of Sovereignty. 
Do'ſt thou ſtill mark me? 

Mir. Your „ would cure Deafneſs. 
Prob. This | 


Duke 

leeds would be #bfolute in Millain, and Confederate 
ich Savey's Duke, to give him Tribute, and 
0 do him Homage. | 
Mir. Falfe Man ! | | 
Prop. This Duke of Sawoy +, Ya Enemy 
0 me inveterate, ſtrait grants my Brother's Suit, 
ind on a Night mated to his Defign, 

et po the Gates of Millain, and 2 
* of Darkneſs 2 8 | 

y Siſter, - cryin | 

Mir. A N did they not 123 deſtroy us ? 
Prop. They durft not, Girl, in Millain, for the Love 
Ply People bore me; in ſhort, they hurry'd us iS 
way to Savoy, and thence aboard a Park at Ni/a's Port, 
bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they .prepar'd. 
1 rotten Carkaſs of a Boat, not rigg'd, P 
No Tackle, Sail, nor Maft; the very Rats . 
InſtinRtively had quit it. 

Mir. Alack! what Trouble 
Was I then to-you'! 


Profþ, 


And give it way; I know thou canit not chuſe. 


I flam'd Amazement; and ſometimes I ſeem'd 
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Prop. Thou and thy Siſter were 3 
Two Cherubins, which did preſerve me : You both 
Did ſmile, infus'd with Fortitude from Heay'n, 

Mir. How came we aſhoar ? 

Profp. By Providence Divine, 


Some Food we had, and ſome freſh Water, which þ 


A Nobleman of Sawey, call'd Gonzalo, 
Appointed Maſter of that black Deſign, - 

Gave us; with rich Garments, and all Neceſſaries, 
Which ſince have ſteaded much ; And of his 
(Knowing I lov'd my Books) he furniſh'd me 
From mine own Library, with Volumes which 
I prize above my Dukedom. | 
. Mir. Would I might ſee that Man! 

Prob. Here in this Iſland we arriv'd, and here 

Have I your Tutor been. But by my Skill 

I find, that my Mid-heaven doth depend 

On a moſt happy Star, whoſe Influence 

If I now court not, but omit, my Fortunes 
Will ever after droop : Here ceaſe more Queſtions, 
Thou art inclin'd to ſleep: "Tis a good Dulneſs, 


[She fallt aſig 
Come away, my Spirit: I am ready now, approach 
My Ariel, come. 
Enter Ariel. 


Ariel. All hail, great Maſter, grave 
Sir, hail, I come to anſwer thy beſt Pleaſure, 
Be it to fly, to ſwim, to ſhoot into the Fire, 
To ride on the curl'd Clouds ; to thy ſtrong bidding, 
Taſk Ariel, and all his Qualities. 
_ Proſp. Haſt thou, Spirit, perform'd to point 
The I empeſt that I bad thee ? 
Ariel. To every Article, 
I boarded the Duke's Ship, now on the Beak, 
Now in the Waſte, the Deck, in every Cabin, 


Do burn in many places, on the Top- maſt, 

The Yards, and Bow-ſprit, I did flame diſtinctly; 

Nay, once I rain'd a Shower of Fire upon em. Pr 
n * 71 


D 
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Prop. Ry brave Spirit ! 
Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this Coil 
Did not infect his Reaſon ? 
rie. Not a Soul 
zut felt-n Fever of the Mind, and plaid 
zome Tricks of Deſperation ; all, 
dt Mariners, plung'd in the foaming Brine, 
ind quit the Veſlel : The Duke's Son, Ferdinand, 
Vith Hair upſtaring, (more like Reeds than Hair) 
vas the firſt Man that leap'd ; cry'd, Hell is empty, 
nd all the Devils are here. 
Prop. Why that's my Spirit! 
But was not this nigh Shoar? 
Fiel. Cloſe by, my Maſter. 
Prob. But, Ariel, are they ſafe ? 
Ariel. Not a Hair periſh'd. 
In Troops I have diſpers d them round this Iſle. 
The Duke's Son I have landed by himſelf, 
Whom I have left warming the Air with Sighs, 
n an odd Angle of the Iſle, and ſitting, | 
His Arms he folded in this ſad Knot. | 
Proſþ. Say how thou haſt diſpos'd the Mariners 
Of the Duke's Ship, and all the reſt o' th' Fleet? 
Ariel. Safely in Harbour 
Is the Duke's Ship, in the deep Nook, where once 
Thou called'ſt me up at Midnight to fetch Dew 
From the Still-vex'd Bermoothes, there ſhe's hid, 
The Mariners all under Hatches ſtow'd, 
Whom, with a Charm, join'd to their ſuffer'd Labour, 
[ have left aſleep ; and for the reſt o' th' Fleet, / 
(Which I diſpers'd) they all have met again, 
And are upon the Mediterrazean Float, 
Bound ſadly home for Italy ; 
duppoſing that they ſaw the Duke's Ship wrack'd, 
And his great Perſon periſh. | 
Prop. Ariel, thy Charge 
Eractly is perform'd, but there's more Work: 
What is the time o' th* Day? 
4riel.” Paſt the Mid- ſeaſon. 
Prep. At leaſt two Glaſſes: 


Told thee no Lyes, made thee no Miſtakings, 
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The Time *tween fix and now —_ by us both 
Be ſpent moſt ;preciouſly. 
Ariel. Is there more Toil ? | 
Since thou doſt give me Pains, let me remember 
Thee what thou haſt promiſed, which is not yet 
Perform'd me. 
Proſp. How now, Moedy ? 
What ist thou canſt Demand? ö 
_ My Liberty. J 
Proſp. Before the Time be out? no more. 
Ariel. I pr ythee ! 
Remember I have done thee faithful Service, 


Serv'd without or Grudge, or Grumblings : 
Thou didſt promiſe to bate me a full Year. 
Preſp. Doſt thou forget 
From whata Torment I did free thee ? 
Ariel. No. 
Prop Thou doſt, and think' it much to tread the 
Ooze 
Of the ſalt . 
To run againſt the ſnarp Wind of the North, 
To do my Buſineſs in the Veins W 
When 15 is bak'd with Froſt. 
Profs. Thou h k, malignant Thing ! haſt thou fog 
ro u ly ng t 
The 2 Witch Sycarax, Who, with Age and Envy, 
Was grown into a Hoop ? Haſt thou forgot her ? 
iel. No, Sir. 
Proſp. Theu haſt ; where was ſte born? Speak, tell a. 
Ariel. Sir, in Argier. 
Proſp. Oh, — I muſt 
Once every Month recount what thou haſt been, 
Which thou forgett'ſt. This damn'd Wie Sycorax 
For Miſchiefs manifold, and Sorceries 
Too terrible to enter human He 
From A-gier. thou know'ſt was ban : 
But for one thing ſhe did, 
They would not take her Life: Is. not this ie? 
. Ay, Sir. 
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Prop, Tis blue-ey'd Hag was hither brought with 
And here was left by th Sailors; thou, my Slave, 
As thou report'ſt thy ſelf, waſt then her Servant, 
And *cauſe thou waſt a Spirit too delicate 
To aft her earthy and abhorr'd Commands ; 
Refuſing her grand Heſts, ſhe did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent Minifters, 
in her unmitigable Rage) into a cloven Pine, 
Within whoſe Rift impriſon'd, thou didſt pamfully 
Remain'a dozen Years; within which ſpace ſhe dy*d, 
And leſt thee there; where thou didſt vent thy Groans, 
As faſt as Mill-wheels ftrike. Then was this Ifle 
(Save for two Brats, which ſhe did Litter here, 
The brutiſh Caliban, and his Twin-diſter, 
Two freckled hag-born Whelps) not honour'd with 
A human Shape. | | 
Ariel. Yes! Caliban her Son, and Sycorax his Siſter. 
Proſp. Dull thing, I fay fo; he, 
That Caliban, and the, that Sycorax, | 
Whom I now in Service. Thou beſt know'ſt 
What Torment I did find thee in, thy Groans 
Did make Wolves how), and penetrate the Breaſts 
Of ever-ahgry Bears, it was a Torment 
To lay upon the Damn'd, which Syeorax 
Could ne er again undo: It was my Art, "ID! 
When I arriv'd, and heard thee, made the Pine 
To gape, and let thee out. 
Fiel. T thank thee, Maſter. 
Prop. If thou more murmur'ſt, I will rend an Oak, 
And peg thee in his knotty Entrails, till thou © 
Haſt how'd away twelve Winters more. 
Ariel: Pardon, Maſter, 
I will be correſpondent to command, 
And be a gentle Spirit. part 
rep. Do ſo, and after two Days I'll diſcharge thee. 
| 4riel. Thanks, my great Maſter. | But I have yet 
one Requeſt. | | 
Prop. What's that, my Spirit? 
Ariel. I know that this Day's Buſineſs is W 
2 
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Requiring too much Toil for one alone. 
I have a gentle Spirit for my Love, 
Who twice ſeven Years has waited for my Freedom: 
Let it appear, it will aſſiſt me much, 
And we with mutual Joy ſhall entertain 
Each other. This I beleech you grant me. 

Prop. Y ou ſhall have your dehre. 
Ariel. That's my 511 - aſter. Milcha! 
cha flies down to his 4 
Mil. I am here, my 4 Ha 
Ariel. Thou art free | welcome, my Dear! 
„What ſhall we do? Say, ſay, what ſhall we do? 
Profp. Be ſubject to no Sight but mine, inviũble 
To every Eye- ball elſe. Hence with diligence, 


Anon thou ſhalt know — — | 
1 94 [ They both and croſs in the ty 
Thou haſt ſlept well, my chi? 8 4 To My, 


Mir. The Sadneſs of your Story put Heavinels in ne 
Proſp. Shake it off; come on, I'll now call Caliban, th 
Slave, who never yields us a kind Anſwer, 
Mir. Tis a Creature, Sir, I do not love to look a 
Prof. But as tis, we cannot miſs him; he does makeoy 
Fire, fetch in our Wood, and ſerve in Offices that 
us: What hoa ! Slave! Caliban! thou Earth thou, ſpall 
= Calib. within. There's Wood enough within. 
! Prop. Thou poiſonous Slave, got by the Devil himk 
| Upon thy wicked Dam, come forth, 
Enter Caliban, 
| Calib. As wicked Dew, as e er my Mother bmi 
with Raven's Feather from unwho'e{om Fens, drop af 
| . you both; A South-weſt Wind blow on you, and biin 
you all o'er. 
| Profp.For this be ſure, to Night thou ſhalt have Cramps 
| Side · ſtitches, that ſhall — thy Breath up; Urchins fl 
| prick thee till thou bleed'ſt: Thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
| thick as Honey-combs, each Pinch more ſtinging ti 
the Bees which made em. | 
Calib. I muſt eat my Dinner: This Iſland's minedf 
Sycorax my Mother, which thou took ſt from me. Wit 
ou cam ſt firſt, thou firoak dſt me, and mad'ſt nd 
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ne, would t give me Water with Berries in't, andteach 
ne how to name the bi is ht, and how the leſs, 
hat burn by Day and 12 then I loy'd thee, 
d fhew'd 2 all the oth of the Iſle, the Freſh- 
ſprings, Brine-pits, barren Places and fertile. Curs'd be 
that I did ſo : All the Charms of Sycorax, Toads, Bee- 
tle: Bats, l ht on thee, for I am all the Subjects that 
thou haſt. I firſt was mine own Lord; and here thou 
2 EF whiles thon dot keep from 
ne the reſt o'th* Iſland. 
| Pr. Thou moft lying Slave, whom Stripes, may 
move; not Kindneſs : I have us'd * — Filth as thou 
) with human Care, and lodg'd thee in mine own 
Cell, till thou didſt ſeek to 5 the Honour of my 
hildren. 5 
Calib. Oh ho, oh ho, would't had been done: Thou 
kdſt prevent me, I had peopl'd elſe this Ifle with Cali- 


. Abhorred Slave ! who ne'er wouldſt any print of 
take, being capable of all Il: I pity'd "thee, 
js Pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each-Hour 
e thing or other; when thou didſt not (Savage) know 
| by own eaning, but wouldſt gabble, like a thing moſt 
rage F endow'd thy Purpoles with Words, which 
e them known: But thy wild Race (tho thou digft 
arm} had that in't, which good Natures could not abide 
wk Therefore waſt thou deſervedly pent up into 
Calib. You taught me Language, and my Profit by it 
1 red Botch rid you for 


2 
ined 11 
n vel, and be quick | "A 
0 anſwer other Buſineſs : Shrug'f thou (Malice) 
Wi thou neglecteſt, or doſt unwillingly 
I command, I'll wrack thee with old. Cramps; 
Mall hy Bones with Aches, make thee roar, _ 
1 thy Din. by 
Calib. No pr'y 
muſt obey. > Art h of foch power, 
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It would controul my Dam's God, Setebor, 
And make a Vaſſal of hin 
„ Ein ene 
* xeunt 0 | eWral 
| Enter Dorinda. . 
Dor. Oh, Siſter! what have I beheld ! 
Mir. What is it moves you ſo? 
Dor. From yander Rock, | 
As I my Eyes caſt down upon the Seas, 
The whiftling Winds blew py: on my Face,” 
And the Waves roar'd ; at firſt I thought che War 
Had been between themſelves, but ſtrait I ſpy d 
Mir. O you mean the Ship. 
Dor. Is't not a Creature then ? It ſeem'd alive. 
Mir. But what of #? | 
Dor. This floating Ram did bear his Horns abo, 
All ty'd with Ribbands raffling in the Wind; 
Sometimes he nadded down his Head a-while, . 
And then the Waves did heave him to the Moon; 
He clambꝰ' ringt o the Top of all the Billows, 
And then again he curtſy d down ſo low, 
I could not fee him: Till, at laſt, all ſide- long 
Wich a great Crack his Belly burſt in pieces. 
Mir. There all had periſh'd, 
Had not my Father's magick Art reliev'd them. 
But, Siſter, I have ſtranger News to tell you; 
In this great Creature there were other Creatures, 
And ſhortly we may. chance to ice that thing, 
Which you have heard my Father call, a Man. 
Dor. But what is that? For yet he never told me. 
Mir. I know no more than you: But I have bent 
My Father ſay, we Women were made for him. 
Dor. What, that he ſhould eat us, Siſter ? 
Mer. No ſure, you fee my Father is a Man, aud 
He does us good. I would he were not old. 
Dor. Methinks indeed it would be figer, if 
We two had two young Fathers. A 
Mir. No, Siſter, no, if they were young, my Fae 
Said, we mult call them Brothers. 1 
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Dor. But pray how does it come, that we two are 
Not Brothers then, and have got Beards like him? 
Mir. Now 1. confeſs you poſe me. 
Dor. How did he come to be our Father too? 
Mr. I think he found us when we both were littl 
And grew within the Ground. . | 1 
Der. Why could he not find more of us? Pray, Siſter, 
Let you and I look up and down one Day, | 
To find ſome little ones for us to;play with. . 
Mir. Agreed ; but now we muſt. go in. This is 
The Hour wherein my Father's. ( will work, 
Which ſeizes all who are in open Air : ds: Sig 
Th' effect of this great Art L long to ſee, | 
Which will perform as much as Magick can. 
Der. And TI, methinks, more long to ſee a Man. 


"8. | 
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n. SCENE changes to the wilder part of the Nad, 
'tis compos'd of divers forts of Trees, and barren Places, 
with a Praſpect of the Sea at a great diſtance. | 


Enter Stephano, Muſtacho, and Ventoſo. 


Vent. 1 HE Runlet of Brandy was a loving Runlee, 
and floated after us out of pure pity. 
Maß. This Kind Bottle, like an old Acquaintance, ſwam 
after it. And this Scollop-ſhell is all our Plate now. 
. N59 well we have found ſomething ſince we 
I pr'ythee fill a Soop, and let it go round. 
Where haſt. thou laid the Runlet ? 

Mußt. I'th' hollow of an old Tree. ' 
Vent. Fill apace, we cannot live long in this barr 
Iland, and we may take a Soop before Death, as well 

u others drink at our Funerals. 

Myft. This is Prize-Brandy, we ſteal Cuſtom, and it 
ſts nothing. Let's have two Rounds more. 

You. II. K Vent! 
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as you ſay, hang Loſſes. Pr'ythee fill again. 
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Vent. Maſter, what have you ſav'd? 
Steph. Juſt nothing but my ſelf. Of 
Vent. This works comfortably on a cold Stomach, 
Steph. Fill us another Round. 
Vent. Look ! — * — ws Loſſes, 25 ley 
as we have Brandy left. Pr'ythee leave weeping. 
Steph. He ſheds his Brandy out of his Eyes: Hef 
drink no more. 
Muſt. This will be a doleful Day with old Be,. de 
gave me a gilt Nutmeg at parting. That's loſt too. By 


Vent. Beſhrew thy Heart for putting me in mind i 
thy Wife, I had not thought of mine elſe. Nature ul 
ſhew it ſelf, I muſt melt. I pr'ythee fill again, my Wiki 
a good old Jade, and has but one Eye left : But ſhe'll wy 
out that too, when ſhe hears that I am dead. 

_ Steph, Would you were both hang'd for puttign men 
thought of mine. 

Vent. But come, Maſter, Sorrow is dry! there's fory 
a 


887 5. A Mariner had e' en as good be a Fiſh as a lia 
but for the Comfort we get aſhoar: O for an old ij 
Wench now I am wet. 

Muft. Poor Heart! that would ſoon make you dr 

in: But all is barren in this Iſle : Here we may let 
Hull till the Wind blow Nore and by South, ere we a 
cry, a Sail, a Sail, at ſight of a white Apron. And tber 
fore here's another Soop to comfort us. 

Vent. This Iſle's our own, that's our comfort, fortit 
Duke, the Prince, and all their Train, are periſhed, 

Muft. Our Ship is ſunk, and we can never get hont 
again: We muſt e'en turn Salvages, and the next d 
catches his Fellow may eat him. 

Vent. No, no, let us have a Government; for if u 
live well and orderly, Heav'n will drive Shipwra 
aſhoar to make us all rich; therefore let us carry gi 
Conſciences, and not cat one another. 

Steph. Whoever eats any of my Subjects, I'll brak 
out his Teeth with my Scepter: For I was Maſterat% 
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aud will be Duke on Land: You Muſtachs have been 
my Mate, and ſhall be my Vice-Roy. 

Vent. When you are Duke, you may chuſe your Vice- 
Roy ; but I am a free Subject in a new Plantation, and 
will have no Duke without my Voice. And ſo fill me 
the other Soop. 5 

Steph. whiſpering. Ventoſo, Doſt thou hear, I will ad- 
yance thee, pr ythee give me thy Voice. 

Vent. I'll have no whiſperings to corrupt the Election; 
and to ſhow that I have no private Ends, I declare alo 
that I will be Vice-Roy, or I'll keep my Voice for ni 


elf. 

Muſt. Stephano, hear me, I will ſpeak. for the People, 
becauſe there are few, or rather none in the Iſle to ſpeak 
for themſelves. Know then, that to prevent the farther 
ſhedding of Chriſtian Blood, we are all content Ventoſo 
ſhall be Vice-Roy, upon Condition I may be Viceroy 
over him. Speak, good People, are you well agreed? 
what, no Man anſwer ? well, you may take their Silence 
| nr You ſpeak: for the People, Mufacko? I'll 

Vent. You e People, Muftacho? I 
for em, and — generally with — Voice, 4 
6 ; that there ſhall be no Vice-Roy but the Duke, un- 

$I be he. 


your Face ! Cold Iron ſhall decide it [ Both draw. 
Steph. Hold, loving Subjects: We will have no Civil 
War during our Reign: I do hereby appoint you both to 
be my Vice-Roys over the whole Land. 
Bath. Agreed ! agreed! 
Enter Trincalo, with @ great Bottle, half drunk. 
Vent. How ! Trincalo our brave Boſen ! 
Myſt. He reels: Can he be drunk with Sea-water 2? 
Tris. Sings. I foall no more to Sea, to Sea, 
k Here I ſhall die Afhoar. 
1s is a very ſcurvy Tune to ſing at a Man's Funeral, 
but here's my Comfort. [ Drinks. 
dings. The Maſter, the Sauabber, the Gunner, ard I, 
The Surgeon and his Ma te, 
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Maß. You declare for the People, who never ſaw 
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496 The TEMPEST. 
Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery 
But none of us og for Kate. ] 
For ſhe had u Tongue with a Tang, 
Won d cry to a Sailor, Go hang : 
She bow d not the Sawvour of Tar nor of Pitch, 
Yet a Tailor might ſcratch her where-e er ſhe did ud 

This is a ſcurvy Tune too, but here's my Comſon 4 

gun. & [ Drink, 

Steph. We have got another Subject now ; welcont, 

lcome into our Domin ions? 

Trinc. What Subject, or what Dominions ? here's of 
Sack, Boys; The King of Good-fellows can be no db 
ect. I will be old S:m the King. 

Muft. Hah, old Boy! how didſt thou ſcape ? 
Trinc. Upon a Butt of Sack, Boys, which the Sail 
threw over-board : But are you alive, hoa ! for I wit 
tipple with no Ghoſts till 'm dead: Thy Hand, If 
cho, and thine, Ventoſo; the Storm has done its wort 
Stephano alive too! give thy Boſen thy Hand, Maſter. 
Vient. You muſt kiſs it then, for I muſt tell you, m 
Have choſen him Duke in a full Aſſembly. 
Tyinc. A Duke! where? what's he Duke of? 
Mußt. Of this Iſland, Man. Oh Trincalo, we ame il 
made, the Iſland's empty; all's our own, Boy; and 
will ſpeak to his Grace for thee, that thou may ſt hea 
great as we are. "af 4 
 Trinc. You great? what the Devil are you ? 
Vent. We two are Vice Roys over all the Iſland: a 
when we are weary of Governing, thou ſhalt ſucceed u. 
Trinc. Do you hear, Ventoſo, 1 will fucceed you in bat 
your Places before you enter into em. 
Steph. Trincalo, fleep, and be ſober; and make 1 
more Uproars in my Country. 
Trinc. Why, what are you, Sir, what are:you ? 
Steph. What IT am, I am by free Election, and 0 
Trincalb, are not your {elf ; but we pardon your fl 
Fault, becauſe it is the firſt Day of our Reign. 
Triac. Umph, were Matters carried fo ſwimming}# 
gainſt me, whilft I was ſwimming, and faving my * 
tor the good of the People of this Iſland ? 10 
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Mel. Art thou mad, Trincalo? wilt thou diſturb a 
„ med Government, where thou art a meer Stranger to 
te Laws of the Country ? 
Tyinc. I'll have no Laws. 
Vint. Then Civil-war begins. | Vent. Muſt. a. 
$:eph. Hold, hold, I'll have no Bloodſhed, my Sub- 
tz are but few : Let him make a Rebellion by him- 
{elf; and a Rebel I Duke Stephano declare him: Vice- 
Roys, come away. 
Finc. And Duke Trincals declares, that he will make 
open War where-ever he meets thee or thy Vice-Roys. 
[Exeunt Steph. Muſt. and Vent. 
Enter Caliban with Waod upon his Back. 
Tine, Hah! who have we here ? 
Calib. All the Infections that the Sun ſucks up from 


Inch-meal a Diſeaſe: His Spirits hear me, and yet I 


Urchin ſhows, pitch me Yth* Mire, nor lead me in the 
Dark out of my Way, unleſs he bid 'em : But for every 
Trifle he ſets them on me, ſometimes like Baboons they 
mow and chatter at me, and often bite me ; like Hedge- 

then they mount their Prickles at me, tumblin 

re me in my barefoot way. Sometimes I am all 
wound about with Adders, who with their cloven 
Tongues hiſs me to Madneſs. Hah! yonder ſtands one 
of his Spirits ſent to torment me. 

Trinc. What have we here, a Man, ora Fiſh? This is 
Wome Monſter of the Iſle ; Were I in England, as once I 
was, and had him painted ; not a Holy-day Fool there 
but would, give me Six-pence for the ſight of him; well, 
4 _ 2 n for an 

peror. Come hither, pretty Monſter, I'll do thee no 
lum. Come hither ! 

2 Torment me not; I'll bring the Wood home 


Tinc. He talks none of the wiſeſt, but I'll give him a 
dam o'th' Bottle, that will elear his Underſtanding. 
Come on your ways, Maſter Monſter, open your Mouth. 
How now, you perverſe Moon-calf ! what, I think you 
+ cannot 


** 


— 


Fogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſpero fall, and make him by 
xeeds muſt curſe, but they*ll not pinch, fright me with 
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cannot tell who is your Friend! open your Chops, I (xy, 
[ Pours Wine down his Thug, 

Calib. This is a brave God, and bears Cceleſtial 1; 
quor ; I'll kneel to him. 

Trinc. He is a very hopeful Monſter. Monſter, wha 
ſay' ſt thou, art thou content to turn Civil and Sober, x 
Jam? for then thou ſhalt be my Subject. 
| Calib. I'll ſwear upon that Bottle to be true; forthel;. 
| quor is not Earthly: Did'ſt thou not drop from Heayn! 
Trinc. Only out of the Moon, I was the Man in her 

when time was. By this light, a very ſhallow Monſter, 

Calib. Vil ſhew thee every fertile Inch i'th' Iſle, ard 
kiſs thy Foot: I pr'ythee be my God, and let me drink, 

[Drinks again, 

Trinc. Well drawn, Monſter, in good Faith. 

Calib. 1) ſhew thee the beſt Springs, I'll pluck thee 
Berries, 1:1 fiſh for thee, and get thee Wood enough: 
A Curſe upon the Tyrant whom I ſerve, I'll bear hin 
no more Sticks, but follow thee. | 

Trinc. The poor Monſter is loving in his Drink. 
Calib. I pr'ythee let me bring thee where Crabs grow, 
and 1 with my long Nails will dig thee Pig-nuts, ſev 
thee a Jays-neſt, and inſtruct thee how to ſnare tie 
Marmazete ; I'll bring thee to cluſter'd Filberds ; 
Wilt thou go with me ? 

Trinc. This Monſter comes of a good-natur'd Rac; 
is there no more of thy Kin in this Iſland ? 

Calib. Divine, here is but one beſides my ſelf; my loꝶ 
| | ly Siſter, beautiful and bright as the Full Moon. 

= Trinc, Where is ſhe? | 

? | Calib. I left her clambring up a hollow Oak, as 
lucking thence the dropping Honey-combs. Say, 1 
= King, all I call her to thee ? | 

| Trinc. She ſhall ſwear upon the Bottle too. If fie 
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proves handſome ſheis mine: Here Monfter, drink agi 
for thy good News; thou ſhalt ſpeak a good Word fit 
me. | [Gives him the Bath 
Calib. Farewel, old Maſter, farewel, farewel. 
Sings. No more Dams PII make for Fiſh, 
Nor fetch 1 at requiring, 
Nor ſcrape Trencher, nor waſh Diſh. Ja 
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Ban, Ban, Cackaliban 
Has a new Maſter, get a new Man. 
Heigh-day Freedom, Freedom | "Mp 

Tine. Here's two Subjects got already, the Monſter, 
nd his Siſter: Well, Duke Stepbano, I ſay, and ſay again, 
Wars will enſue, and fo I driak. [ Drinks. ] From this 
worſhipful Monſter, and Miſtreſs Monſter, his Siſter, I'll 
Ly claim to this Ifland by Alliance: Monſter, I fay thy 
Siſter ſhall be my Spouſe : Come away, Brother Monſter, 
Il lead thee to my Butt, and drink her Health. 
| [Exeunt. 


* 


SCE NE, Cypreſs Trees and Cave. 


Enter Proſpero alone. 
Proſb. Tis not yet fit to let my Daughters know, 
kept the Infant Duke of Mantua 
So near them in this Iſle, | 
Whoſe Father dying, ueath'd him tomy Care; 
Till my Falſe Brother (when he deſign'd t'uſurp 
My Dukedom from me) expos'd him to that Fate 
He meant for me. 
By calculation of his Birth I ſaw 
Death threat*ning him, if till ſome time were paſt, 
He ſhould behold the Face of any Woman: 
And now the Danger's nigh Hippolito ! 
| Enter Hippolito. 
Hip. Sir, I attend your Pleaſure. | 
Prop. How I have lov'd thee from thy Infancy, 
Heav'n knows, and thou thy ſelf canſt bear me witneſs, 
Therefore accuſe not me for thy Reſtraint. 
Hp. Since I knew life, you've kept me in a Rock, 
And you this Day have hurry'd me from thence, 
Only to change my Priſon, not to free me. 

1 murmur not, but I may wonder at it. 
Prof. O gentle Youth, Fate waits for thee abroad, 
A black Star threatens thee, and Death unſe:n 
dtands ready to devour thee. | 

Hip. You taught me f 
Not to fear him in any 1 Shapes: 
ö 4 
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Let me meet Death rather than be a Priſoner. 
Proſp. Tis pity he ſhould ſeize thy tender Youth, 
Hip. Sir, I have often heard you ſay, no Creature 

Liv'd in this Ifle, but thoſe which Man was Lord of; 

Why then ſhould I fear? 

Profþ. But here are Creatures whieK I nam'dnot tothy, 
Who Man's Sovereignty by Nature's Laws, 
And oft depoſe him from it. 

K . — 7 thoſe 1 2 = [me, 

Prop. Thoſe dangerous Enemies of Men, call'd Wo 

Prop Women ! I never heard of them before. 

W hat are Women like ? 
wg —_— ſomething. between young Men aul 

ngels 

Fatally — and have killing Eyes, 

Their Voices charm beyond the W htingales, 

They are all Enchantment, thoſe who once behold en 

Are made their Slaves for ever. 

Hip. Then I will wink and fight with 'em. 
Prep. Tis but in vain, 

They'll haunt you in your very Sleep. | 
Hip. Then I'll revenge it on em when I wake. 
Proſp. You are without all poſſibility of revenge, 

They are ſo beautiful that you can ne'er attempt, 

Nor wiſh to hurt them. 

Hip. Are they ſo beautiful? 

Proſþ. Calm Sleep is not ſo ſoft, nor Winter Suns, 
Nor Summer Shades fo pleafant. 

Hip. Can they be fairer than the Plumes of Swans? 
Or more deli hiful than the Peacock's Feathers ? 

Or than the Gloſs upon the Necks of Doves ? 

Or have more various Beauty, than the Rainbow? 

Theſe I have ſeen, and danger wondred at. 
Preſp. All theſe are far below em: Nature made 

Nothing but Women dangerous and fair : 

Therefore if you ſhould — to ſee em, 

w—4 em 11 nd I charge you. 

Well, ſince you ſay they are fo dangerous, 

*y G far ſhun em as I may with 

Of the unblemiſh'd Honour which you taught me. 


In 
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But let em not rovoke me, for Im ſure 
I ſhall not then forbear them. 
Proſp. Go in, and read the n 


W | 
* I ſhall obey 7 Hip. 
ſp. So ſo; 1 chi is Leds hes ber him, 
pf Pore been conſtrain'd to change his Lodging 


From yonder Rock, where firſt I bred him up, 
ind here have brought him home to my own Cell, 
Becauſe the Shipwrack happen'd near Manſion 
1 he will not ſtir beyond his Limits, 
For hitherto he hath been o eee, 
The Planets ſeem to ſmile on 
And yet there is one ſullen Glen badi, 
[ would it were diſperſt. 
Enter Miranda and Dorinda. 

How, my Daughters ! 
| thought I had inſtructed them enough: 
Children! retire ; why do you walk this way? 

Mir. It is within our Bounds. Sir. 

Profp. But both take heed, that Path is very dangerous, 
Remember what I told you. 

Dor. Is the Man that way, Sir ? 

Proſp. All that you can imagine ill is there. 
The curled Lion, and the rugged Bear, 
Are not ſo dreadful as that Man. 

_ Oh me, why ſtay we here then? 
Der. I'll keep 2 enough from his Den, I war- 
rant him. 

Mir. But you have told me, Sir, you nies Man; 
And yet you are not dreadful. 

Profþ. Ay Child! but I | 
Am a tame Man; old Men are tame by Nature, 
But all the» Danger lyes in a wild young Man. 

Dor. Do they run wild about the Woods ? 

Proj. No, they are wild within Doors, in Chambers, 
And in Cloſets. 
Der. But, Father, I would ſtroke em, and make em | 


gentle, then ſure they wou'd not hurt me. 
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Preſp. You muſt not traft them, Child: No Woman 
can come near em, but ſhe feels a Pain, full nine Month 
Well, I muſt in; for new Affairs require my Preſence: 
Be you, Miranda, your Siſter's Guardian. [Exit Prof 

Dor. Come, Siſter, ſhall we walk the other way; 
The Man will catch us elſe: We have but two Legs, 
And he perhaps has four. JP uon 

Mir. Wen Siſter, _ he have; yet look abox 
And we ſhall Spy him ere he comes too near us. 

Dor. Come back, that way is towards his Den. 

Mir. Let me alone; I'll venture firſt, for ſure be can 
Devour but one of us at once. 

Dor. How dare you venture? 

Mir. We'll find him fitting like a Hare in's Form, 

And he ſhall not ſee us. 

Dor. Ay, but you know my Father charg'd us both. 

Mir. But who ſhall tell him on't? we'll keep ad 
others Counſel. 

Dor. I dare not for the World. ] 

Mir. But how ſhall we hereafter ſhun him, if wed 
not knew him firſt ? 

Dor. Nay, I confeſs I would fain ſee him too. I 
find it in my Natare, becauſe my Father has forbid: 
den me: ( 

Mir. Ay, there's it, Siſter; if he had ſaid nothin [ 
I had been quiet. Go ſoftly, and: if you ſee him 
be quick, and becken me away: 5 

Dor. Well, if he does catch me, I' humble ny 
ſelf to him, and aſk. him Pardon, as I do my Father, 
when T have done a Fault. hu tÞ 

Mir. And if I can but ſcape with Life, I had » WW" 
ther be in. pain nine Months, as my Father threaten d, 
chen loſe my longing. ['E xemnt 


SCENE continues. 
Enter Hippolito. | 
Hip: Proſpero has often ſaid; that Nature makes 
Nothing in vain : Why chen are Women made? 
Ar they to ſuck the Poiſon. of the Earth, N 
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gaudy-coleur'd Serpents are? I'll aſk. 
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Women are ſomewhat between Men and = 

Dor. Hark! it talks, ſure this is not it my Father meant, 
For this is juſt like one of us: Methinks 1 
Lam not half ſo much afraid on't as 
I was; fee, now it turns this way. WR 
Mir. Heav*n ! what a goodly Thing it is! 
Dor. I'll go nearer it. 
Mir. O no, tis dangerous; Siſter! I'll go to it. 
] would not for the World that you ſhould venture. 
My Father charg'd me to ſecure you from it. 

Der. I warrant you this is a tame Man, dear Siſter. 
He'll not hurt me, I ſee it by his Looks. . 
Mir. Indeed he will! but go back, and he fhall eat me 
firſt : Fie, are you not aſham'd to be ſo inquiſitive ? 

Der. You chide me for't, and wou'd > 2 your ſelf. 
Mir. Come back, er I will tell my Father. 
Obſerve how he begins to ftare already. 
II meet the Danger firſt, and then call you:. 

Dor. Nay, Sifter, you ſhall never vanquiſh me in Kind- 
mls, I'll venture you no more than you will me. 
Proſþp. [within.] Miranda, Child, where are you! 
Mir. Do you not hear my Father call? Go in. 
Der. Twag you he nam'd, not me; I will but fay my. 
knyers, and follow you immediately. 
Mir. Well, . Siſter, . you'll repent it. [Exit Mir: 
Dir. Though I die for't, I muſt have Yotner Peep. 
Hy, What Thing is that? ſure tis ſome Infant of 

. YR F [ Seeing her. 

The Sun, dreſs'd in his Father's gayeſt Beams, 
yd comes to play with Birds: My Sight is dazl'd, 
And yet I find I'm loth to. ſhut my Eyes, 
{ muſt go nearer it —— but ſtay a while; 
May it not be that beauteous Murderer, Woman, 
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204 The TEMPEST. 
Which I was charg'd to ſhun? Speak, what art 
Thou ſhining Vikon ! _ =" 
Dor. Alas, I know not; but I'm told I am 
A Woman; do not hurt me, pray, fair Thing. 
| = I'd fooner tear my Eyes out, than conſent 
To do you any harm; though I was told 
A Woman was my Enemy. 
Dor: I never knew 
What '"twas to be an Enemy, nor can I e'er 
Prove ſo to that which looks like you: For though 
Pve been charg'd by him (whom yet I ne'er diſobey'4) 
To ſhun your Preſence, yet I'd rather die 
Tens it; Therefore I hope you will not have the 
we i 
To hurt me: Though I fear you are a Man, 
The dangerous Thing of which I have been warn'd. 
Pray tell me what you are ? | 
Hip. I muſt confeſs, I was inform'd I am a Man. + 
But if I fright you, I ſhall wiſh I were ſome other Cre 
tu 


re. 
I was bid to fear you too. x 
Dor. Ay me! Heav'n grant we be not Poiſon to 
Each other! Alas, can we not meet, but we muſt die! 
Hip. J hope not ſo! for when two poiſonous Creatures 
Both of the fame Kind, meet, yet neither dies. 
L' ve ſeen two Serpents harmlefs to each other, 
Though they have twin'd into a mutual Knot: 
If we have any Venom in us, ſure, we cannot be 
More poiſonous, when we meet, than Serpents are. 
You have a Hand like mine, -may I hoe gently touch it? 
| | [Takes her Hani 
Dor. I've touch'd my Father's and my Sifter's Hands, 
And felt no Pain; but now, alas! there's ſomething, 
When I touch yours, which makes me figh : Juſt ſo 
P've ſeen two Turtles mourning when they met; 
Yet mine's a pleaſing Grief ; and fo methought 
Was theirs : For Rill they mourn'd, and ftill they feem'd 
To murmur too, and yet they often met. 
Th. Oh Heav'ns! I have the fame Senſe too: You 


and 
Methinks 
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ethinks goes. me; I feel it at my Heart, 
HE Altagh ie pains mas 
. 

.M 8 ah, I m ve you. 
Hs Alas, I'm ſubject to the ſame Chas 
Dar. This is my firft Offence againſt my F 8 

Which he, by ſevering us, too cruelly does puniſh. 
Hip. And this is my firſt Treſpaſs too: But he 
Hath more offended Truth than we have him: 

He ſaid our Meeting would deſtructive be, 


Bit I no Death but in our Parting fee. ; 
— — 
SCENE III. A wild Iſland. i 
Enter Alonzo, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 


Come. Beſeech your Grace be merry: You have Cauſes. 
So have we all, of Joy, for our ſtrange *Scape ; 
Then wiſely, good Sir, weigh our Sorrow with 
Our Comfort. 
Aunx. Priythee Peace, you cram theſe Words 
Into my Ears, againſt my Stomach ; how 
Can I rejoice, when my dear Son, 
This very moment, is made a Meal to ſome ſtrange Fiſh ? 
Ante. Sir, he may live; 
I faw him beat the Billows under him, 
And ride upon their Backs; I do not doubt 
He came alive to Land. 
Alomz, No, no, he's gone; 
And you and I, Antonio, were thoſe 
Who caus'd his Death. 
Arto. How could we help it? 
Alm. Then, then we ſhould have help'd it, 
When thou betray ' d'ſt thy Brother Preſpero, 
And Mantua's Infant Sovereign, to my Power ; bs 
And when I, too ambitious, took by Force 
Another's Right: Then loſt we Ferdinand; 
Then forfeited our Navy to this Tempeſt. 
Ants. Indeed we firſt broke Truce with Heay'n : 
You to the Waves an Infant Prince expos d, 
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206 The TEMPEST. 
And on the Waves have loſt an only Son. 
I did uſurp my Brother's fertile Lands, 
And now am caſt upon this Deſert-Iſle. 
2 22 Sirs, tis true, were Crimes of a back 
ie; 
But both of you have made amends to Heav'n 
Buy your late Voyage into Portugal; 
Where, in defence of Chriſtianity, 
Your Valour has repuls'd the Moors of Spain. 
Alon. O name it not, Gonzalo; 
No A& but Penitence can expiate Guilt! 
Muſt we teach Heav'n what Price to ſet on Murder! 
What Rate on lawleſs Power and wild Ambition! 
Or dare we traffick with the Powers above, 
And fell by weight a good Deed for a bad? 
| [4 Fhouriſs of Musi. 
Gonz. Muſick ! and inthe Air! ſure we are Shipwrack't 
On the Dominions of ſome merry Devil | 
Anto. This Iſle's mchanted Ground; for I have heard 
Swift Voices flying by my Ear, and Groans 
Of lamenting Ghoſts. 


Alon. I pull'd a Tree, and Blood purſu'd my Hand. 
Heav'n deliver me from this dire Place, 
And all the After - actions of my Life 


Shall mark my Penitence and my Bounty: 
[Mufeck again louder. 


Hark, the Sounds approach us! 
[ The Stage opens in ſeveral Platt 
Anto. Lo the Earth opens to devour us quick. 
Theſe dreadful Horrors, and the guilty Senſe 
Of my foul Treaſon, have unmann'd me quite. 
Alm. We on the brink of ſwift Deſtruction ſand ;. 
No means of our Eſcape is left. 
{Another Flouriſh of Voices under the Stan: 
Anto. Ah! what amazing Sounds are theſe we hear! 
Conx. What horrid Maſque will the dire Fiends preſent? 


Sung under the Stage. 
Dev. Where does the black Fiend Ambition refite, 
- With the miſchievous Devil ꝙ Pride ?. 
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2 Dev. In the loweſt and darkefl Caverns of Hell 
Both Pride and Ambition do dwell. 
Dev. Who are the chief Leaders of the damned Hoſt ? 
ik q Dev. Proud Monarchs, who tyr annize moſt. 
Dev. Damned Princes there 
The worſt of Tor ments bear ; 
Dev. Who on Earth all others in Pleaſures excel, 
; Muft feel the 2 or ments of Hell. 
| | -1 hey riſe finging this Chorus 
Arto. O Heav'ns! what horrid Wen this ? * 
How they upbraid us with our Crimes ! 
un. What fearful Vengeance is in ſtore for us! 


Dev. Grants, by whom their Subjects Bleed, 


Should in Pains all others exceed ; 


. : Dev. A barb"rous Monarchs who their Neighbours 
L Aud their Crowns unjuſtly get; Lund, 


And uch <wbotheir Brothers to Death have betray's, 
In Hell upon burning Thrones ſhall be ſet. 


Chor. { And for ever, for ever all ſuffer the Pain. 
Ante. 0 my Soul ;. for ever, for ever ſhall ſuffer the 


Pein. 
Aun. Has Heav'n in all its infinite ſtock of Mercy 

No overflowings for. us? Poor, miſerable, guilty Men! 
Conz. Nothing but Horrors do encompais us ! 

For ever, for ever muſt we ſuffer ! 


ever! 


Dev. Who are the Pillars of the Tyrant” Court? 
2 Dev. Rapmme and Murder his Crown muſt Jupport !* 
3 Dev. His Cruelty does tread 
On Orphans tender Breaſts, and Brothers dead 1” 
2 Dev. Can Heaw'n permit ſuch Grimes ſhoul be 
Attended with Felicity ? ; 
Dev. No; Tyrants their Scepters uncafily bear, 


Fear. 4 


; Dev. }—Þ Hell, in Hell auith Flames they ſhall reign, 


Alon. For ever we ſhall-periſh ! O diſmal Words, for 


Is the midſt of their Guards they their Conſciences. 


2: Dev. 


—— — 
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2 Dev. 7 Care their Minds when they wake unquie oj 


Chor. FO Wer... dire Viſiuns diſturb all their lu 


Anto. O horrid Sight! how they ftare upon us 
PF . 2G re. arty <Agroil ag 


Sweet Heav'n, have mercy on us ! 
1 Dev. 2. Ft Hall aue bear theſe bold Mertal; fon 


2 Dev. 1 a let us ſbow their degrees of Offence, 
3 Dev. Let's mufter their Crimes up on every fide, 
And fir ff _ s di _— their Pride. 


Pride. Lo here is Pride. + — frft — them aftray, 
And did to Ambition their Mind: then betray. 
Enter Fraud. 
Fraud. And Fraud does next appear, 
Their wandring Steps who led. 
When they from Virtue fled, 
They in my crooked Paths their Courſe did leer. 
Enter Rapine. 
Rapine. From Fraud to Force they foon arrive, 
Where Rapine did their Actions drive. 
Enter Murder. 
Murder. There long they could not ſlay; 
Down the fleep Hill they run. 
And to Wes feet the Miſchief « wwhich they had begun, 
urder they bent all their way. 
Chorus Around, around we pace, 
of all. About this curſed Place; 
While thus aue compaſs in 


Theſe Mortal and their Sin. [Devils a” 


Anta. Heav'n has heard me, they are 'vaaiſh'd ! 

Alon. But they have left me all unmanu'd ; 
J feel my Sinews ſlacken with the Fright ; 
And a cold Sweat trills down o'er all my Limbs, 
As if I were diſſolving into Water. 


Oh Proſpero,my Crimes 'gaink thee fit heavy on m7 


„. And mine 'gainſt him and young Hippolito. 
bly 


| 
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Gmz. Heav'n have Mercy on the Penitent. 
Auto. Lead from this curſed Ground; 
The Seas in all their Rage are not ſo dreadful. 
This is the Region of Deſpair and Death. 
Abr. Beware all Fruit, but what the Birds have peck d. 
The Shadows of the Trees are poiſonous too: | 
A ſecret Venom ſlides from every Branch! 
My Conſcience does diſtratt me! O my Son! 
Why do I ſpeak of eating or repoſe, 
Before I know thy Fortune? 
[4s they are going out, @ Devil riſes juſt before 
them, at which they flart, and are frigbted. 
Ab. O Heav'ns ! yet more Apparitions | 


Devil Sings. 
Ariſe, ariſe | ye ſubterranean Winds, 
More to diflurb their guilty Minds : 
4d all ye filthy Damps and Lapours riſe, 
Which uſe  infe& the Earth, and t all the Skies 3 
Riſe you, from whom devouring Plagues have birth : 
You that i t vaſt and hollow Womb of Earth, 
Emgender Earthquakes, make whole Countries ſhake, 
And flately Cities into Deſerts turn ; | 
4¹ * feed the Flames by whichEarth's Entrails 
urn. | 
V raging Winds, whoſe rapid Force can make 
All but the fix d and folid Centre ſhake, 
Come drive theſe Wretches to that part o t Iſle, 
Where Nature never yet did ſmile : 
Cauſe Fogs and Stor ms, Whirlwinds and Earthquakes there: 
There let em how! and languiſh in Deſpair. 
Riſe and obey the pow" rful Prince o th* Air. 


[Two Winds riſe, ten more en 1 and dance. 
At the end of the Dance, three Winds fink, 
the reſt drive Alen. Auto. Conx. off. 
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ACT III. SCENE 1, 
SCENE, A wild Wand, 


Enter Ferdinand, and Ariel and Milcha inviſitl; 


Ariel. © Ome unto the/e yellow Sands, 
And then take Hand, 
Carty when you have, and kiſs'd ; 
he avild Wawes whit. 
Foot it featly here and there, 
And feet Sprights the Burthen bear. 
Hark ] hark l 
Bow. wwaugh, the Watch-dogs bark. 
Bow waugh. Hark! hark ! I hear 
The firain of flrutting Chanticleer, 
Cry, Cock a doodle do. 


Ferd. Where ſhould this Muſick be? i'th' Air, or Earth? 
It ſounds no more, and ſure it waits upon 
Some God i'th' I _ : Log on a —— 

ing againſt the e, Father's 

This Muſick hover'd on the © — 
Allaying both their Fury, and my Paſſion 
With charming Airs. Thence I have follow'd jt, 
{Or it has drawn me rather) but tis gone: 


No, it begins again. 


Milcha Sings. 
Full Fathom five thy Father hes. 

Of his Bones is Coral made: 
Thoſe are Pearls that avere his Eyes; 
Nothing of him that does fade, 
But does ſuffer à Sea-change 
Into ſomething rich and ſtrange: 
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$:a-Nymphs hourly ring his Knell ; 
Hark ! now I hear em, ding dong Bell. 


Trd. This mournful Ditty mentions my drown'd Fa- 


ther. 
This is no mortal Buſineſs, nor a Sound 
Which the Earth owns— I hear it now before me 


However I will on, and follow it. | 
[Exit Ferd. following Ariel. 


6 


SCEN E II. The Cypreſs Trees and Cave. 


| Enter Proſpero and Miranda. 

Prop. Excuſe it not, Miranda, for to you 
The Elder, and I thought the more diſcreet) 

I gave the Conduct of your Siſter's Actions. HA 

Mir. Sir, when you call'd me thence, I did not fail 
To mind her of her Duty to depart. 

Profp. How can I think you did remember hers, 

When you forgot your own ? did you not ſee 
The Man, whom I commanded you to ſhun ? 

Mir. I muſt confeſs I ſaw him at a Diſtance. 

Prob. Did not his Eyes infe& and poiſon you? 
What Alteration found you in your ſelf? 

Mir. I only wondred at a Sight ſo new. 

Proſb. But have you no Deſire once more to ſee him ? 
Come, tell me truly what you think of him. 

Mir. As of the gayeſt Thing I ever ſaw, 

o fine, that it appear'd more fit to be | 
Beloy'd than hers, and ſeem'd ſo near my Kind, 
That I did think I might have call'd it Siſter, 

Prop. You do not love it? 

Mir. How is it likely that I ſhould, 

Except the Thing had firſt lov'd me? 

Proſp. Cheriſh thoſe Thoughts: You have a gen'rous 
And ſince I ſee your Mind not apt to take [Soul ; 
ſhe light Impreſſions of a ſudden Love, 
Iwill unfold a Secret to your Knowledge. 
That Creature which you ſaw, is of a Kind 
Which Nature made a Prop and Guide to yours. E 


} 


212 The TEMPEST. 


Mir. Why did you then propoſe him as an Obied 
Of Terror to my Mind ? you never us'd 
To teach me any thing but God-like Truths, 
And what you faid, I did believe as facred. 
Proſp. I fear'd the pleaſing Form of this young Ma 
Might unawares poſſeſs your tender Breaft, 
Which for a nobler Gueſt I had deb _ 
For ſhortly, my Miranda, you ſhall 
Another of this Kind, the full-blown F lower, 
Of which this Youth was but the Op' ning Bud. 
Go in, and fend your Siſter to me. 
Mir. Heav'n ftill preſerve you, Sir. [E "i My 
Proſp. And make thee Fortunate. 
Enter Dorinda. 
Oh, come hither, — have ſee a Man to Day, 


A 
Pe. We 7, I? indeed n 
Prep. Come, come, be clear. Your Siſter told me il. 
Der. Did ſhe ? ; 

Truly ſhe would have een him more than I, 

But that I would not let her. 


Prob. Why ſo? 

De Dec, methought, he would have hurt me ki 
Than he would her. 

But if I knew you'd not be angry with me, 

J could tell you, Sir, that he was much to blame. 
Prop. Hah ! was he to blame? 

Tell me, with that Sincerity I taught you, 

How you became ſo bold to ſee the Man 7 
Dor. I hope you will forgive me, Sir, becauſe 

I did not ſee him much till he ſaw me 

Sir, he would needs come in my way, and ſtar d, 

And ſtar'd upon my Face; and ſo I thought 

I would be reveng d of him, and therefore 

I gaz'd on him as long ; but if I cer 

Come near a Man 
Preſp. I told you 5 

Was dangerous; — you would not be warn'd. 
Dor. Pray be not angry, Sir, „ 

You are miſtaken in him; for he did 


FX 
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et 
Hurt. | 
no 
7 he may do you more Harm hereaſter. 

Dor. No, Sir, I'm as well as e er T was in all my Life, 
gut that I cannot eat nor drink for thought of him. 
That ous Man runs ever in my Mind. 
Proſþp. The way to cure you, is no more to. ſee him, 
Der. Nay, pray, Sir, ſay not ſo, I promis'd him 
o fee him once again; and you know, Sir, 
You d me I ſhould never break my Promiſe. 

pu. Wou'd you ſee him, who did you ſo much 
Miſchief ? | 

Dor. I warrant you | 
did him as much Harm as he did me; 
For when J left him, Sir, he ſigh'd fo, as it griey'd 
My Heart to hear him. 

Prop. Thoſe Sighs were poiſonous, they infected you: 
You fay, they griev'd you to the Heart. [ gentle. 

Dor. 'Tis true; but yet his Looks and Words were 

Proſp. Theſe are the Day-dreams of a Maid in love. 


But fill I fear the worſt. 
Dor. O fear not him, Sir. y 
Proſþ. You ſpeak of him with too much Paſſion ; tell 
{And on your Duty tell me true, Dorinda) [me 
What paſs'd betwixt you and that horrid Creature ? 
Dir. How, horrid, Sir? if any elſe but you 
Should call it ſo, indeed I ſhould be angry. | 
Proſþ. Go to! you are a fooliſh Girl ; but anſwer 
To what I ask ; what thought you when you ſaw it ? 
Dor. At firſt it ſtar d upon me, and ſeem'd wild, 
And then I trembled, yet it look'd fo lovely, 
That when I would have fled away, my Feet 
deem'd faſten'd to the Ground, when it drew near, 
And with Amazement ask'd to touch my Hand ; 
Which, as a Ranſom for my Life, I gave: 
But when he had it, with a furious Gripe 
He put it to his Mouth fo eagerly, 
| was afraid he would have ſwallow'd it. 
Proþ. Well, what was his Behaviour afterwards ?” 
Der. He on a ſudden grew ſo tame and gentle, 
That he became more kind to me than you are; 
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Then, Sir, I grew I know not how, and touching 
His Hand again, my Heart did beat ſo ſtrong, 
As I lack'd Breath to anſwer what he a8 d 
Proſp. Vou' ve been too fond, and I ſhould chide you for; 
Dor. Then fend me to that Creature to be puniſh'{, 
"gh Poor Child! thy Paſſion, like a lazy Apue, 
Has ſerz'd thy Blood, inſtead of ſtriving, thou humoy' 
And feed'ſt thy languiſhing Diſeaſe : Thou figheſt 
'The Battels of thy Enemy, and tis one part of what 
I threaten'd thee, not to perceive thy Danger. 
Dor. Danger, Sir? | 
If he would hurt me, yet he knows not how : 
He hath no Claws, nor Teeth, nor Horns te hurt op, 
But looks about him like a Callow-bird 
Juſt ſtraggl'd from the Neſt : Pray truſt me, Sir, 
To go to him again. 1 5 a 
Prop. Since you will venture, | 
I charge you bear your ſelf reſery*dly to him. 
Let him not dare to touch your naked Hand, 
But keep at diſtance from him. 
Dor. This is hard! i 
Preſp. It is the way to make him love you more; 
He will deſpiſe you if you grow too kind. 
Dor. I'll ſtruggle with my Heart to follow this, 
But if I loſe him by it, will you promiſe 
To bring him back again? 
Proſp. Fear not, Dorinda; | 
But uſe him ill, and he'll be yours for ever. 
Der. I hope you have not cozen'd me again. 
Prop. N Deſi h oy 
rob. Now my Deſigns are gathering to a Head. 
My Spirits are obedient Pur 99 4 
What Ariel! my Servant Ariel, where art thou? 
| Enter Ariel. 
Ariel. W hat wou'd my potent Maſter ? Here I am. 
Prep. Thou and thy meaner Fellows your laſt Servit 
Did worthily perform, and I muſt uſe you 
In ſuch another Work : How goes the Day ? 
Ariel. On the fourth, my Lord; and on the ſixth, 
| You faid our Work ſhould ceaſe. od 
"it 
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prod. And ſo it ſhall ; 
And thou ſhalt have the open Air at Freedom. 
Fiel. Thanks, my great Lord. 
Profp. But tell me ſirſt, my Spirit, 
How tares the Duke, my Brother, and their Follower 
friel. Confin'd together, as you gave me order, 
In the Lime-Grove, which weather-fends your Cell, 
E Within that Cireuit up and down they wander, 
But cannot ſtir one Step beyond their Compaſs. 
Prop. How do they bear their Sorrows ? 
4riel. The two Dukes appear like Men diſtracted, their 
Attendants brim-full of Sorrow mourning over em; 
But chiefly, he you term'd the good Gonzalo : 
His Tears run down his Beard, like Winter-drops 
From Eaves of Reeds; your Viſion did ſo work em, 
That if you now beheld 'em, your AﬀeCtions 
Would become tender. 
Priſp. Do'ſt thou think ſo, Spirit ? 
Ariel. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 
Prop. And mine ſhall : | 
Haſt thou, who art but Air, a Touch, a Feeling 
Of their Afflictions, and ſhall not I (a Man 
Like them, one who as ſharply reliſh Paſſiqns 
As they) be kindlier mov'd than thou art ? 
Tho' they have pierc'd me to the quick with Injuries, 
Yet with my nobler Reaſon gainſt my Fury 
I will take part; the rarer Action is 
In Virtue than in Vengeance. Go, my Ariel, 
Refreſh with needful Food their famiſh*'d Bodies, 
With Shows and chearful Muſick comfort 'em. 
Ariel. Preſently, Maſter. 
Prop. With a twinkle, Ariel. But ſtay, my Spirit; 
What is become of my Slave, Caliban, 
And Sycorax, his Siſter ? | 
Ariel. Potent Sir ! 
They have caſt off your Service, and revolted 
To the wrack'd Mariners, who have already 
Parcel''d ycur Iſland into Governments. | 
Prop. No matter, I have now no need of em. 
Bu, Spirit, now I ſtay thee en the Wing 


Haſte 
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Haſte to perform what I have given in Charge: 
But fee they keep within the Bounds I ſet 'em. 
Ariel. Tl keep em in with Walls of Adamant, 
Inviſible as Air to mortal Eyes, ü 
But yet unpaſſable. 
Projſþ. Make haſte then. [Exeunt ſeurch, 


SCE NE Ik MHild Ilard. 


Enter Alonzo, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 


Gonz. I am weary, and can go no further, Sir. 
Alon. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, who am my ( 
Seiz'd with a Wearineſs, to th' dulling of my Spirits 
Even here I will put off my Hope, and keep (Tio 
No longer for my Flatterers : He is drown'd 
Whom thus we ſtray to find. I'm faint with Hunger, 
And muſt deſpair of Food. [ Muſick ail 
What! Harmony again? My good Friends, hark 
Anto. I fear ſome other horrid Apparition. 
Give us kind Keepers, Heav'n, I beſeech thee ! 
Gonz. "Tis cheerful Muſick this, unlike the firſt, 


Ariel and Milcha inwifible, fing. 


Dry thoſe Eyes which are overflowing, 
All your Storms are overblowing : 
While you in this Ve are biding, 
You ſhall feafl without providing: 
Every Dainty you can think 7 | 
Ev iy Wine which you would drink of, 
Shall be yours ; all Want fhall ſhun you, 
Ceres Bleſing /o is on you. 


Alon. This Voice ſpeaks Comfort to as. 
Anto. Wou'd 'twere come; 
There is no Muſick in a Song to me, 
My Stomach being empty. 
Gonz. O for a heav'nly Viſion of Boil'd, 
Bak'd, and Roaſted ! 
Daa 
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2 of fantaſtick Spirits; after the Dance a Table fur- 
2 2 eat and Fruit is brought in by two $ rt 
Ante. My Lord, the Duke, fee yonder ! 

4 Table, as I live, ſet out and furniſh'd 
With all Varieties of Meats and Fruits. 
An. Tis ſo indeed; but who dares taſte this Feaſt, 
Which Fiends provide, to poiſon us ? 
Cx. Why that dare I; if the black Gentleman 
Be ſo ill-natur'd, he may do his Pleaſure. 
Ante. Tis certain we mult either eat or famiſh : 
Iwill encounter it, and feed. 
Alm. If both reſolve, I will adventure too. 
Conz. The Devil may fright me, yet he ſhall not ſta: ve 
me. ¶ Too Spirits deſcend, and fly aauay with the Table. 
Alm. Heay'n ! behold, it is as you ſuſpected : 
'Tis vaniſh'd. | 
Shall we be always haunted with theſe Fiends ? 
Ante. Here we ſhall wander till we famiſh. 
Ganz, Certainly one of you was ſo wicked as to ſay 
= This comes on't, when Men will be godly out 
of Sealon. 1 Y 
Anto. Yonder's another Table, let's iry that—[ Exeunt. 
Enter 'Trincalo and Caliban. pr: 
Trixc. Brother Monſter, welcome to my private Palace. 
But where's thy Siſter, is ſhe ſo brave a Laſs? 
Calib. In all this Iſle there are but two more, the 
Daughters of the Tyrant Praſpero; and ſhe is bigger 
han em both. O, here ſhe comes! now thou may 'ſt 
udoe thy ſelf, my Lord. 

Enter Sycorax. 

Trine. She's monſtrous fair indeed. Is this to be my 
ppoule ? Well, ſhe's Heir of all this Ile, (for I will geld 
lonſter.) The Trincali's, like other wiſe Men, have an- 
ently us'd to marry for Eſtate more than for Beauty. 
He. I pr'ythee let me have the gay thing about thy 
eck, and that which dangles at thy Wriſt. 

[Sycorax points to his Boſen's Whiſtle and his Bottle. 
lrixc. My dear Blubber-lips ; this, obſerve my Chuck, 
2 Badge of my Sea-Office ; my fair Fuſs, thoa doſt not 
Wit 
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Sic. No, my dread Lord. 

Trine. It ſhall, be a Whittle for our firſt Babe, and when 
the next Shipwrack puts me again to ſwimming, III 
dive to get a Coral to it. 

Szc. I'll be thy pretty Child, and wear it firſt. 

Trinc. I pr'ythee, ſweet Baby, do not play the Wan. 
ton, and cry for my Goods ere I'm dead. When thou 
art my Widow, thou ſhalt have the Devil and all. 

Syc. May I not have the other fine thing ? 

Trinc. 'This is a Sucking-bottle for young Trincah. 

Calib. Shall ſhe not taſte of that immortal Liquor? 

Trinc. Umph ! that's another Queſtion : For if ſhe he 
thus flippant in her Water, what will ſhe be in her Wine? 

Enter Ariel ( invifible) and changes the Bottle which 

ands upon the Ground. 

Ariel. There's Water for your Wine. [| Exit Arie, 

Trinc. Well! ſince it muſt be ſo. [Gives her the Botth, 
How do you like it now, my Queen that muſt be ? 

[ She dri. 

Syc. Is this your heav'nly Liquor? I'll bring you toa 
River of the ſame. 

Trinc. Wilt thou ſo, Madam Monſter ? What a mighty 
Prince ſhall I be then ? I would not change my Duke- 
dom-to be great Turk Trinon/o. 

$yc. This is the Drink of Frogs. 

Trinc. Nay, if the Frogs of this Ifland drink fuch, 

they are the merrieſt Frogs in Chriſtendom. 
Calib. She does not know the Virtue of this Liquor: 

I pr'ythee let me drink for her. [ Caliban grink, 

Trinc. Well ſaid, Subject Monſter ! 

Calib. My Loxd, this is meer Water. 

Trinc. Tis thou haſt chang'd the Wine then, and drunk 
it up, like a debauch'd Fiſh as thou art. Let me ſett. 
II taſte it my ſelf. Element ! meer Element ! as I live, 
It was a cold Gulp, ſuch as this, which kill'd my & 
meus Predeceſſor, old Simon the King. 

Calib. How does thy Honour? pr*ythee be not angij, 
and I will lick thy Shoe. 

Trinc. J could find in my Heart to turn ghee out of ny 


Dominions for a liqueriſh Monſter. 2 
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Calib. O, my Lord, I have found it out; this muſt be 
done by one of Proſpero's Spirits. . 

Jrinc. There's nothing but Malice in theſe Devils, I 
would it had been Holy-water for their ſakes. 

He. Tis no matter, I will cleave to thee. 

Frinc. Lovingly ſaid, in troth : New cannot I hold out 
zpainſt her. "This Wife-like Virtne of hers has over- 


come me. 

He. Shall J have thee in my Arms? 

Cine Thou ſhalt have Duke Trincals in thy Arms: 
But pr'ythee be not too boiſterous with me at firſt ; do not 
diſcourage a young — aw [They embrace. ] Stand to 
your Arms, my Spouſe, and Subject Monſter; 

Enter Stephano, Muſtacho, and Ventoſo. 
The Enemy is come to ſurprize us in our Quarters. 
You ſhall know, Rebels, that I am marry'd to a Witch, 
and we have a thouſand Spirits of our Party. 

Steph. Hold! I ask a Truce; I and my Vice-Roys 
{finding no Food, and but a ſmall Remainder of Brandy) 
arecome to treat a Peace betwixt us, which may be 2 
the good of both Armies, therefore 7rincalo disband. . 

rinc. Plain Trincalo! methinks I might have been a 
Duke in your Mouth ; I'll not accept of your Embaſſy 
without my Title. 

Steph. A Title ſhall break no Squares betwixt us: 
Vice-Roys give him his Style of Duke, and treat with 
him, whilſt I walk by in State. | 

[ Ventoſo and Muſtacho bow, whilft Trincals 
puts on his Cap. 

Myft. Our Lord and Maſter, Duke Stephano, has ſent 
is in the firſt place to demand of you, upon what Ground 
you make War againſt him, having no Right to govern 
lere, as being elected only by your own Voice. 

Tunc. To this I anſwer, That having in the Face of 
the World eſpous'd the lawful Inheritrix of this Iſland, 
Gen Bhuze the Firſt, and having Homage done me, 
3 hectoring Spark her Brother, from theſe two 1 
cim a law ful 'Title to this Iſland. 

M. Who, that Monſter? He a Hector? 


L a Calib. 
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Calib. Lo! how he mocks me, wilt thou let him, my 
Lord ? ' 5 

Trinc. Vice-Roys! keep good Tongues in your Head 
J adviſe you, tad” roceed to your Bulineſs. 

Muft. Firſt and foremoſt, as to your Claim that yyy 
have anſwer'd. 

Vent. But ſecond and foremoſt, we demand of yay, 
that if we make a Peace, the Butt alſo may be compre. 
hended in the Treaty. 

- Tyinc. I cannot treat with my Honour, without Your 
Submiſſion. | 

Steph. I underſtand, being preſent, from my Ambaſ. 
dors, what your Reſolution is, and ask an Hour's time c 
Deliberation, and fo I take our Leave; but firſt I defire 
to be entertain'd at your Butt, as becomes a Prince, and 
his Ambaſladors. 

Trinc. That I refuſe, till Acts of Hoſtility be ceas', 
Theſe Rogues are rather Spies than Ambaſſadors. I muf 
take heed of my Butt. They come to pry into the & 
crets of my Dukedom. 

Vent. Trincals, you are a barbarous Prince, and ſo 
farewel. [Exeunt Steph. Muſt. and Ven. 

Trinc. Subject Monſter! ſtand you Centry before my 
Cellar; my Queen and I will enter, and feaſt our {elves 
within. | [ E-xeunt, 

Enter Ferdinand; and Ariel and Milcha invi{ible. 

Ferd. How far will this inviſible Muſician 
Conduct my Steps? he hovers ſtill about me, 
Whether for good or ill, I cannot tell, 

Nor care I much; for I have been ſo long 
A Slave to Chance, that I'm as weary of 
Her Flatteries,. as her Frowns, but here I am 

Ariel. Here I am. 

Ferd. Hah! art thou ſo? the Spirit's turn'd an Echo: 
This might ſeem pleaſant, could the Bnrchen of 
My Griefs accord with any thing but Sighs. 

And my laſt Words, like thoſe of dying Men, 
Need no Reply. Fain I would go to Shades, 
Where ſew would wiſh to follow me. | 


Ariel. Follow me. 
. Teri. 
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Ferd. This evil Spirit grows importunate, 
But I'll not take his Counſel. 
Aricl. Take his Counſel. 
F+rd. It may be the Devil's Counſel, I'll never take it. 
Ariel. Take it. "FF 
Ferd. I will diſcourſe no more with thee, 
Nor follow one Step further. 
Ariel. One Step further. 
Ferd. This muſt have more Importance than an Echo. 
Some Spirit tempts me to a Precipice. 
I'll try if it will anſwer when I fing 
My Sorrows to the Murmur of this Brook. 


He Sings. 

Go thy way. 
Ariel. Go thy way. 
Ferd. Why fhould'ft thou lay? 
Ariel Why ſbould ft thou ſtay? 


Ferd. Where the Winds whiſtle, and where the Streams creep, 
Under you Willow-tree * aveuld I fleep. 
Then let me alone, 
| | For "tis time to be gone. 
. For tis time to be gone. 
Ferd. What Cares or Pleaſures can be in this Ie? 

Within this defart Place, 

There lives no human Race; | 
= Fate cannot frown here, nor kind Fortune ſmile. 
Ariel. Kind Fortune ſmiles, and ſpe 
Has yet in flore fer thee 
dome flrange Felicity. 

Follow me, follow me, 


And thou ſhalt ſee. 


Ferd. P'll take thy Word for once ; 
Lead on, Mufician. [ Exeunt, and return. 


SCENE IV. The Cypreſs-Trees and Caves. 


Scene changes, and diſcovers Proſpero and Miranda. 


Pryp. Advance the fringed Curtains of thine Eyes, 
And ſay what thou ſeeſt yonder. 5 | 
L 3 Mir: 
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Mir. Is it a Spirit? 

Lord ! how it looks about! Sir, I confeſs 
It carries a brave Form. But *tis a Spirit. 

Preſp. No, Girl, it eats, and flees, and has ſuch Sens 
As we have. This young Gallant, whom thou 
Was in the Wrack; were he not ſomewhat ſtain'd 
With Grief, (Beauty's worſt Canker) thou might'| cal 
A gcodly Perſon; he has loft his Company, [hin 
And ſtrays abcut to ſind 'em. 

Mir. I might call him 
A thing Divine, for nothing natural 
I ever law ſo noble. 

Preſp. It goes on, 

As my Soul prompts it : Spirit, fine Spirit, 
I'll free thee within two Days for this. 

Ferd. She's ſure the Miſtreſs on whom theſe Airs attend 

Fair Excellence, if, as your Form declares, 
You are Divine, be pleas'd t' inſtrutt me how 
You will be worſhipped ; ſo bright a Beauty 

Cannot ture belor g to human Kind. | 

Air. Jam, like you, a Mortal, if ſuch you are. 

Ferd. My Larguage too! O Heav'ns! I am thebel 
Of them, who ſpeak this Speech when I'm in my 
Own Country. 

Pro/p. How, the beſt ? what wert thou, if 
The Duke of Savoy heard thee ? 

Ferd. As I am now; 

Who wonders to hear thee ſpeak of Sawoy; 
He does hear me, and that he does, I weep. 
My 0 Fam Savoy, whoſe fatal Eyes (e er ſince at ebb) be 
e 
The Duke my Father wrack'd. 
Air. Alack! forpity! 

Preſp. At the firſt ſight they have chang'd Eyes. 
Dear Arie}, I'll ſet thee free for this:“ 
Young Sir, a Word, | 
With hazard of your ſelf you do me _ 

Mir. Why ſpeaks my Father fo y? This 
The third Man that I ever ſaw, the 25 

Whom &er I ſigh'd for, ſweet Heav'n move my * 
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To be inclin'd my way. 

Ferd. O! if a Virgin! 
And your Affections not gone forth, I'll make you 
Miſtreſs of Savoy. 

Proſp. Soft Sir! one Word more. 

're in each other's Powers; but this ſwift Bus'neſs 

I muſt uneaſy make, leſt too light Winnin 
Make the Prize light — one Word ee Than uſurp'it 
The Name not due to thee, haſt put thy ſelf 
Upon this Iſland as a Spy, to 
The Government from me the Lord of it. 

Ferd. No, as I'm a Man. 

Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a Temple; 
If th* evil Spirit hath fo fair a Houle, 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell with it. 

Proſþ. No more. Speak not for him, he is a Traitor. 
Come] thou art my Pris'ner, and ſhall be in Bonds. 
Sea-water ſhalt thou drink, thy Food ſhall be 
The freſh Brook-Muſcles, wither'd Roots and Husks, 
Wherein the Acorn cradled ; follow. 

Ferd. No, I will reſiſt ſuch Entertainment, 
Till my Enemy has more Power. 

He draws, and is charm'd from moving. 


Mir. O dear — make not too raſh a Tryal 


Of him, for he is gentle, and not fearful. 


Prop. My Child my Tutor! put thy Sword up, 
Traitor, who mak'ſ a Show, but dar'ſt not ſtrike: 
Thy Conſcience is poſſeſs'd with Guilt. 

Come from thy Ward, 
For I can here diſarm thee with this Wand, 
And make thy Weapon drop. 

Mir. Beſeechi you, Father. | 

Prop. Hence: Hang not on my Garment. 

Mir. Sir, have Pity ! 

P!l be his Surety. 

Preſp. Silence! one Word more 
Skall make me chide thee, if not hate thee : What! 
An Advocate for an Impoſtor ? ſure 
Thou think” there are no more ſuch Shapes as kis. 
Tothe moſt of Men this is a Caliban. 

And they to him are Angels. 
| L 4 Mir. 
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Mir. My Affections are then moſt humble, 
I have no Ambition to ſee a goodlier Man, 

Prop. Come on, obey : 

Thy Nerves are in their Infancy again, 
And have no Vigour in them. 

Ferd. So they are: | 
My Spirits, as in a Dream, are all bound up: 
My Father's Loſs, the Weakneſs which I feel, 
The Wrack of all my Friends, and this Man's Threats, 
To whom I am ſubdu'd, would ſeem light to me, 
Might J but once a Day thorough my Prifon 
Behold this Maid : All Corners elſe o'th* Earth 
Let Liberty make uſe of: I have Space 
Enough in ſuch a Priſon. 

Preſp. It works: Come on: 

'T hou haſt done well, fine Ariel. Follow me. 
Hark what thou ſhalt do more for me. ¶ M piſpers Ariel 

Mir. Be of Comfort! : 
My Father's of a better Natare, Sir, 

Than he appears by Speech: This is unwonted 
Which now came from him. | 

Prop. Thou ſhall be as free as Mountain Winds: But 
Exactly do all Points of my Command. [then 

Ariel. To a Syllable. [Exit Ariel, 

Profp.to Mir. Go in that way, ſpeak not a Word for him; 
I'll ſeparate you. [Exit Miranda, 

Ferd. As ſoon thou may'ſt divide the Waters, when 
Thou ftrik*ſt em, which purſue thy bootleſs Blow, 
And meet when it is paſt. 
= Go practiſe your Philoſophy within, 
And if you are the ſame you ſpeak your ſelf, 
Bear your Afflictions like a Prince —— That Door 
Shews you your Lodging. 
Ferd. Tis in vain to ſtrive, I muſt obey. [Exit Ferd, 
Prop. This goes as I would wiſh it. | 
Now for my ſecond Care, Hippolito. 
I ſhall not need to chide him for his Fault, 
His Paſſion is become his Puniſhment. 
Come forth, Hippolito. 


Ent. 
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Enter Hippolito. 
Hip. Tis Proſpere's Voice. 
Proſp. Hippelito! I know you now expect 
| ſhould ſeverely chide you: You have ſeen 
A Woman, in contempt of my Commands. 
Hip. But, Sir, you ſee I am come off unharm'd ; 
I told you, that you need not doubt my Courage. 
Prop. You think you have receiv*d no Hurt? 
Hip. No, none, Sir. 

Try me again, whene'er you pleaſe I'm ready: 

I think I cannot fear an Army of 'em. 

Prop. How much in vain it is to bridle Nature! [ Ze. 

Well! what was the Succeſs of your Encounter? 

Hip. Sir, we had none, we yielded both at firſt, 

For I took her to' Mercy, and the me. [were ? 
Prop. But are you not much chang'd from what you 
Hip. Methinks I wiſh and wiſh ! for what I know not. 

But ſtill I wiſh yet if I had that Woman, 

She, I believe, could tell me what I wiſh for. [yours ? 
Proſp. What would you do to make that Woman 
Hip. I'd quit the reſt o'the World, that I might live 

Alone with her ; ſhe never ſhould be from me. 

We two would fit and look till our Eyes ak'd. 

Prop. You'd ſoon be weary of her. 
Hip. O Sir, never. 
Proſþp. But you'll grow old and wrinkled, as you ſee 

Me now, and then you will not care for her. 

Hip. You may do what you pleaſe, but, Sir, we two 

Can never poſſibly grow old. 

Proſp. You muſt, Hippolito. 

Hip. Whether we will or no, Sir ? who ſhall make us ? 
Proſp. Nature, which made me fo. 

Hip. But you have told me that her Works are varieus ; 

She made you old, but ſhe has made us young. 

Praſp. Time will convince you. | 

Mean while be ſure you tread in Honours Paths, 

That you may merit her ; and that you may not 

Want fit Occaſions to employ your Virtue, 

ln this next Cave there is a Stranger lodg' d, 


One of your Kind, young, of a noble Preſence, 
1-6 5 And 
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And, as he ſays himſelf, of Princely Birth: 
He is my Pris'ner, and in deep Affliction: 
Viſit, and comfort him; it will become you. 
Hip. It is my Duty, Sir. (ok Hi, 
Profþ. True, he has ſeen a Woman, yet he lives; 
Perhaps I took the Moment of his Birth 
Amiſs; Perhaps my Art it ſelf is falſe. 
On what ſtrange Grounds we build our Hopes and 
Man's Life is all a Miſt, and in the Dark [ Fear! 
Our Fortunes meet us. | 
If Fate be not, then what can we foreſee ? 
Or how can we avoid it, if it be ? 
If by Free-will in our own Paths we move, 
How are we bounded by Decrees above ? 
Whether we drive, or whether we are driv'n, | 
If ill, tis ours: if good, the act of Heav'n. [ Exit Prof. 


SCENE, A Cave. 


Enter Hippolito and Ferdinand. 
Ferd. Your Pity, noble Youth, doth much oblige ne. 
Indeed *twas fad to loſe a Father ſo. 
Hip. Ay, and an only Father too, for ſure 
- You faid you had but one, 
Ferd. But one Father! he's wondrous ſimple! [ Aſd. 
Hip. Are ſuch Misfortunes frequent in your World, 
Where many Men live:? 
Ferd. Such are we born to. 
But, gentle Youth, as you have queſtion'd me, 
So give me leave to ask you, what you are? 
Hip. Do not you know ? 
Ferd. How ſhould I ? 
Hip. I well hop'd 
F was a Man, but by your Ignarance 
Of what I am, I fear it is not ſo: 
Well, Proſpero / this is now the ſecond Time 
You have deceiv'd me. 
Ferd. Sir, there is no doubt. 
You are a Man: But I would know of whence ? 
Hip. Why, of this World, I never was in yours. 
Fer d. Have you a Father? 


- 
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I was told I had one, 
that he was a Man; yet I have been 
go much deceiy'd, I dare not tell't you for 
A Truth; but I have ſtill been kept a Priſoner 
For fear They 2 
Ferd. They indeed are dangerous, 
For fince I came, I have beheld one here, 
Whoſe Beauty pierc'd my Heart. | . 
p. How did ſhe pierce ? you ſeem not hurt. 
Ferd. Alas] the Wound was made by her bright Eyes, 
And feſters by her Abſence. 
But, to ſpeak plainer to you, Sir, I love her. 
Hip. Now 1 ſuſpect that Love's the very thing 
That I feel too ! Pray tell me truly, Sir, 
Are you. not grown unquiet ſince you ſaw her? 
Ferd. I take no Reſt. 
Hip. Juſt, juſt my Diſeaſe. 
Do you not wiſh you de not know for what ? 
Ferd. O no! I know too well for what I wiſh.. 
Hip. There, I confeſs, I differ from you, Sir: 
But you defwe ſhe may be always with you? 
Ferd. I can have no Felicity without her. 
Hip. Juſt my Condition! alas, gentle Sir,. 
TIl pity you, and you ſhall pity me. 
Ferd. I love fo much, that if I have her not, 
I find I cannot live. 
Hip. How ! do you love her? 
And would you have her too? that muſt not he: 
For none but I muſt. have her? 
Ferd. But perhaps we do not love the ſame :. 
All Beauties are not pleaſing alike to all. 
* Why are there more fair Women, Sir, 
Beſides that one I love? | 
Ferd. That's a ſtrange Queſtion. There are many mere 
Beſides. that Beauty, which you love. 
Hip. I. will have all, ; 
Of that Kind, if there be a hundred of em: 
Ferd. But, noble Youth, you know not what you y. 
Hip. Sir, they are things I love, I cannot be 
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Ferd. Sir, if you love, you muſt be ty'd to one; 
Hip. Ty'd! how ty'd to her? 

Ferd. To love none but her. 

Hip. But, Sir, I find it is againſt my Nature. 

I muſt love where I like, and I believe I may like a 

All that are fair: Come! bring me to this Woman, 

For J muſt have her. 

Ferd. His Simplicity 
Is ſuch, that I can ſcarce be angry with him. [7 
Perhaps, ſweet Youth, when yeu behold her, you 
Will find you do not love her. 

Hip. I find already 
I love, becauſe ſhe is another Woman. 

Ferd. You cannot love two Women both at once. 

Hip. Sure tis my Duty to love all, who do 
Reſemble her whom I've already ſeen. 

F'll have as many as I can, that are 

So good, and Angel- like, as ſhe I love. 

And will have yours. 

Ferd. Pretty Vouth, you cannot. 

Hip. I can do any thing for that I love. 

Ferd. I may, perhaps, by force, reſtrain you from it 

Hip. Why, do ſo if you can. But either promiſe me 
To love no Woman, or you muſt try your Force. 

Ferd. J cannot help it, I muſt love. 

Hip. Well, you may love, . 
For Proſpero taught me Friendſhip too: You ſhall | 
Love me and other Men if you can find 'em, 

But all the Angel-women ſhall be mine. 

Ferd. I mult break off this Conference, or he 
Will urge me elſe beyond what J can bear. Hh. 
Sweet Youth ! ſome other time we'll ſpeak 
Farther concerning both our Loves ; at preſent 
I'm indiſpos'd with Wearineſs and Grief. 

And would, if you're ſo pleas'd, retire a while. 

Hip. Some other time be it ; but, Sir, remember 
That I both ſeek and much intreat your Friendſhip, 
For next ta Women, I find I can love you. 

Ferd. I thank you, Sir, I will confider of it. 

Exit Feld 
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H;s. This Stranger does inſult, and comes into 
My orld, to take thoſe heay'nly Beauties from me, 
Which I believe I am infpir'd to love: : 
And yet he faid he did defire but -one. | 
He would be — — but Lill de rich: 

perteiye Profpero was cunning; 
I rwia ted me from Woman: kind, 
Thoſe precious things he for himſelf delgu d. [Exit 
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SCENE, Cypreſs-Trees. and Cave. 


Enter Proſpero and Miranda. 
Prop. 2 Suit has Pity in't, and has prevail'd. 5 
Within this Cave he lies, and you may ſee him; 

But yet take heed; let Prudence be your Guide; 
You muſt not ſtay, your Vifit muſt be ſhort. [She's going. 
One thing TI had forgot; infinuate into his Mind 
A Kindneſs to that Youth, whom firſt you ſaw ; . 
I would have Friendſhip. grow betwixt em. 

Mir. You ſhall be obey'd in all things. 

Proſp. Be earneſt to unite their very Souls. 

Mir. I ſhall endeavour it. | 

Prop. This may ſecure 
Hippolita from that dark Danger which 
My Art forebodes ; for Friendhi does provide 
A double Strength Coppoſe th' Aſſaults of Fortune. 


E xit Proſpero. 
| Enter Ferdinand. [ 
Ferd. To be a Pris' ner where I dearly love, 
Is but a double Tie, a Link of Fortune 
Join'd to the Chain of Love ; but not to ſee her, 


And yet to be fo near her, there's the Hardſhip : 


1 feel my ſelf as on a Rack, ſtretch'd out, 
And nigh the Ground, on which I might have A” . 
| et 
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Yet cannot reach it. 4 © 
Mir. Sir! my Lord ! where are you ? 
Ferd. Is it your Voice, my Love? or do I dean 
Mir. Speak ſoftly, it is I. 
Ferd. O heav'nly Creature! 
Ten times more gentle than your Father's crue}, 
How on a ſudden all my Griefs are vaniſh'd ! 
Mir. How do you bear your Priſon ? | 
Ferd. Tis my Palace, | 
While you are here, and Love and Silence wait 
Upon our Wiſhes ; do but think we chuſe it, 
And *tis what we would chuſe. 
Mir. I'm ſure *tis what I would : 
But how can I be certain that you love me? 
Look to't ; for I will die when you are falſe. 
Pve heard my Father tell of Mails, who dy'd, 
And haunted their falſe Lovers with their Ghoſts, 
Ferd. Your Ghoſt muſt take another Form to fright ws, 
This Shape will be too pleaſing. Do I love you? 
O Heav'n! O Earth ! bear witneſs to this Sound, 
If I prove falſe - | 
Mir. Oh hold, you fhall not-ſwear ;: 
For Heav'n will hate you if you prove forſworn: 
Ferd. Did I not love, I could no more endure 
This undeſerv'd Captivity, than I 
Could wiſh to gain my Freedom with the Loſs 
Of you. | 
Mir. I am a Fool to weep at what 
I'm glad of: But I have a Suit to you, 
And that, Sir, ſhall 
Be now the only Trial of your Love. 
Ferd. You've ſaid enough, never to. be deny d, 
Were it my Life; for you have far o erbid 
The Price of all that human Life is worth. 
Mir. Sir, *tis to- love one for my ſake, . who for 
His own deſerves all the Reſpe& which you 
Can ever pay him. z 
Ferd. Y ou mean your Father: Do not think his Ulg 
Can make me hate him; when he gave you Being, 
He then did that which cancell'd all th wen 
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Mir. I meant not him, for that was a Requeſt, 
Which, if you love, I ſhould not need to urge. 

Ferd. Is there another whom I ought to love ? 
And love him for your ſake ? 
e goodly Sha 
Who, for his Sweetneſs and hi y Shape, 

(If I, who am unskill'd in Forms, may Judge) 
| think can ſcarce be equall'd : Tis a 4 
A Stranger too as you are. 

Ferd. Of ſuch a graceful Feature, and muſt L 
For your fake love: 

Mir. Yes, Sir, do you ſcruple 
To grant the firſt Requeſt I ever made ? 

He's wholly unacquainted with the World, 
And wants your Converſation. You ſhould have 
Compaſſion on ſo meer a Stranger. 

Ferd. Thoſe need Compaſſion whom you diſcommend, 
Not whom you praiſe. 

Mir. Come, you muft love him for my ſake : You. ſhall. 

Ferd. Muſt 1 for yours, and cannot for my own & 
Either you do not love, or think that I don't: 

But when you bid me love him, I muſt hate him. 

Mir. Have I ſo far offended you already, 

That he offends you only for my fake ? 
Yet ſure you would not hate him, if you ſaw 
Him as I've done, ſo full of Youth and Beauty. 

Ferd. O Poiſon to my Hopes! [Aut. 
When he did viſit me, and I did mention 
This beauteous Creature to him, ke then did tell 
Me, he would have her. 

Mir. Alas, what mean yon? 

Ferd. It is too plain: Like moſt of her frail Sex, 
She's falſe, but has not learn'd the Art to hide it; 
Nature has done her Part, the loves Variety : 

Why did I think that any Woman could 
be innocent, becauſe ſhe's young? No, no, 
Their Nurſes teach them: Change, when with: two 
Nipples 
They do divide their Liking. 
Miz. L fear have offended you, and yet 
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I meant no harm: But if you pleaſe to hear me 
4 LA Noise with! 
Hark, Sir! now am I ſure my Father comes, 
I know his Steps ; dear Love, retire a while, 
17 Toole mehr and ye long enough 
Ferd. Too long 1 and yet not 
Oh Jealouſie Oh Love] how you diftras? me! 
[Exit Ferdinayd, 
Mir. He appears diſpleas'd with that young Man,Iknoy 
Not why: But, till I find fromwhence his Hate 
I muſt conceal it from my Father's Knowledge, 
For he will think that guiltleſs I have caus'd it; 
And ſuffer me no more to ſee my Love. 
Enter Proſpero. 
Prop. Now I have been indulgent to your Wiſh, 
You have ſeen the Priſoner. [ow 
Mir. Ves. 
Proſp. And he ſpake to you? | a 
Mir. He ſpoke; but he receiv'd ſhort Anſwers fron 
Prop. How like you his Converſe ? [me. 
Mir. At ſecond fight 
A Man does not appear fo rare a Creature. 

Prop. I find ſhe loves him much, becauſe ſhe hides i 
Love teaches Cunning even to Innocence. [Aide 
Well, go in. f | ws Gib 

Mir. [ Aft. ive me, Truth, for thus diſpuifing 
If I ers him think I do not love ther; 
The Stranger much, he'll let me ſee him oſtner. 

[Exit Mira 

Prop. Stay] ſtay I had forgot to ask her 
What ſhe has ſaid of young Hippolito : | 
Oh! here he comes] and with him my Dorinda. 

I'll not be ſeen, let their Loves grow in ſecret. 
Exit Proſper. 
Enter Hippolito and Dorinda. 

Hip. But why are you ſo ſad ? | 

Dor. But why are you ſo joyful ? 

Hip. I have within me 
All, all the various Muſick of the Woods. 
Since laſt I ſaw you, I have heard brave New: ! 


53 = 
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tell you, and make you joyful for me. 4 
nt 3 I ſaw you firſt, (joan my Eyes, 

Drew ſomething in, I know not what it is; 

Fat fill it entertains me with ſuch Thoughts, 

ks makes me doubtful whether Joy becomes me. 

Hig. Pray believe me; r 

ks I'm a Man, I'll tell you bleſſed News, 

Tye heard there are more Women in the World, 

As fair as you are too. 1 
Dur. Is this your News ? You ſee it moves not me. 
Hip. And I will have 'em all. 

Der. What will become of me then? 
Hip. I'll have you too. | 

Zit are not you acquainted with theſe Women? 
Der. I never ſaw but one. +48 
Hip. Is there but one here? | 

This is a baſe poor World, I'll go to th' other; 

I've heard Men have abundance of em there. 

But pray where's that one Woman ? | | 
Der. Who, my Siſter? 8822 | * 
Hp. Is ſne your Siſter? I'm glad o' that: You ſhall 

Help me to her, and I will love you for it. 

2 Offers. to take her Hand. 

Dor. Away! I will not have you touch my Hand. 

My Father's Counſel, which enjoin' d Reſcryedneſs, 

Was not in vain, I ſee. — [AA. 
Hip. What makes you ſhun me? et. aj 
Der. You need not care, you'll have my Siſter's Hand. 
Hy. Why, muſt not he who touches hers, touch 

yours ? Rr | 
Der. You mean to love her too. 
Hip. Donot you love her ? — 
Then why ſhould I not do ſo ? 
Dur. She's my Siſter, | 
And therefore J muſt love her: But you.cannot 
*ore bock of us. bs 3 
I warrant you I can: 

* you had more Siſters 
Der. You may loye her, 

but then I'll not love you. 


His. 
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Hip. O but you muſt ; 

One is enough for you, but not for me. 
Dor. My Siſter told me ſhe had ſeen another; 

A Man like you, and ſhe lik'd only him; 

Therefore if one muſt be enough for her, 

He is that one, and then you cannot have her, 
Hip. If ſhe like him, ſhe may like both of us. 
Dor. But how if I ſhould change, and like that lau! 

Would you be willing to permit that Change ? 
Hip. No, for you lik'd me firſt. 
Dor. So you did me. 

Hip. But I would never have you ſee that Man; 

I cannot bear it. 

Dor. I'll ſee neither of you. 
WP Yes, me you may, for we are now acquainted; 

But he's the Man of whom your Father warn'd you, 

O! he's a terrible, — Creature, 

I'm but a Woman to him. | 
Dor. I will ſee him, 

Except 1 promiſe not to ſee my Siſter. 
Hip. Yes, for your ſake I needs muſt ſee your Siſter, 
Dor. But ſhe's a terrible, huge Creature too; 

If I were not her Siſter, ſhe would cat me; 

Therefore take heed. a 
Hip. I heard that ſhe was fair, 

And like you. 

Dor. No, indeed, ſhe's like my Father, | 

With a great Beard, twould fright you to look on ber, 

Therefore that Man and ſhe may got , 

They are fit for no body, but one another. 
Hip. 13 in] Yonder he comes with glaring Eye, 

y! : 

Before he ſees * | 
Dor. Muſt we part fo ſoon ? 

Hip. Y'are a loſt Woman if you ſee him. 
Dor. I would not willing!y be loft, for fear 

You ſhould not find me. Pl} avoid him. [ xi Du. 
Hip. She fain would have deceiv'd me, but I know 

Her Sifter muſt be fair, for ſhe's a Woman; 

All of a Kind that I have ſeen are like 


Te 


v0 that if ence I ſee her, I ſhall love her. 


For I wou'd fain have my Heart beat again, 
Juſt as I did when I firſt ſaw her Siſter. 
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To one ancther : All the Creatures of 
The Rivers and the Woods are fo. 


Enter Ferdinand. 


ferd. O! well encounter'd, you are the happy Man! 
You've got the Hearts of both the beauteous Women. 

Hip. How ! Sir? pray, are you ſure on't ? 

Ferd. One of em charg'd me to love you for her ſake, 

Hip. Then I muft have her. | 

Ferd. No, not till I am dead. 

Hip. How dead? what's that? but whatſoe'er it be, 
[long to have her. 

Erd. Time and my Grief may make me die. 

Hip. But for a Friend you ſhould make haſte; I ne'er 
Afr'd any thing of you before. 

Ferd. I ſee your Ignorance ; 


| And therefore will inſtru you in my Meaning. 


The Woman, whom I love, faw you, and lov'd yon: 
Now, Sir, if you love her, you'll cauſe my Death. 
Hip. Be ſure I' do't then. | 
Ferd. But I am your Friend; 
And I 1 * you that you would not love her. 
Hip. When Friends requeſt unreaſonable things, 
due they're to be deny'd : You fay ſhe's fair, 
And I muſt love all who are fair; for, to tell you 
A Secret, Sir, which I have lately found 
Within my ſelf; they are all made for me. 
Ferd. That's but a fond Conceit : You're made for 
one, 
And one for you. 
Hip. You cannot tell me, Sir; | 
[ know I'm made for twenty hundred Women. 
mean if there ſo many be b th! World) | 
Hp. 


Ferd. Then do not ſee her. 
Hip. Yes, Sir, I muſt ſee her. 


Ferd. I find I muſt not let you fee her then. 
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Hip. How will you hinder me? 
Ferd. By force of Arms. 

= force of Arms ? 

My —_ may be as ſtrong as yours, 
Ferd. He's ſtill ſo ignorant, that I pity him, 

And fain would avoid Force: Pray do not ſee her, 

She was mine firſt; you have no Right to her. 

Hip. I have not yet confider'd what is right, 

Bat, Sir, I know my Inclinations are 

To love all Women: And I have been taught, 

That to diſſemble what I think, is baſe. | 

In honour then of Truth, I muſt declare 

That I do love, and I will fee your Woman. 
Ferd. Wou'd you be willing 1 ſhould fee and love 

Your Woman, and endeavour to ſeduce her 

From that Affection which ſhe vow'd to you? 
Hip. I wou'd not you ſhould do it, but if ſhe 

Should love you beſt, I cannot hinder her. 

But, Sir, for fear ſhe ſhou'd, I will provide 

Againſt the worſt, and try to get-your Woman. 
Ferd. But I pretend no Claim at all to yours; 

Befides you are more Beautiful than I, 

And fitter to allure unpractis'd Hearts. | 

"Therefore I once more beg you will not ſee her. 
Hip. I'm glad you let me know. I have ſuch Beauty, 

If that will get me Women, they ſhall have it 

As far as &er 'twill. go: I'll never want 'em. 
— _ ſince you have refus'd this Act of Frien-W 

Provide — ſelf a Sword, for we muſt fight. 
Hip. A Sword, what's that ? 

Ferd. Why ſuch a thing as this, 
Hip. What ſhould I do with it ? 

* 4 You muſt” ſtand thus, 
nd puſh againſt me, while I at yon, 

Till one of us fall dead. _ a 
Hip. This is brave Sport; 

But we have no-Swords growing in our World. 
Ferd. What ſhall we do then to decide our S 


The TEMSPBE ST. 237 


We'll take the Sword by turns, and fight with it. 
| 227 Strange Ignorance —— You muſt End your 
Life, 
ind ſo muſt I. But ſince you have no Sword, 
Take this; for in a Corner of my Cave 
* 8 him his Sabor d. 
fund a ruſty one; perhaps twas his 
2 keeps — Pris'ner here: That I will fit: 
When next we meet, prepare your ſelf to fight. 
Hy. Make haſte then, this ſhall ne er be yours again. 
mean to fight with all the Men I meet, 
and when they're dead, their Women ſhall be mine. 
Ferd. I ſee you are unſkilful: I defire not 
To take your Life, but, if you pleaſe, we'll fight 
On theſe Conditions; he who firſt draws Blood, 
r who can take the other's Weapon from him, 
Chall be acknowledg'd as the Conqueror, 
ind both the Women ſhall be his. 
. Agreed, 
er Day I'll fight for two more with you. 
Ferd. But win theſe firſt, 
Hp. TIl warrant you I'll puſh you. ¶ Exeunt ſeueralhy. 


SCENE II. Thewild Ifand. 

Enter Trincalo, Caliban, and Sycorax. 
Calib, My Lord, I ſee em coming yonder. 
Trin. Who ? 
Calib. The ſtarv'd Prince, and his two thirſty Sub- 
ct, that would have our Liquor. | 
Irinc. If thou wert a Monſter of Parts, I would make 
x my. Maſter of Ceremonies, to conduct em in. The 
Peril take all Dunces, thou haſt loſt a brave Employ- 
nt, by not being a Linguiſt, and for want oi Beha- 
Our. , 1 
ye. My Lord, ſhall I go meet em? T'll be kind to 
l of 'etn, juſt as Lam to thee. "2 
Irin. No, that's againſt the fundamental Laws of 
7 Dukedom: You are in a high Place, Spouſe, and 


m 
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3 


—_ —— _— 
-— r 
3 


238 The TEMPEST. 


muſt give good Example. Here they come 
on the Gravity of Stateſmen, and be very dull, that 
may be held wiſe. 


Enter Stephano, Ventoſo, and Muſtacho. 


Vent. Duke Trincalo, we have conſider'd. 

Trinc. Peace or War? 

Muſt. Peace, and the Butt. 

Steph. I come now as a private Perſon, and 
to live peaceably under your Government. 

Trinc. You ſhall enjoy the Beneſits of Peace; and the 
firſt Fruits of it, amongſt all civil Nations, is to he 
drunk for Joy: Caliban, ſł ink about. 

Steph. I long to have a Rowſe to her Grace's Health, 
and to the Haunſe in Kelder, or rather Haddock in AA 
der, for I gueſs it will be half Fiſh. [Aide 

Trinc. Subject Stephano, here's to thee ; and let di 
Quarrels be drown'd in this Draught. [Drinks 

Steph. Great Magiſtrate, here's thy Siſter's Health ig 

thee. [Drinks u Cill 

Syc. He ſhall not drink of that immortal Liquor, 
My Lord, let him drink Water. 

Trinc. O Sweet- heart, you muft not fhame your fel 
to-day. Gentlemen Subjects, pray bear with her good 
Huſwifry : She wants a little Breeding, but ſhe's hearty, 

Muff. Ventoſo, here's to thee. Is it not better to pienc 
the Butt, than to quarrel and pierce one another's Bel 
Hes? 

Jent. Let it come, Boy. 

Trinc. Now wou'd I lay Greatneſs aſide, and ſhakt 
my Heels, if I had but Muſick. 

Calib. O my Lord ! my Mother left us in her Willa 
hundred Spirits to attend us, Devils of all ſorts, ſome 
great roaring Devils, and ſome little ſinging Sprights. 
1 Shall we call? And thou ſhall hear them in fie 

ir. 

Trinc. I accept the Motion: Let us have our Mother 
in- law's Legacy immed ately. au 

6... 
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22 


Caliban Sings. 


We ut Muſick, wwe want Mirth, 
Up, Dam, and cleave the Earth: 
We have now no Lords that wrong us, 
Send thy merry Sprights among us. 


Frirt. What a merry Tyrant am I, to have my Mu- 
>, and pay nothing for't ? | 
fable riſes, and four Spirits with Wine and Meat en- 
ter, placing it, as they dance, on the Table : The Dance 
eaded, the Bottles vaniſh, and the Table ſinks again. 
nt. The Bottle's drunk. 

M. Then the Bottle's a weak ſhallow Fellow, if it 
drunk firft. | 

Trinc. Stephano, give me thy Hand, thou haſt been a 
ebe!, but here's to thee: [ Drinks.] Pr'ythee why 
jould we quarrel ? Shall I ſwear two Oaths ? By Bottle, 
d by Butt I love thee : In witneſs whereof I drink 
$95. Your Grace ſhall find there's no Love loſt, for 
will pledge you ſoundly. | 

Tric. Thou haſt been a falſe Rebel, but that's all 
e pledge my Grace faithfully. | 

Irine. Caliban, go to the Butt, and tell me how it 
junds : Peer Stephano, doſt thou love me? 

Steph. I love your Grace, and all your Princely Fa- 
y 


Irixc. Tis no matter if thou lov'ſt me; hang my Fa- 
ly: Thou art my Friend, pr'ythee tell me what thou 
nk'ſt of my Princeſs ? , 

pb. I look on her, as on a very noble Princeſs. 
Inc. Noble? indeed ſhe had a Witch to her Mother, 
u the Witches are of great Families in Lapland; but 
r Devil was her Father, and I have heard of the Mon- 
ir De. Villes in France; but look on her Beauty, is ſhe 
t Wiſe for Duke Trinca/o? Mark her Behaviour too, 
i tippling yonder with the Serving-men. 


T 


Steph. 
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Steph. An't pleaſe your Grace, ſhe's ſomewhat hows; 
ly, but that's no Blemiſh-in a Princeſs. She is yi 

Trinc. Umph! Virtuous! I am loth to diſparag 
her; but thou art my Friend, canſt thou be cloſe 

Steph. As a ſtopt Bottle, an't pleaſe your Grace, 


Enter Caliban again <vith a Bottle. j 


Trinc. Why then [I'll tell thee, I found her an How 
ago under an Elder-tree, upon a {ſweet Bed of Nettles, WW! 
ſinging Tory, Rory, and Rantum, Scantum, with her 
own Natural Brother. q 

Steph. O Jew! make Love in her own Tribe ? 

Trinc. But tis no matter, to tell thee true, Imary'( 
her to be a great Man, and ſo forth: But make 10 
Words on't, tor I care not who knows it, and ſo her 
to thee again. Give me the Bottle, Caliban] did you 
knock the Butt? How does it ſound ? | 

Calib. It ſounds as though it had a Noiſe within. 

Trine. I fear the Butt begins to rattle in the Throat, 
and is departing : Give me the Bottle. [ Drinks, 

Mut. A ſhort Life and a merry, I fay. 

| [Steph. wwh:/þers Sycorax, 

He. But did he tell you ſo? 

Steph. He ſaid you were as ugly as your Mother, and 
that he marry'd you only to get Poſſeſſion of the I{land. 

Syc. My Mother's Devils fetch him for't. f 

Steph. And your Father's too. Hem ! ſkink about his 
Grace's Health again. O if you will but caſt an Eye df 
Pity upon me 

Syc. I will caſt two Eyes of Pity on thee, I love thee 
more than Haws, or Blackberries, I have a Hoard & 
Wildings in the Moſs, my Brother knows not of 'em; 
but I'll bring thee where they are. 

Steph. Trincalo was but my Man when time was. 

Se. Wert thou his God, and didſt thou give him Lr 
quor ? 8 wp" 

Steph. J gave him Brandy, and drunk Sack my {ll 

Wile thou leave him, and thou ſhalt be my Princel? 

Se. If thou canſt make me glad with this * 

| teph, 
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＋ Pl * we'll ride into the Country 


1 ow wilt thou carry me thither ? 

Spb. Upon a Hackney-Devil of thy Mother's. 

Jrinc. What's that you will do? Hah! I hope you 
ure not betray d me ? How does my Pigs-nye ? 
[ To Sycorax. 
Je. Begone ! thou ſhalt not be my Lord, thou ſay'|t 
[n ugly. | 
vince. Did tell her lo —— hah! he's a R 
believe kim, Chuck. * 
* The foul Words were yours : I will not eat 


Triac. Thee, if once a Rebel, then ever a Rebel. Did I 
zive thee into Grace for this ? I will correct thee with 
I or Royal Hand. 12 trikes Steph. 
he. Doſt chou hurt my Love? lies at Trinc. 
ſince, Where are our Guards? ſl Treaſon ! 
[ Vent. Muſt. Calib. run betwixt. 
Jt. Who took up Arms firſt, the Prince or the 
People ? 
* This falſe Traytor has corrupted the Wife of 
yy Boſom. [hi/pers Muſtacho haftily.] Muſtacho, ſtrike 
bo fide, and thou ſhalt be my Vice-Roy. 
= I'm againſt Rebels! Venteſo, obey your Vice- 


boy. 

Vat. You a Vice-Roy ? 

[They two fight off from the reſt. 
teh. Hah ! Hector Monſter ! do you ſtand Neuter ? 
Calib. Thou would'ſt drink my Liquor, I will not help 


he. Thos his doing that I had ſuch a Huſband, but 
| claw 

dye. and Calib. fight, Syc. beating him off the St 
RJ The whole Nation is up in Arms, and I 
- ? 

[Trinc. beats off Steph. to the Door. Exit Steph. 
xp to for, r fear the Enemy will rally again, 
» Wel, Inn 
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rid of my Lady Trincalo, ſhe will be in the Faſhion elſe, 
| firſt; Cuckold her Huſband, and then ſue for a Sepan- 


tion, to get ORE, [Exi, WM; 
SCENE III. The Cypreſs-Trees and Cav, 
| Enter Ferdinand and H ippolito, uy their Swords 


| | drawn. | 


Ferd. Come, Sir, our Cave affords no Choice of Place, 
But the Ground's firm and even ; Are you ready ? 
| Hip. As ready as your ſelf, Sir. 
x Ferd. You remember 
On what Conditions we. muſt fight? Who firſt 
Receives a Wound is to ſubmit. 
| Hip. Come, come, 
9 This loſes Time; now for the Woman, Sir. ( 
1 [They fight a ** Ferdinand hurt; bin, 
= Ferd. Sir, you are wo 
Hip. No. 
Ferd. Believe your Blood. 
Hip. I feel no Hurt, no matter for my Blood. 
Ferd. Remember our Conditions. 
Hip. I will not leave, till my. hg hits you too, 
[ Hip. preſſes on, Ferd. retires and warks, 
Ferd. I'm ih to kill you, — are unſkilful, Sir. 
Hip. Vou beat aſide my Sword, but let it come 
As near as yours, and you ſhall ſee my skill. 
Ferd. You faint for fol of Blood, I ſee you ſtagger; 
Pray, Sir, retire. 
Hip. No! I will ne'er go back 
Methinks the Cave turns round, I cannot find—— 
Ferd. Your Eyes begin to dazle. 
Hip. Why do you ſwim ſo, and dance about me? WT 
Stan but {till till I have made one Thruſt. 
[Hip. thru/s and falls, I. 
Ferd. 0 help, help, help ! By 
Unhappy Man ! what have I done ? W 
Hip. Tm going to a cold Slexp, but when I wake. I 


HS. % — . te 
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1 i fight again. Pray ſtay for me. [ Savoons. 
a Ferd. He's gone! 
it He's gone! O ſtay, ſweet lovely Youth ! Help! help! 


Enter Proſpero. 


Prſp. What diſmal Noiſe is that? 
? Ferd. O ſee, Sir, fee ! | | 
What Miſchief my unhappy Hand has wrought. 
Proſp. Alas ! how much in vain doth feeble Art 
e, Endeavour to reſiſt the Will of Heav'n! [Rubs Hip. 
He's gone for ever; O thou cruel Son 
Of an inhuman Father ! all my Deſigns 
Are ruin'd and unravell'd by this Blow. 
No Pleaſure now is left me but Revenge. 
Ferd. Sir, if you knew. my Innocence —— 
Proſp. Peace, peace, 
Can thy Excuſes give me back his Life ? 
What Ariel? Sluggiſh Spirit, where art thou? 


Enter Anel. 


Ariel. Here, at thy beck, my Lord. 
Proſþp. Ay, now thou com'ſt, 
When Fate is paſt, and not to be recall'd. 
Look there, and glut the Malice of thy Nature, 
For as thou art thy ſelf, thou canſt not but 
Be glad to ſee young Virtue nipt i'th' Bloſſom. 
Ariel. My Lord, the Being high above can witneſs 
1am not glad; we airy Spirits are not of 
A Temper ſo malicious as the earthy, 
but of a Nature more approaching good. 
For which we meet in Swarms, and often combat 
betwixt the Confines of the Air and Earth. | 
Prop. Why didſt thou not prevent, at leaſt foretel 
This fatal Action then? 
driel. Pardon, great Sir, 
meant to do it, but I was forbidden 
I the ill Genius of Hipolito, 
Who came and threaten d me, if I diſclos d it, 
„Lo bind me in the bottom of the Sea, | | 
» M2 Far 
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Far from the lightſome Regions of the Air, 
(My native Fields) above a hundred Vears. 
Proſp. I'll chain thee in the North for thy Neglect, 
Within the burning Bowels of Mount Hecla; 
I'll ſinge thy airy Wings with ſulph'rous Flames, 
And choak thy tender Noſtrils with blue Smoak, 
At ev'ry Hick-up of the belching Mountain, 
Thou ſhalt be lifted up to taſte freſh Air, 
And then fall down again. 
Ariel. Pardon, dread Lord. | | 
Pay. Fo more of Pardon than juſt Heay'n intend; 
cc, 8 
Shalt thou e er find from me: Hence ! fly with ſpeed, 
Unbind the Charms which hold this Murtherer's Father, 
And bring him, with my Brother, ſtreight before me. 
Ariel. Mercy, my potent Lord! and I'll outfly 
Thy Thought. Exit Ariel. 
Ferd. O Heav*ns! what Words are theſe I heard ? . 
Yet cannot ſee who ſpoke em: Sure the Woman 
Whom I lov'd was like this, ſome airy Viſion. 
Proſp. No, Murd'rer, ſhe's, like thee, of mortal 
Mould, | 
But much too pure to mix with thy black Crimes; 
Yet ſhe has Faults, and muſt be puniſh'd for em. 
Miranda and Dorinda ! where are ye ? 
The Will of Heay'n's accompliſh'd : I have now 
No more to fear, and nothing left to hope, 
Now you may enter. 
Enter Miranda and Dorinda. 
Mir. My Love! is it permitted me to ſee 
You once again ? 
Profþ. You come to look your laſt ; 
J will for ever take him from your Eyes. 
But, on my Blefling, ſpeak not, nor approach him. 
Dor. Pray, Father, is not this my Siſter's Man ? 
He has a noble Form; but yet he's not 
So excellent as my Hippolito. 


Proeſp. Alas, poor Girl] thou haſt no Man: Look yor- 
ä der; Theres 


The TEMPEST. 245 


There's all of him that's left. 

Dor. Why, was there ever any more of him? 
He lies aſleep, Sir, ſhall I waken him ? 

[She kneels by Hippolito, and jegs him. 

Ferd. Alas! he's never to be wak'd again. 

Dor. My Love, my Love! will you not ſpeak to me ? 
| fear you have diſpleas'd him, Sir, and now 
He will not anſwer me ; he's dumb and cold too ; 

But I'll run ſtreight, and make a Fire to warm him, 
| [Exit Dorinda running. 
Enter Alonzo, Gonzalo, Antonio; and Ariel inviſible. 
Alm. Never were Beaſts ſo hunted into Toils, 
As we have been purſu'd by dreadful Shapes. 
But is not that my Son? O Ferdinand 
If thou art not a Ghoſt, let me embrace thee. 
Ferd. My Father! O ſiniſter Happineſs ! 
Is it decreed I ſhould recover you 
Alive, juft in that fatal Hour when this 
Brave Youth is loſt in Death, and by my Hand? 

Ant. Heav*n! what new Wonder's this? 

Coz. This Ifle is full of nothing elle. 

Prop. You ſtare upon me as you ne'er had ſeen me 3 
Have fifteen Years ſo loſt me to your Knowledge, 

That you retain no Memory of Proſpero? 

Gonz. The good old Duke of Millain / 

Profþp. I wonder leſs, 

That thou, Antonio, know'ſt me not, becauſe 
Thou didft long ſince forget I was thy Brother, 
Ele I ne'er had been here. 

Ant. Shame choaks my Words. 

Alonz. And Wonder mine. 

Proſp. For you, uſurping Prince, [To Alonz. 
Know, by my Art, you were ſhipwrack'd on this Iſle, 
Where, after I a while had puniſh'd you, 

My Vengeance would have ended; I defign'd 
To match that Son of yours, with this my Daughter. 

Alonz. Purſuit it ſtill, I am moſt willing to't. 

Proſþ. So am not I. No Marriages can proſper 
Which are with Murderers made ; look on that Corps: 
This, whilſt he liv'd, was young Hippolito, s 
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That Infant Duke of Mantua, Sir, whom you 
Expos'd with me; and here I bred him up, 

Till that blood-thirſty Man, that Ferdinand 
But why do I exclaim on him, when Juſtice 
Calls to unſheath her Sword againſt his Guilt ? 

Alonz. What do you mean? 

Prob. To execute Heav'ns Laws. 

Here I am plac'd by Heav'n, here I am Prince, 
Though you have diſpoſſeſs'd me of my Millain. 
Blood calls for Blood; your Ferdinand ſhall die. 
And I, in Bitterneſs, have ſent for you, 

To have the ſudden Joy of ſeeing him alive, 
And then the greater Grief to fee him die. 

Alonz. And think'ſt thou I, or theſe, will tamely ſtand 
To view the Execution? [| Lays Hand upon his dura 

Ferd. Hold, dear Father 
J cannot ſuffer you Vattempt againſt 
His Life, who gave her Being whom T love. 

Proſp. Nay, then appear my Guards—T thought no 
To ule their Aid ; (I'm curs'd becauſe I us'd it.) 5 

Fs ftamps and many Spirits appear. 
But they are now the Miniſters of Heav'n, 
Whilſt I revenge this Murder. 

Alonz. Have I for this 
Found thee, my Son, ſo ſoon again to loſe thee ? 
Antonis, Gonzalo, ſpeak. for pity. 

Ferd. Adieu, my faireft Miſtreſs! [Te Mir. 
Mir. Now J can hold no longer; I muſt ſpeak. 
Though I am loth to diſobey you, Sir, 

Be not ſo cruel to the Man I love, 
Or be ſo kind to let me ſuffer with him. | 

Ferd. Recall that Pray'r, or I ſhall wiſh to live, 
Though Death be all the mends that I can make. 

Profþ. This Night I will allow you, Ferdinand, 
To fit you for your Death, that Cave's your Priſon, 

Along. Ah, Profpero ! hear me ſpeak, Youarea Father, 
Look on my Age, and look upon his Youth. 

Preſp. No more! all you can fay is urg'd in vain, 
T have no room for Pity left within-me. 

Do you refuſe? help, Ariel, with your Fellows 2 
| 0 
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To drive em in; Alonzo and his Son 
Beſtow in yonder Cave, and here Gonzalo 
Shall with Antonio lodge. 
[ Spirits drive *em in, as they are appointed. 
Enter Dorinda. 
Dor. Sir, I have made a Fire, ſhall he be warm'd ? - 
Proſp. He's dead, and vital Warmth will n&er return. 
Dor. Dead, Sir ! what's that ? 
Proſp. His Soul has left his Body. 
Dor. When will it come again? 
Pro/p. O never, never 
He muit be laid in Earth, and there conſume. 
Dor. He ſhall not lie in Earth, you do not know 
How well he loves me: Indeed he'll come again; 
He told me he would go a little while, 
But promis d me he would not tarry long. 
Proſp. He's murder'd by the Man who lov'd your Siſter. 
Now both of you may ſee what *tis to break 
A Father's Precept; you would needs ſee Men, 
And by that fight are made for ever wretched. 
Hippolito is dead, and Ferdinand 
Muſt die for murdering him. 
Mir. Have you no Pity ? 
Sh, / Your Diſobedience has ſo much incens'd me, 
That I this Night can leave no Bleſſing with you. 
Help to convey the Body to my Couch, | 
Then leave me to mourn over it alone. 
[ They bear off the Body of Hip. 
Enter Miranda and Dorinda again. Ariel behind em. 
Ariel. I've been ſo chid for my Neglect by Proſpero, 
That I muſt now watch all, and be unſeen. 
Mir. Siſter, I ſay again, twas long of you 
Tlat all this Miſchief happen'd. 
Dor. Blame not me 
For your own Fault, your Curioſit 
Brought me to ſee the Man. 7 
Mir. Vou ſafely might 
Have ſeen him, and retir'd, but you would needs 
Go near him, and converſe ; you may remember 
My Father call'd me _ and I calld you. 
4 
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Dor. That was your Envy, Siſter, not your Lose: 
You call'd me thence, becauſe you: could not be 
Alone with him your ſelf; but. I am ſure 
My Man had never gone to Heav'n ſo ſoon, 
But that yours made him go. lc 

Mir. Siſter, I could not wiſh that either of eli. 5d 
Should go to Heav'n without us, but it was 
His Fortune, and you muſt be ſatisfy'd. 

Dor. I'll not be fatisfy'd : My Father ſays 
He'll make your Man as cold as mine is now ; 
And when he is made cold, my Father will 
Not let you ſtrive to make him warm again. 

Mir. In ſpite of you, mine never ſhall be cold. 

Dor. I'm ſure *twas he that made me miſerable, 
And I will be reveng'd. Perhaps you think 
Tis nothing to loſe a Man. 

Mir. Yes, but there 1s 
Some Difference betwixt my Ferdinand, 
And your Hippolito. 

Dor. Ay, there's your Judgment. 

Yours is the oldeft Man I ever ſaw, 
Except it were my Father. 

Mir. Siſter, no more. 

It is not comely in a Daughter, when 
She ſays her Father's old. 

Dor. But why do I ; 
Stay here, whilſt my cold Love perhaps may want me! 
PFll pray my Father to make yours cold too. 

Mir. Sifter, I'll never fleep with you again. 

Dor. I'll never more meet in a Bed with you, 
But lodge on the bare Ground, and watch my Love. 

Mir. And at the Entrance of that Cave I'll lie, 
And echo to each Blaſt of Wind a Sigh. 

[Exeunt ſeverally, looking diſcontentedly on one another, 

Ariel. Harſh Diſcord reigns throughou? this fatal Ile, 
At which good Angels mourn, ill Spirits ſmile ; 
Old Proſpero, by his Daughters robb'd of Reſt, 
Has in diſpleaſure left em both unbleſt. 
Unkindly they abjure each other's Bed, 
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zo and his Son are Pris'ners made, 

And good Gonzalo does their Crimes upbraid. 

_ and Gonzalo diſagree, 

And wou'd, fry. cy = Cave, at diſtance be. 
t 


t curſed Wine have ſpent, 


Which ſtill renew'd their Thirſt of Government; 
And wanting Subjects for the Food of Pow'r, 

Each wou'd, to rule one, the reſt devour. 

The Monſters Sycorax and Caliban, 

More monſtrous grow by Paſſions learn'd from Man. 
Eren I, not fram'd of warring Elements, 

Purtake and ſuffer in theſe Diſcontents. 

Why ſhould a Mortal by Enchantments hold 

In Chains a Spirit of Ætherial Mold? 


Accurſed Ma 
And our own 


K 


— we our ſelves have taught, 
ow'r has our Subjection wrought! [ Exit. 
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Acr v. SCENE 1 


Enter Proſpero and Miranda. 


Prop. VO beg in vain ; I cannot pardon hi 
'} Y He — kd Heav'n. mY 
Mir. Then let Heav'n puniſh him. 

Proſp. It will, by me. | 

Mir. Grant him at leaſt ſome Refpite for my fake. 

_ I by deferring Juſtice ſhould incenſe 
The Deity 172 my ſelf and you. : 

Mir. Yet J have heard you ſay, the Pow'rs above 
Are flow in puniſhing, and ſhould not you 
Reſemble them ? 

Proſp. The Argument is weak, | 
But I want time to let you ſee your Errors; 
Retire, and, if you love him, pray for him. [He's going. 

Mir. And can you be his Judge and Executioner ? 

Proſp. I cannot force Gouzalp, or my Brother, 
Much leſs the Father to deftroy the Son ; 

It muſt be then the Monſter Caliban, 

And he's not here; but 47e/ ſtrait ſhall fetch him. 

Enter Ariel. 

Ariel. My potent Lord, before thou call'ſt, I come 
To ſerve thy Will. 

Projp. Then, Spirit, fetch me here my Salvage Slave. 

Ariel. My Lord, it does not need. 

Prop. Art thou then prone to Miſchief, wilt thou be 
Thy telf the Executioner ? 

Ariel. Think better of thy airy Miniſter, 
Who, for thy ſake, unbidden, this Night has flown 
O'er almoſt all the habitable World. 

Preſp. But to what purpele was all thy D 
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Ariel. When I was chidden by my mighty Lord, 
For my Neglect of young Hippolito, 
[ went to view his Body, and ſoon found 
His Soul was but retir'd, not fally'd out: 
Then I collected | | 
The beſt of Simples underneath the Moon, 
The beſt of Balms, and to the Wound apply'd 
The healing Juice of vulnerary Herbs. 
His only Danger was his Loſs of Blood. 
But now he's wak'd, my Lord, and juſt this Hour 
He muſt be dreſs'd again, as I have done it. 
Anoint the Sword which pierc'd him with this Weapon- 
Salve, and wrap it cloſe from Air till I have time to 
viſit him again. 
Priþ. Thou art my faithful Servant, 
It ſhall be done; be it your Task, Miranda, 
Becauſe your Sifter is not preſent here; 
While I go viſit your dear Ferdinand, | 
From whom I will a while conceal this News, 
That it may be more welcome. | 
Mir. I obey you, 
And with a double Duty, Sir : For new 
You twice have given me Life. | 
Proſp. My Ariel, follow me. [Excunt ſewerally. 
[Hippolito diſcower d on a Couch, Dorinda by him. 
Dor. How do you find your ſelf ? 
Hip. I'm ſomewhat cold, 
Can you not draw me nearer to the Sun E 
] am too weak to walk. 
Dor. My Love, Pl try. 
[She draws the Chair ntarer the Audience. 
I thought you never would have walk'd again, 
They told me you were gone away to Heav'n ; 
Have you been there? 
Hip. I know not where I was. 
Dor. I will not leave you, till you promiſe me 
You will not die again. 
Hip. Indeed I will not. 
Dor. You muſt not go to Heav'n, unleſs we go 
Together; for I've heard my Father ſay, 
That 
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That we muſt ſtrive to be each other's Guide, 
The Way to it will elſe be difficult, | 
Eſpecially to thoſe who are ſo young; 

But I much wonder-what it-is to die. 

Hip. Sure tis to Dream, a kind of breathleſs Sleep, 
When once the Soul's gone out. 

Dor. What is the Soul ? 

Hip: A ſmall blue Thing, that runs about within us 

Dor. Then J have ſeen it in a froſty Morning 
Run ſmoking from my Mouth. | 

Hip: But, dear Dorinda, | 
What is become of him who fought with me ? 

Dor. O! I can tell you joyful News of him, 
My Father means to make him die-to Day, 

For what he did to you. . 

Hip. That muſt not be, | | 
My Dorinda; go and beg your Father 
He may not die; it was my Fault he hurt me, 
I urg'd him to it firſt. 

Dor. But if he live, he'll ne'er leave killing you. 

Hip. O no! I juſt remember when ] fell aſleep, 
J heard him calling me a great way off, 

And crying over me as you-wou'd do; 
Beſides, we have no Cauſe of Quarrel now. 

Dor. Pray how began your Difference firſt ? 

Hip. I fought with him for all the Women in the World 

Dor. That Hurt you had was juſtly ſent from Heay'n, 
For wiſhing to have any more but me. 

Hip. Indeed I think it was, but I repent it, 

The Fault was only in my Blood, for now 
* I'is gone, I find I do not love ſo many. 

Dor. In Confidence of this, I'll beg my Father 
That he may live; I'm glad the naughty Blood, 
That made- you love ſo many, is gone out. 

Hip. My Dear, go quickly, leſt you come too — 

1 Exit Dor. 
Enter Miranda at the other Door, auith Hippolito's Sumi 
TWrapt up. 

Hip. Who's this who looks ſo Fair and Beautiful, 

As nothing but Dorinda can ſurpaſs her? 0 
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o! I believe it is that Angel Woman, 
hom ſhe calls Siſter, 
Mir. Sir, I am ſent hither 
To dreſs your Wound ; how do you find your Strength ? 
Hip. Fair Creature, I am faint with loſs of Blood. 
Mir. I'm ſorry for't. 
Hip. Indeed, and ſo am I, 
For if I — — 8 I then ſhould find 
t ght in loving you. 
ag But, Sir, wht | 
[ am another's, and your Love is given 
Already to my Siſter. 
Hip. Yet I find 
That, if you pleaſe, I can love ftill a little. 
Mir. I cannot be unconſtant, nor ſhould you. 
Hip. O my Wound pains me. 
Mir. I am come to eaſe you. [She unwraps the Sword. 
Hip. Alas! I feel the cold Air come to me, | 
My Wound ſhoots worſe than ever. 
[She wipes, and anoints the Sword. 
Mir. Does it ſtill grieve you? 
Hip. Now methinks there's ſomething 
Laid juſt upon it. 
Mir. Do you find no Eaſe ? 
Hip. Yes, yes, upon the ſudden all the Pain 
B leaving me: Sweet Heav'n, how I am eas'd! 
Enter Ferdinand and Dorinda to them. 
Ferd. [To Dor.) Madam, I muſt confeſs my Life is 
I owe it to your Generoſity. [yours, 
Dor. I am &'erjoy'd my Father lets you live, 
And proud of my good Fortune, that he gave 
Your Life to me. 
Mir. How ? gave his Life to her ! 
Hip. Alas! I think ſhe faid ſo, and he ſaid 
He ow'd it to her Generoſity. 
Ferd. But is not that your Siſter with Hippolito? 
Der. So kind already? | 
Herd. I came to welcome Life, and I have met 
The cruelleſt of Deaths. | : 
Hip. My dear Dorinda with another Man? 
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Dor. Siſter, what Buſineſs have you here ? 

Mir. You ſee I dreſs Hippolito. 

Dor. You're very charitable to a Stranger. 

Mir. You are not much behind in Charity, 
To beg a Pardon for a Man, whom you 
Scarce ever ſaw before. 

Dor. Henceforward let your Surgery alone, 
For I had rather he ſhould die, than you 
Should cure his Wound. 

Mir. And I wiſh Ferdinand had dy'd, before 
He ow'd his Life to your Entreaty. 

Ferd. to Hip. Sir, J am glad you are fo well recover 
You keep your Humour ſtill to have all Women! 

Hip. Not all, Sir, you except one of the Number, 
Your new Love there, Dorinda. | 

Mir. Ah Ferdinand! can you become Inconſtant? 

If I muft loſe you, I had rather Death 

Should take you from me, than you take your {elf 
Ferd. And if I might have choſe, I would have wiſh 

That Death from Proſpero, and not this from you, 
Dor. Ay, now I find why I was ſent away, 

That you might have my Siſter's Company. 
Hip. Dorinda, kill me not with your Unkindneſs; 

This is too much, firſt to be falſe your ſelf, 

And then accuſe me too. 

Ferd. We all accuſe | 
Each other, and each one denies their Guilt, 

1 ſhould be glad it were a mutual Error. 

And therefore firſt to clear my felf from Fault, 

Madam, I beg your Pardon, while I {ay 

I only love your Siſter. [To Dorinck. 
Mir. O bleſt Word! 

I'm ſure I love no Man but Ferdinand. 
Dor. Nor I, Heav'n knows, but my Hippolito. 
Hip. I never knew I lov'd fo much; before 

I fear'd Dorinda's Conſtancy, but riow 

I am convinc'd that I lov'd none but her; 

Becauſe none elſe can recompence her Loſs. 
Ferd. Twas happy then we had this little Trial. 

Bat how we all ſo much miſtook, I know not. 
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Mir. J have only this to ſay in my Defence: 
My Father ſent me hither, to attend 
The wounded Stranger. 
Dor. And Hippos | 
dent me to beg the Life of Ferdmand. | 
F-rd. From ſuch {mall Errors left at firſt anheeded, 
Have often ſprung fad Accidents in Love: 
Fat ſee, our Fathers and our Friends are come 
To mix their Joys with ours. 
Erter Proſpero, Alonzo, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 
Alm. to Proſp. Let it no more be thought of; 
Your Purpoſe, though it was ſevere, was juſt. 
lu loſing Ferdinand I ſhould have mourn'd, 
But could not have complain'd. 
Proſp. Sir, I am glad : 
Lind fieavn decreed it otherwiſe. 
Dr. O Wonder! 
How many goodly Creatures are there here 
How beauteous Mankind is ! 
Hip. O brave new World, 
That has ſuch People in't 
Alm. to Ferd. Now all the Bleſſings 
Of a glad Father compaſs thee about, 
And make thee HAPPY in thy beauteous Choice. 
Conz. I've inward wept, or ſhould have ſpoken ere 


this. 

Look down, ſweet Heav'n, and on this Couple drop 
A blefſed Crown, for it is you chalk'd out 
The Way which brought us hither. 

Anto. Though Penitence 
Fored by Neceſſity can ſcarce ſeem real, 
Yet, deareſt Brother, I have hope my Blood 
May plead for Pardon with you; I reſign 
Dominion, which, tis true, I could not keep, 
But Heav*n knows too, I would not. 

Proſp. All paſt Crimes 


{ bury in the Joy of this bleſs'd Day. 


An. And, that I may not be behind in Juſtice, 
To this young Prince I render back his Dukedom, 
And as the Duke of Mantua thus ſalute him. * 
| P. 
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Hip. What is it that you render back ? methinks 
You give me nothing. s 

Prop. You are to be Lord 
Of a great People, and o'er Towns and Cities, 

Hip. And ſhall theſe People be all Men and Women! 

Gonz. Yes, and ſhall you Lord. 

Hip. Why then PII live no longer in a Priſon, 
But have a whole Cave to my ſelf hereafter, 

Prep. And that your Happineſs may be complext 
I give you my Dorinda for your Wife; 

She ſhall be yours for ever, when the Prieſt 
Has made you one. 

Hip. How can he make us one? Shall I grow to ber! 

Profſp. By ſaying holy Words you ſhall be join'd 
In Marriage to each o 

Dor. I warrant you thoſe holy Words are Charms. 
My Father means to conjure us together. 

Proſp. M 1 Ariel told me, when laſt Night you-quy. 
. rell'd, [To his Daughtm, 

You ſaid you would for ever part your Beds. 
But what 57 threaten'd in your Anger, Heav'n 
Has turn'd to Prophecy. 

For you, Miranda, muſt with Ferdinand, 

And you, Dorinda, with Hippolito, 

Lie in one Bed hereafter. 

Alon. And Heav'n make 
Thoſe Beds ſtill fruitful in produeing Children, 

To bleſs their Parents Vouth, and Grandſires Age. 

Mir. to Dor. If Children come by lying in a Bed, 
I wonder you and I had none between us. 

Dor. Siſter, it was our Fault, we meant like Fools 
To look 'em in the Fields, and they, it ſeems, 
Are only found in Beds. 

Hip. I am o'er-joy'd 
That I ſhall have Dorinda in a Bed, 

We'll lie all Night and Day together there, 
And never riſe again. | 

Ferd. [ afide to him.] Hippolito ! You yet 
Are ignorant of your great Happineſs ; a 
But there is ſomewhat, which for your own 1 0 
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Nwinda's fake, I mult inſtruct you in. 
Hip. Pray teach me quickly ; 
How Men and Women in your World make Love; 
| ſhall ſoon learn, I warrant you. 
Enter Ariel, driving in Stephano, Trincalo, Muſtacho, 
Ventoſo, Caliban, and Sycorax. 
Prop. Why that's my dainty Ariel, I ſhall mis thee, 
But yet thou ſhalt have Freedom. 
Gmz. O look, Sir, look; the Maſter and the Sailors — 
The Boſen too my Prophecy is out, 
That if a Gallows were on Land that Man 
Could ne'er be drown'd. | | 
Alm. Now, Blaſphemy, what, not one Oath aſhore? 
Haſt thou no Mouth by Land? Why ſtar'ſt thouſo? 
[7 Trincalo. 
Trine. What, more Dukes yet? I mult reſign my 
Dukedom ; 
But tis no matter, I was almoſt ſtarv'd in't. 
Muß. Here's nothing but wild Sallads, without Oil or 


Vinegar. 

905. The Duke and Prince alive! would I had now 
Our gallant Ship again, and were her Maſter, 
Idwillingly give all my Iſland for her. 

Vent. And I my Vice-Royſhip. | 

Trinc, I ſhall need no Hangman, for I ſhall e' en hang 
my ſelf, now my Friend Butt has ſhed his laſt Drop of 
Life, Poor Butt is quite rted. 

Anto. They talk like Mad-men. 

Proſp. No matter, Time will bring 'em to themſelves, 
and now their Wine is gone, they will not quarrel. 
Your Ship is ſafe and tight, and bravely rigg'd, 
As when you firſt ſet ſail. 

Alm. This News is wonderful. 

Ariel. Was it well done, my Lord ? 

Profþ. Rarely, my Diligence. 

Gonz. But pray, Sir, what are thoſe miſ-ſhapen Creatures? 

Prop. Their Mother was a Witch, and one ſo ſtrong, 
dhe would controul the Moon, make Flows and Ebbs, 
And deal in her Command without her Pow'r. 
He. O.Serebes ! thele be brave Sprights indeed. 


len? 
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Proſp. Go, Sirrah, to my Cell, and as you hope 
For Pardon, trim it up. [To Cal, 
Calib. Moſt carefully. I will be wiſe hereafter. 

What a dull Fool was I, to take thoſe Drunl:ard; 
For Gods, when ſuch as theſe were in the World! 
Preſp. Sir, J invite your Highneſs and ycur Train 
To my poor Cave this Night; a part cf which 
I will employ, in telling you my Story. 
Alon. No doubt it muſt be ſtrangely taking, Sir. 
Profp. — the Morn draws, I'II bring you to you 
Ship, 
And * * calm Seas, and happy Gales. 
My Ariel, that's thy Charge: Then to the Elements 
Be free, and fare thee well. 
Ariel. I'll do it, Maſter. 
Prop. Now to make amends | 
For the rough Treatment you have found to Day, 
PI entertain you with my Magick Art: 
I'll, by my Power, transform this Place, and call 
Up thoſe that ſhall make good my Promiſe to you. 


S CEN E changes to the Rocks, with the Arch 
_ and calm Sea. Muſick Playing on tt 
oc. | 


Praſp. Neptune, and your fair Amphitrite, riſe; 
Oceanus, with your Tethys too appear ; 
All ye Sea-Gods, and Goddeſſes, appear! 
Come, all ye Tritons; all ye Nereids, come, 
And teach your ſawey Element to obey : 
For you have Princes now to entertain, 
And unſoil'd Beauties, with freſh youthful Lovers, 
Neptune, Amphitrite, Oceanus and Tethys affea 
in a Chariot drawn with Sea-Horſes ; on eacy fi 
of the Chariot, Sea-Gods, and Goddeſſes, Tri 
| and Nereids. 
Alon. This is prodigious ! 
Auto. Ah! what amazing Objects do we ſee ? 
Gonz. This Art doth much exceed all human Skil 


SONG. 
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; Lord, Great Neptune, for my /ake 
44 M Of theſe bright Beauties Pity N 8 . 
n | And to the reſ allow 
Your Mercy too. 


Let this enraged Element be fill, 
Let Æolus obey my Will: 
Let him his boifterous Priſoners ſafely keep 
In their dark Caverns, and no more 
Let em diflurb the Boſom- of the Deep, 
"Till theſe arrive upon their wiſh'd-for Shore, 
. So much my Amphitrite's Lowe I prize, 
That no Commands of hers I can deſpiſe. 
Tethys no Furrows now hall wear, 
Oceanus no Wrinkles on his Brow, 
Let your ſereneſt Looks appear 
| Be calm and gentle "now. 
Be calm, yegreat Parents of the Floods and the 


5 s, 
While cache Nereidand Triton Plays, Rewels, 
2d Sings. 
— the roaring Winds, and we 
Will ſoon obey you chearfully. 
Tie up the Winds, and we'll obey, 
5 Upon the Floods we'll ſing and play, 
And celebrate a Halcyon Day. 
Here the Dancers mingle with the 
Singers, and perform a Dance. 
eptune. Great Nephew Aolus make no Noi/e, 
Muzzle your roaring Boys. [ ÆKolus appears. 
Let em not bluſter to diſturb our Bars, 
Or flrike theſe noble Paſſengers with Fears, 
tine. Afford em only ſuch an eaß) Gale, 

As pleaſantly may ſwell each Sail. | 
mph, While fall Sea- momſters cauſe inteftine Fars, 
This Empire you invade by foreign Wars. 
Pune, But you hall mew be fill, 

And ſball obey my Amphitrite's Will. 4 
us 
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Aolus 1 You Þllobey, wwho at one Stroke can mak,, 
deſcends. \ With your dread Trident, the aubole Earth tm, 
Come down, my Bluſterers, fell no more. 
Your flormy Rage give o er. 
inds from the four Corners apreat 
Let all black Tempeſts ceaſe —— 
And let the troubled Ocean reſt: 
Let all the Sea enjoy as calm a Peace, 
As where the Halcyon builds her quiet Neg, 
To your Priſons below, 
Down, down you mut go. 
You in the Earth's Entrails your Revel; may ly 
But no more till 1 call ſhall you trouble the Dey, 
Now they are e all tormy Wars ſhall cafe 
, Then let your Trumpeters proclaim a Peace, 
Amph. Tritons, my Sons, your Trumpet: ſound, 
And let the Noiſe from neighbouring Shores 
Sound a Calm. 
| . Sound a Calm. 
Chorus. Sound a Calm. 


ES Sound a Calm. * ＋ 

ere the Tritons, at every xepeat. of Sound a 

f changing their Figure and Poſtures, ſeem to ſoun 
their wreathed Trumpets made of Shells. 


A Symphony of Muſick, like Trumpets, to which 
| Tritons dance. 
Neptune. See, ſee, the Heavens ſmile, all your Troubles art ja 
Your Joys by black Clouds ſhall no more be o ert 
Amph. On tbis barren Ilie ye ſhall laſe all your Fear, 
Leave B all your Sorrows, and baniſb ji 
ares. 


Aud your Loves and your Lives ſpall in & 


IX Tu Influence of Stars foallyeur Cris def 
o Influence of Stars ſhall your Quiet defiry. 
Chorus 2 And your Lowes, &c. 8 
of all No Influence, &c. N 
Here the Dancers mingle with the — 
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mts, Vll. ſafely convey you to your own happy Shore, 
Aud yours and your Country's foft Peace will re- 


ore. | 

Vl, * you bleft Lovers, as you ſail on the Deep, 

The _— and Sea-Nymphs their Revels ſhall 
9. 

65 the feoift Dolphins Backs they ſhall ſing aud 


l 


all play 3 
1 i by Night, and delight you 


Mars, 1 On the aug, &c. 

ll And ball guard, &c. 

[Here the Dancers mingle with the Singers. 
[A Dance of twelve Triton. 


Mr. What charming Things are theſe ? 
Dir. What heav'nly Pow'r is this? 

Pp. Now, my Ariel, be viſible, 

lt the reſt of your aerial Train 

lmear, and entertain em with a Song. 


CENE changes to the Riſing Sun, and a number of 
Irial Spirits in the Air, Ariel flying from the Sun, 
* advances towards the Pit. 


bad then farewel my long-lov'd Ariel. 
An. Heav'n! what are theſe we ſee ? 
Prop. They are Spirits, with which the Air abound ; 
1 Swarms, but that they are not ſubject | 
Io poor feeble mortal Eyes. | 
4. O wondrous Skill! 
bx. O Power divine 
Ariel and the reſt ſing the following Song. 
Where the Bee ſucks, there ſuck I. 
Ina Coauſſip's Bed I lie; 
There I couch when Owls do cry. 
On the Swallew*s Wings I fly 
Mer Summer merrily. | 
Merrily, merrily ſhall I live now, | 
4 Under the Bloſſom that hangs on the Bough. 
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Song ended, Ariel ſpeaks, hovering in the Air. 
Ariel.” = — I | | 
May theirs and your oys never impair. 
And for the Freedom I enjoy in Air, 2 
I will be ſtill your Ariel, and wait 
On airy Accidents that work for Fate. 
Whatever ſhall your Happineſs concern, 
From your ſtill faithful Ariel you ſhall learn. 
- Proſp. Thou haſt been always diligent and kind! 
Farewel, my long-lov'd Ariel! thou ſhalt find 
J will preſerve thee ever in my Mind. 
3 this Iſle to the Afff icted be 
A Place of Refuge, as it was to me: 
The Promiſes of Vicoming Spring live here, 
And all the 1 the ripening Vear 
On my Retreat let Heav'n and Nature ſmile, 
And ever flouriſh the Zuchanted Ile! U Exeu 


EPI 


Allants, by all good Signs it does appear, 
That Sixty ſewen's @ very damning Year, 
Kknaves abroad, and for ill Poets here. 


lang the Muſes thert's a gen'ral Rot, 
 Rlyming Monfieur, and the Spaniſh Pt : 
0 or Court, all" s one, they go to Pot. 


* Ghofts of Poets walk within this Place, 
hd haunt us Actors aubereſot er we paſs, 
I: Vifons bloodier than King Richard's awas. 


ww this poor Wretch, he has not much to ſay, 
But quietly brings in his Part ot Play, 
fd begs the Fa vour to be damn d to Day. 


e ſends me only like a Sh'riff*'s Man here, 
ls kt you know the Malefator's near, 
that he means to die, en Cavalier. 


For if you ſhould be gracious to his Pen, 
Example will prove ill to other Men, 
nt jou'li be troubled with em all again. 
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*1 DCE 


To His GRA C A 


NILLTA M, 


Duke of NRwSASTLE, 


One of His Majeſty's moſt Honourable 
Privy-Council ; and of the moſt Noble 
Order of the Garter, &c. FAT 


May it pleaſe Your Grace, 


PRs Mongſt thoſe few Perſons of 
Wit and Honour, whoſe fa- 
vourable Opinion I have de- 
ſir'd, your own Virtue, and my 
great Obligations to your Grace, 
have juſtly given you the Pre- 
dence, For what could be more glorions 
o me, than to have acquir'd ſome part of 
N 3 your 
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our Eſteem, who are admir'd and honourq 
by all good Men; who have been, for ſo 
many, Years together, the Pattern and Stan. 
dard of Honour to the Nation: And whoſe 
whole Life has been ſo great an Example of 
Heroick Virtue, that we might wonder how 
it happen'd into an Age ſo corrupt as ours, 
if it had not likewiſe been a Part of the For. 
mer? As you came into the World with all 
the Advantages of a Noble Birth and Edu- 
cation, ſo you have render'd both yet more 
conſpicuous by your Virtue. Fortune, in- 
deed, has perpetually crown'd your Under- 
takings with Succeſs, but ſhe has only waited 
on your Valour, not conducted it. She has 
miniſtred to your Glory like a Slave, and 
has been led in Triumph by it, or at moſt, 
while Flonour led you by the Hand: to 
Greatneſs, Fortune only follow'd to keep you 
from ſliding back in the Aſcent. That 
which Plutarch accounted her Favour to 
Cymon and Lucullus, was but her Juſtice to 
your Grace: And, never to have been over- 
come where you led in Perſon, as it was 
more than Hannibal could boaſt, ſo it was 
all that Providence could do for that Party 
which it had reſolv'd to ruin. Thus, my 
Lord, the laſt Smiles of Victory were on 
your Arms: And, every where elſe dec. 
ring for the Rebels, ſhe ſeem'd to ſuſpend 


her ſelf, and to doubt, before ſhe took her 
| Flight, 
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Flight, whethtr ſhe were able wholly to 

handon that Cauſe for which you fought. 
But the greateſt Tryals of your Courage 
nd Conſtancy were yet to come: Many 
hd ventur d their Fortunes and expog'd 
heir Lives to the utmoſt Dangers for their 
King and Country, who ended their Loyalty 
with the War: And ſubmitting to the Ini- 
quity of the Time, choſe rather to redeem 
their former Plenty by acknowledging an 
Urper, than to ſuffer with an rofitable 
Fidelity (as thoſe meaner Spirits call'd it) for 
their Lawful Sovereign. But, as I dare not 
wcuſe ſo many of our Nobility, who were 
content to accept their Patrimonies from 
the Clemency of the Conqueror, and to re- 
tain only a ſecret Veneration for their Prince, 
amidſt the open Worſhip which they were 
ford to pay to the Uſurper, who had de- 
tiron'd him; ſo, I hope, I may have leave 
to extol that Virtue which acted more ge- 
nerouſly ; and which was not fatisfy'd with 
an inward Devotion to Monarchy, but pro- 
duc'd it {elf to view, and aſſerted the Cauſe 
by open Martyrdom. Of theſe rare Pat- 
terns of Loyalty, your Grace was Chief: 
Thoſe Examples you cou'd not find, you 
made. Some few Cats's there were with 
you, whoſe invincible Reſolution could not 
be Conquerd by that Uſurping Ceſar : 
Your Virtue. oppos'd it ſelf to his Fortune, 
| N 4 and 
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and overcame it, by not ſubmitting to i 
The laſt and moſt difficult Enterprize he had 
to effect, when he had conquer'd three Nation 
was to ſubdue your Spirit: And he dy, 
weary of that War, and unable to finiſh it, 
In the mean time you liv'd more hay. 
pily in your Exile, than the other on his 
Throne: Your Loyalty made you Friends 
and Servants amongſt Foreigners: And you 


liv'd plentifully without a Fortune; for you 


liv'd on your own Deſert and Reputation, 
The glorious Name of the Valiant and Faith- 
ful Newcaſtle, was a Patrimony which coud 
never be exhauſted. 

Thus, my Lord, the Morning of your 
Life was clear and calm; and though it 
was afterwards overcaſt, yet, in that gene- 
ral Storm, you were never without a Shel- 
ter. And now you are happily arriv'd to 
the Evening of a Day as Serene, as the 
Dawn of it was Glorious : But fuch an E- 
vening as, I hope, and almoſt Prophecy, 
is far from Night: Tis the Evening ot a 
Summer's Sun, which keeps the Day-light 


long within the Skies. The Health of 


your Body is maintain'd by the Vigour of 


your Mind: Neither does the one ſhrink 


from the Fatigue of Exerciſe, nor the other 
bend under the Pains of Study. Methinks 


1 behold in you another Caius Marius, who, 
in the Extremity of his Age, exercisd 


himſcl 
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timſelf almoſt every Morning in the Cam- 
1 Martius, amongſt the youthful Nobili- 
y of Rome. And afterwards in your Re- 
irements, when. you do Honour to Poetry, 
by employing part of your Leiſure in it, 
| regard you as another Silius Italicus, who 
having paſs'd over his Conſulſhip with Ap- 


pauſe, diſmiſs'd himſelf from Buſineſs, and 


tom the Gown, and employ'd his Age, a- 
mongſt the Shades, in the Reading and Imi- 
ation of Virgil. 

In which, leſt any thing ſhould be want- 
ng to your Happineſs, you have, by a 
ze Effect of Fortune, found in the Per- 
ſn of your Excellent Lady, not only a 


Liver, but a Part'ner of your Studies. A 


Lady whom our Age may juſtly equal 
with the Sappho of the Greeks, or the Sulpi- 
tis of the Romans. Who, by being taken 
into your Boſom, ſeems to be inſpir'd with 
your Genius: And by writing the Hiſtory 
of your Life, in ſo maſculine a Style, has al- 
rady plac'd you in the Number of the He- 
wes. She has anticipated that great Por- 
don of Fame, which Envy often hinders a 
lying Virtue from poſſeſſing : Which wow'd, 
Indeed, have been given to your Aſhes, but 
wth a later Payment: And of which you 
could have no preſent uſe, except it were by 
ſecret Preſage of that which was to come, 
When you were no longer in a Poſſibility of 
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knowing it. So that if that were a Praiſes 
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or Satisfaction to the greateſt of Emperors, 
which the moſt Judicious of Poets gives 
him, 


Preſenti tibi maturos largimur honores, &c. 


That the Adoration which was not allowed 
to Hercules and Romulus till after Death, was 
given to Auguſtus living; then certainly it 
cannot be deny*d but that your Grace has 
receiv'd a double Satisfaction: The one, to 
ſee your ſelf Conſecrated to Immortality while 
you are yet alive: The other, to have your 
Praiſes celebrated by ſo Dear, ſo Juſt, and ſo 
Pious an Hiſtorian. 

Tis the Conſideration of this that ſtops my 
Pen: Though I am loth to leave fo fair a 
Subject, which gives me as much field as 
Poetry could with, and yet no more than 
Truth can juſtify. But to attempt any thing 
of a Panegyrick, were to Enterprize on your 
Lady's Right; and to ſeem to affect thole 
Praiſes, which none but the Dutcheſs of 
Newcaſtle can deſerve, when ſhe Writes the 
Actions of her Lord. I ſhall therefore leave 
that wider Space, and contract my ſelf to 
thoſe narrow Bounds which beſt become my 
Fortune and Employment. 

Jam oblig'd, my Lord, to return you not 
only my own Acknowledgments, * 0 

| thank 
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thank you in the Names of former Poets; 
the Manes of Fohnſon and D' Avenant ſeem to 
require it from me, that thoſe Favours which 
you plac'd on them, and which they want- 
ei Opportunity to own in Publick, yet 
might not be loſt to the Knowledge of Po- 
ſterity, with a Forgetfulneſs unbecoming of 
the Muſes, who are the Daughters of Me- 
mory. And give me Leave, my Lord, to 
avow ſo much of Vanity, as to ſay, I am 
proud to be their Remembrancer : For, by 
relating how Gracious you have been to 
them, and are to me, I, in ſome meaſure, 
join my Name with Theirs : And the con- 
tinu d Deſcent of your Favours to me, is the 
beſt Title which I can plead for my Succeſ— 
ſion. I only wiſh, that I had as great Rea- 
ſon to be ſatisfy*'d with my felt, in the re- 
turn of our common Acknowledgments, as 
your Grace may juſtly take in the confer- 
ring Them For I cannot but be very ſen- 
lible that the Preſent of an ill Comedy, 
which I here make you, is a very unſuita- 
ble Way of giving Thanks for them, who, 
themſelves, have written ſo many better. 
This pretends to nothing more than to be a 
Foil to thoſe Scenes, which are compos'd by 
the moſt noble Poet of our Age, and Na- 
tion: And to be ſet as a Water-Mark of the 
loweſt Ebb, to whfch the Wit of my Pre- 
deceſſor has ſunk and run down in me: 

But, 
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But, though all of them have ſurpaſs'd me 
in the Scene; there is one Part of Glory in 
which I will not yield to any of them: J 
mean, my Lord, that Honour and Venera- 
tion which they had for you in their Lives; 
and which I preſerve after them, more Ho- 
lily than the Veſtal Fires were maintain'd 
from Age to Age; but with a greater De- 
gree of Heat, and of Devotion than theirs, 
as being with more Reſpect and Paſſion than 


they ever were, 


Your GRACE'*s 
Meft Obliged, moſt Humble, 


and moſt Obedient Servant, 


Joun DRYDEN. 


j 


PRE F A CE. 


Had thought, Reader, in this Preface 
to have written ſomewhat concernin 
the Difference betwixt the Plays of 
our Age, and thoſe of our Predeceſſors 
0 JEN on the Engliſh Stage: To have ſhewn 
_ in what Parts of Dramatick Pocſy 
we were excell'd by Ben Johnſon, I mean, Humour, 
and Contrivance of Comedy; and in what we may 
july claim Precedence of Shakeſpear and Fletcher, 
une) in Heroick Plays But this Deſign I have 
ud on ſecond Conſiderations; at leaſt deferr'd it 
till I publiſh the Conqueſt of Granada, where the 
Diſcourſe will be more proper. I had alſo prepar'd to 
treat of the Improvement of our Language ſince Flet- 
wer's and Johnſon's Days, and conſequently of our 
refining the Courtſhip, Raillery, and Converſation of 
Plays: But as I am willing to decline that Envy 
which J ſhould draw on my * or ſome old Opinia- 
Judges of the Stage; ſo likewiſe J am preſt in 
Ime ſo much that I have not leiſure, at preſent, to 
£o 
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go therough with it. Neither, indeed, do I valu 6 


eputation gain'd from Comedy, ſo far as to concern 
myſelf about it any more than I needs muſt in my yy 
Defence: For I think it, in its own Nature, inferir 
to all forts of Dramatic writing. Low Comed 
eſpecially requires, on the Writer's part, much of Cn. 
verſation with the Vulgar: And much of ill Na. 
ture in the Obſervation of their Follies. But let all 
Men 4,8 themſelves according ta thetr ſeveral 
Taſtes: That which is nat pleaſant to me, may be n 
others who judge better: and, to prevent an Accuſatin 
rom my Enemies, I am ſometimes ready to imaging 


that my Diſguſt of Low Comedy proceeds net [3 much 


from my Judgment as from my Temper ; which is tie 


Reaſon why I jo ſeldom write it; and that when | 

ucceed in it, ( mean ſo far as to pleaſe the Audient 
yet I am nothing ſatisfy'd with what I have dine; bu 
am often ver d to hear the People laugh, and cla), os 
they perpetually do, where I intended em 1: Fal; 
while they let paſs the better things without tating n. 
tice of them. Yet even this confirms me in my Opini- 
on of lighting popular Applauſe, and of contemning 
that Approbation which thoſe very People give, equaly 
with me, to the Zany of a Mountebank; or t1 th 
Appearance of an Antick on the Theater, without Wi 
on the Poet's part, or any occaſion of Laughter frm 
the Actor, beſides the Ridiculauſneſs of his Habit and 
his Grimaces. 

But I have deſcended, before I was aware, frm 
Comedy to Farce; which conſiſts principally of Git: 
maces. That I admire not any Come dy equally with 
Tragedy, is, perhaps, from the Sullenneſt of my Hi 
mour ; but that I deteſt thiſe Farces, which are nw 
the moſt frequent Entertainments of the Stage, I a 
fure I have Reaſm on my Side. Comedy confijtt 


though of low Perſons, yet of natural Action, .. J 
ba- 


ren 


Charafters ; I mean ſuch Humours, Adventures and 
Delgns, as are to be found, and met with in the 
Wild, Farce, on the other fide, conſiſts of forc' d 
Humnrs, and unnatural Events. Comedy proſents us 
with the Imper fections of human Nature: Farce enter- 
un us with what is monſtrous and chimerical. The 
w cauſis Laughter in thoſe who can judge of Men 
ond Manners, by the lively Repreſentation of their Fol- 


„ Corruption: The other produces the ſame Effect 


m thoſe who can Judge of neither, and that only by its 
Extravagances. The firſt works on the Fudgment and 
Fancy; the latter on the Fancy only : There is more 0 

gui faction in the former Kind 4 Laughter, and in 
the latter more of Scorn. But, how it happens that 
a impoſſible Adventure ſhould cauſe our Mirth, I can- 
wt ſo eaſuly imagine. Something there may be in the 
Odareſs [4 it, becauſe on the Stage it is the common 
Effect of hings unexpected, to furprize us into a De- 
lebt: And that is to be aſcrib'd to the ſtrange Appe- 
tte, as I may call it, of the Fancy, which, like that of 
f laging Woman, often runs out into the moſt extra- 
vgant Deſires ; and is better ſatisfy" d ſometimes with 
Lum, or with the Rinids of Trees, than with the 
whol-ſome Nouriſhments of Life. In ſhort, there is 
the ſame Difference betwixt Farce and Comedy, as be- 


wirt an Empirique, and a true Phyſician: Both of 


them may attain their Ends; but what the one per- 


forms by Hazard, the other does by Skill. And as the 


drtift is often unſucceſsful, while the Mountebank ſue- 


reds; % Farces more commonly take the People than 


Comedies. For to write unnatural T hings is the moſt 
trobable Nay of pleaſing them, who underſtand not 
Nature. And a true Poet often miſſes of Applauſe, be- 
muſe he cannot debaſe himſelf to write fo Ill as to pleaſe 
his Audience, 
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Alter all, it is to be acknowledg'd, that no /t 
thoſe Comedies, which have been lately written, ha- 
been ally'd too much to Farce: And this muſt of M. 
ceſſity fall out till we forbear the Tranſlation of French 
lays: For their Poets wanting Fudgment to make, ie 
to maintain true Characters, ſtrive to cover their H. 
fetts with ridiculous Figures and Grimaces. IWhil, | 
ſay this, I accuſe my ſelf as well as others: And this yy. 
ry Play would riſe up in Judgment againſt me, if 
would defend all things I have wriiten to be natural: 
But I confeſs I have given too much to the People in it, 
and am aſham'd for them as well as fer my ſelf, that 
have pleas'd them at ſo cheap a Rate: Not that ther, 
is any thing here which I would not defend to an ill. 
natur d Fudge: (For I deſpiſe their Cenſures, wha [ 
am ſure wou'd write worſe on the ſame Subject.) But, 
becauſe I love to deal clearly and plamly, and to ſpuk 
of my own Faults with more Criticiſm than I would 
another Poet s. Let I think it no Vanity to ſay, that 
this Comedy has as much of Entertainment in it, asma- 
ny others which have been lately written: And, if I find 
own Errors in it, I am able at the ſame time to ar- 
raign all my Contemporaries for greater. As I pretend 
not that I can write Humour, ſo none of them can ru- 
ſenably pretend to have written it as they ought. John- 
ſon was the only Man of all Ages and Nations who 
has perform'd it well; and that but in three or four f 
his Comedies: The reſt are but a Crambe bis ;t 
fame Humours a little vary d and written worſe: Ni- 
ther was it more allowable in him, than it is in our pri- 
ſent Poets, to repreſent the Follies of particular Perſons, 
of which many have accus'd him. Parcere perſons, 
dicere de vitiis is the Rule of Plays. And Horace tell 
you, that the old Comedy among ft the Grecians was 
ſilenc'd for the too great Liberties of the Poets, 
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7 In vitum —_— excidit & vim 
f onam lege regi : Lex eſt accepta, choruſque 
- — —— ſublato jure nocendi. 


Of which he gives you the Reaſon in anether Place: 
„irre having given the Precept, 


Nee immunda crepent, ignominiosaque dicta: 
it, U immeatately ſubjoins, 


„ Ofenduntur enim, quibus eſt equus, & pater, & res. 


Ben Johnſon. is to be admir'd for many Ex- 
it, allacies; and can be taxed with fewer Failings 
" iT, _ Poet. I know I have been ac- 
F an Enemy of his Writings ; but without 

ay other Reaſon, than that I do not admire him 


indy, and without looking into his Imperfettions. 
Fir why ſhould he only be exempted from thoſe 
Frailties, from which Homer and Virgil are not 
fre? Or why ſhould there be any ple Krit in our 
Phetry, any more than there is in our 1 ? 
[ admire and applaud him where I ought : ou 
who do more, do but value themſelves in their Ad- 
miration of him: And, by telling you they extol 
Ben Johnſon's Way, would inſinuate to you that 
thy can practiſe it. For my Part, I declare that 1 
want Fudgment to n : And ſhould think 
t a great Impudence in my ſelf to attempt it. Ta 
nate Men appear pleaſantly Ridiculous on the Stage, 
was, as 1 have Gia, his Talent: And in this be 
Weded not the Acumen of Mit, but that of Fudg- 
ment, For the Characters and Repreſentations 9 
fly are only the Effects of Obſervation; and O 

| ſervation 
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ervation is an Effet of Fudgment. Some ingenj; 
2 fer whom i 79 Elan, Fo 
thought I have much injur d Ben Johnſon, whey | 
have not allou#d his Wit to be extraordinary: By 
they confound the Notion 4 what is Witty, with what 
7s — That Ben Johnſon's Plays were pla. 
ſant, he muſt want Reaſon who denies: But that 
Pleaſantneſs was not pr erly Wit, or the Sharpnef: : 


Conceit ; but the natural Imitation of Fully : Wil 


confeſs to be excellent in its Kind, but not to be of that 
Kind which they pretend. Yet if we believe Quinti- 
lian in his Chapter de Movendo riſu, he gives his C. 
pinion of both in theſe following Words. Stulta repte. 
hendere facillimum eſt ; nam per fe ſunt ridicula: 
Et a deriſu non procul abeſt riſus : Sed rem urbanam 
facit aliqua ex nobis adjectio. 
And ſome perhaps wou'd be apt to 12 of Johnſon, 
as it was ſaid of Demoſthenes ; Non diſplicuiſe 
illi jocos, ſed non contigiſſe. I will not deny, but 
that I approve moſt the mixt way of Comedy ; that 
which neither is all Wit, nor all Humour, but the 
Reſult of both, Neither fo little of Humour 4 
Fletcher ſhews, nor ſo little of Love and Wit a 
ohnſon. Neither all Cheat, with which the bif 
lays of the one are filPd, nor all Adventure, which 
is the common Practice of the other, Trwould have 
the Characters well choſen, and kept diſtant from 
enterfering with each « other; which is more (hat 
Fletcher or Shakeſpear did. But I would have 
more of the Urbana, venuſta, ſalſa, faceta, and te 
re/t which Quintilian reckons 1p as the Ornament 
of Wit ; and theſe are extreamly wanting in Bet 
Johnſon. As for Repartee in particular; as it i 


the very Soul of Converſaiion, jo it is the greatif 


Grace of Comedy, where it is proper to the Chi 
raters: there may be much of Acuteneſs in @ = 
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us Mol /aid 3 but there ts more in a quick Reply : Sunt 
ve Win longe venuſtiora omnia in reſpondendo quam 
Ig provocando, Of one thing I am ſure, that no 
Pu Wor ever will decry Wit, but he who defpairs of 
mm | 721 ; and who has no other Quarrel to it, 
2a. Wt that which the Fox had to the Grapes. Yet, 
hat WM Hr. Cowley (who had a greater Portion of it 
an Man I know) tells us in his Character 
7, Rather than all be Mit, let there be none; 
tot WR! think there's no Folly ſo great in any Poet of our 
ti- %, 4s the Superfluity and Waſte of Wit was in 
0. „ if our Predeceſſors : Particularly we may ſay 
re» Fletcher, and of Shakeſpear, what 2 of 
a: sd, In omni ejus ingenio, facilius quod reſici, 
um quod adjici poteſt, invenies. The contrary 


m 
which was true in Virgil, and our incomparable 

n, WF ſoknſon. 

ſe ne Enemies of Repartee have obſerv'd to us, 


that there is a great Latitude in their Charatters, 
which are made to ſpeak it: And that it 1s _— 
u write Wit than Humour; becauſs in the Cha- 
rafters of Humour, the Poet is ew 7 to make the 
Perſon ſpeak what is only proper to it Whereas all 
bind of Wit is proper in the Character of a witty 
Perſon, But, by their Favour, there are as diffe- 
rt Characters in Wit as in Folly. Neither is all 
tnd of Wit proper in the Mouth of every ingenious 
Firſm, A witty Coward, and a witty Brave, \muft 
rar differently, Falſtaffe and the Lyar, fpeak not 
ut: Dan John in the Chances, and Valentine in 


be Silent Woman, is a Character different from 
al of them, Yet it afpears that this one Chara- 
fer of Wit was more difficult to the Author, than 
al his Images of Humour in the Play: For thoſe he 
wud deſcribe and manage f om his 9 of 
| enz 


Wit without Money. And Johnſon's Truewit in 
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Men; this he has taken, at leaſt a Part of it, mn 
Books : Vi 2 the long Speeches in the firſt 46 
tranſlated verbatim out of Ovid de Arte Amandi, 7 
omit what afterwards he borrowed from the ſixth ha. 
tyr of Juvenal 5 5 Momen. | 

ewever, if I ſhould grant, that there wer g 
greater Latitude in Characters of Wit, than in th 
of Humour; yet that Latitude would be of ſmall A. 
vantage to ſuch Poets, who have too narrow an Ing. 
gination to write it. And to entertain an Audit 
perpetually with Humour, is to carry them from th, 
Converſation of Gentlemen, and treat them with th 
Follies and Extravagancies of Bedlam. 

I find I have launch'd ont farther than I intmdd 
in the Beginning of this Preface. And that in th 
Heat of Writing, I have touch'd at ſomething, 
which I thought to have avoided. *Tis time nny 
to draw homeward; and to think rather of defmd. 
ing my ſelf, than aſſaulting others. I have already 
acknowledg*d that this Play is far from Perfect: 
But I do not think my ſelf oblig d to diſcover the 
Imperfeftions of it to my Adverſaries, any mnt 
than a guilty Perſon is bound to accuſe himſelf be- 
fore his of axe. "Tis charg d upon me that I mate 
debauch'd Perſons (ſuch as, they ſay, my 27 
and Gameſter are) my Protagoniſis, or the uf 
_— =? Drama ; and that 1 = _ 145 
in the Concluſion 0 Play; againſt the La 
7 Comedy, 40510 ſs - ——— Virtue, and puniſh 

ice. I anſwer firſt that I know no ſuch Law 
hawe been conſtantly obſerv'd in Comedy, either h 
the ancient or modern Poets. Chærea is mad: 
happy in the Eunuch, after having deflour'd a Vir, 
gin: And Terence generally does the ſame thrug 
all his Plays, where you perpetually ſee, not unf 
debauch'd young Men enjoy their Miſtreſſes, but 
cel 


rr MA. x 


Nen 


wn the Courtezans themſelves rewarded and ho- 
wut” 


d in the C 1 e. The 9 may be ob- 
Wd in Plautus almeſt every where, Ben John- 
fon himſelf, after whom I may be 2 to Err, 
n given me more than once the Example of it. 
Nut in the Alchymiſt is notorious, where Face, 
mer having contriv'd and carry'd on the great Co- 
auge of the Play, and continued in it without Re- 
tntance to the fo is not only forgiven by his Ma- 
tr, but inrich'd by his Conſent with the Spoils of 
hols whom he had cheated. And, which is more, 
ki Maſter himſelf, a grave Man, and a Widower, is 
miroduc'd taking his Man's Counſel, debauching 
th Widow jſt, in hope to marry her afterward. 
h the Silent Woman, Dauphine, (who, with the 
nber two Gentlemen, is of the ſame Character 
with my Celadon in the Maiden n, and with 
Wüdblood in ny, profeſſes himſelf in Love with 
all the Collegiate Ladies : And they likewiſe are all 
if the ſame Character with each other, excepting 

Madam Otter, who has ſomething ſingular : 
It this naughty Dauphine is crown'd in the End 
wth the Po 5 of his Uncle's Eſtate, and with 
the Hypes of enjoying all his Miftreſſes. And his 
Frind, Mr. T ruewit, [the beſt Character of a Gen- 


atam'd to _ for him. As for Beaumont and 
Fletcher, I need not alledge Examples out of them; 
i that were to quote almeſt all their Comedies. 
but now it will be objefted that I patronize Vice 
hy the Authority of former Poets, and extenuate 
m nn Faults by Recrimination. I anſiuer, that as 
! defend my ſelf by their Example; 5 that Exam- 
Me [ defend by Reaſon, and by the End of all Dra- 
matick Poeſy. In the ff Place, therefore, give 
m kave to ſhew you their Miſtake, who have - 
cus 


man which Ben Johnſon ever made) is not 
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cusd me. They have not diſtinguiſbd, as f 
ought, betwixt the Rules of Tragedy and Comedy 
In Tragedy, where the Atiions and Perſint ar 
great, and the Crimes horrid, the Laws of Fufli 
are more ftriftly to be obſerv'd; and Example; 

Puniſhment to be made, to deter Mankind from th 
Purſuit of Vice. Faults of this kind have ly 
rare amongſt the ancient Poets: For they have fu 
niſh'd in CEdipus, and in his Poſterity, the Si 
which he knew not he had committed. Medea 
the only Example I remember at 2 who of 
capes from Puniſhment after Murder. Thus Tra 
gedy fulfils one great Part of its Inſtitution ; whid 
is by Example to _ But in Comedy it | 
not fo ; for the chief End of it is Diverriſemem ant 
Delight: And that ſo much, that it 1s diſputed, 
think, by Heinſius, before Horace his Art of Pa 
try, whether Inſtruction be any Part of its E 
ment. At leaſt I am ſure it can be but its ſa 
dary End : For the Buſineſs of the Poet is to mak 
you laugh : When he writes Humour, he mak 
Fully ridiculons ; when Wit, he moves you, if 

always to Laughter, yet to a Pleaſure that is mar 
noble. And if he works a Cure on Folly, and thi 
ſmall Imperfettions in Mankind, by expoſing tha 
to publick View, that Cure is not perform'd by 6 
immediate Operation. For it works firſt on the i 
Nature of the Audience; they are mov'd to lug 
by the Repreſentation of Deformity ; and the Sha 

of that Laughter, teaches us to amend what is rid 
culous in our Manners. This being then «fi 
bliſh*d, that the firſt End of Comedy is Delight, a 
Inſtructien only the ſecond ; it may reaſonably bt i 
ferr'd, that Comedy is not ſo —_ oblig d to the Þ 
nſhment of the Faults which it repreſents, as Tra 
gedy. For the Perſons in Comedy are of a in 


Duality 
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uality, the Action is little, and the Faults and 
ces are but the Sales of Youth, and the Fraitties 
human Nature, and not premeditated Crimes 
to which all Men are obnoxicus; not ſuch as 
at 2 ouly by few, and thoſe abandon'd to 
all Senſe of Virtue : Such as move Pity and Com- 
miſeration 3 not Deteſtation and Horror; ſuch, in 
furt, as may be forgiven, * uch as muſt of Ne- 
aft be puniſhd. But, kſt any Man fhould 
that I write this to make Libertiniſm amia- 
bl; 4 1 J car'd not to 1 the End and In- 
fitation * omedy, ſo I might thereby 5 
ors, and 1405 of better Poets; 
2 ag? > aint both for them, and for hl, that 
we make nat vicious Perſons happy, but only as 
Hauen makes Sinners 0 That. is, by reclai 
. firſt from Vice. For ſa tis to be 7 asd they 
2 reſolve to marry; for then enjoy 
what they 4 re in one, they ceaſe to purſue 12 th 
Live of many. So. Chaerea is made happy 
rence, in marrying her whom he had defio #33 
15 ſo are Wildblood and the Aſtrologer in this 
There is another Crime with which I am charg'd, 
a which I am yet much leſs concern'd, becauſe it 
dis not relate to my Manners, as the former did, 
but only to my Reputation as a Poet : A Name, of 
which I 4 = the Reader I am nothing proud; 
and therefore cannot be very gm to defend it. 
Jam tax d with ſtealing all Plays, and that 
b ſome, who 22 be the laſt Men from whom I 
would Heal any Part of *em. e is one Anſwer 
which I will not make; but it has been made for 
me, by him to whoſe Grace and Patronage 1 awe all 


things, 
1 | Et 


. then made French by the younger Corneille: And 
the Name of The Feign'd Aſtrologer. bat I have 


PREFACE. 
Et ſpes & ratio ſtudiorum, in Ceſare tantum; 


and without whoſe Command they ſhould no lang 
be troubled with any thing of mine, That he ij 
_— d, that they who accus d me of Theft, wut 
always fteal him Plays like mine. But though | 
have reaſon to be proud of this Defence, yet I ſhould 
wave it, becauſe I have a worſe Opinion of m 
own Comedies, than any of my Enemies can hadi. 
*Tis true, that where-ever I have lit d any Stay 
in a Romance, Novel, or foreign Play, I hay 
made no Difficulty, nor ever ſhall, to take the Hau. 
dation of it, to build it up, and to make it pr 

fer the Engliſh Stage. And I will be fo vain 1 
fay, it has hot nothing in my Hands : But it alway 
coſt me ſo much Trouble to heighten it for oy 
Theater, (which is incomparably more Curious in 
all the Ornaments of Dramatick Poeſy, than thy 
French or Spaniſh) that when I had finiſbd ny 
Play, it was like the Hulk of Sir Francis Drake, 
o ftrangely alter d, that there ſcarce remain d any 
Plank of the Timber which rf built it. To uit. 
neſs this, I need go no farther than this Play: I 
was firſt Spaniſh, and calPd El Aſtrologo fingido; 


is now tranſlated into Engliſh, and in Print, undi 


erform'd in this will beſt appear by comparing it 
2005 thoſe : You will Fs, — ee fame 
Adventures which I judg'd were not "— a 
That I have beigbten d thoſe which I have chien, 
and that I have added others, which were neither 
in the French nor Spaniſh. And beſides you will 
705 diſcover, that the Walk of the Aſtrologer is 
the leaſt conſiderable in my Play : For the Deſign 
of it turns more on the 3 of _ and 
. acinta, 
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fxcintha, who are the chief Perſons in it, I have 
farther to add, that I ſeldom uſe the Wit and Lan- 
ge of any Romance, or Play, which I undertake 
alter - Becauſe my own Invention (as bad as it is) 
m e furniſh me with nothing 4 dull as what is there. 
[7 be have call d Virgil, Terence, and Tafto 
Pagaries (though they much injur d them) had yet 
letter Colour for their Accuſation : For Virgil has 
m dent tranſlated Theocritus, Heſiod and Homer, 
n Places : beſides what he has taken from En- 
_ bis own uage, Terence was not only 
um to tranſlate Menander, ( which he auoaws 


2 4% in his Gm xy. but was ſaid alſo to be helpt 
ter n thoſe Tranſſations by Scipio the African, and Læ- 
"i is. And T1 aflo, the moſt excellent of modern Poets, 
1s ad whom I reverence next to Virgil, has taken both 
yr WY Homer many admirable things which were left 


much by. Virgil, and from Virgil ye where 
0 


mer cen nat furniſh him, Yet the Bodies of 
i', and Taſſo's Peems were their own And 
e, all the Ornaments of Language and Elocution 
"il © them... The ſame (if there were any thing com- 
it. 8 n-ndable in. this Play) I could ſay for it. But 1 
ame nearer to our own Countrymen, Moft of 
0: WY dlakeſpear's Plays, I mean the Stories of them, are 
„„und in the Hecatommuthi, or hundred No- 


wi of Cinthio. I have, my ſelf, read in his Ita- 
lan, that of Romeo and Julict, the Moor of Ve- 
nice, and many others of them. Beaumont and Flet- 
ther had -moſt f theirs from Spaniſh Novels: it- 
ut the Chances, the Spaniſh Curate, Rule a Wife 
5 have r 5 the Little F Nerz Law 55 and 
nam others of them as combeſe the pgreate art o 

their Volume Ed Folio. Ben feed indeed, 525 
2 his Plots himſelf; but no Man has borrow'd 
nuch from the Ancients as be has dine: And he 
Vol. II. O did 


PREFACE. 
did well in it, for he has thereby beautify'd our Lan- 


guage. 
J But — little Criticks do not well conſider what 
is the Work of a Poet, and what the Graces of a 
Poem The Story is the leaſt Part of either : I neon 
the Foundation of it, before it is modell d by the Art 
of him who writes it; who forms it with more Cart 
by expoſing only the beautiful Parts of it to Vicus 
than a skhilful Lapidary ſets a Fewel. On this 
Foundation of the Story, the Characters are raigt; 
And, ſince no 8 750 can afford Characters enough 
for the Variety 7 the Engli Stage, it follows, that 
it is to be alter d, and inlarg'd, with new Perſin, 
Accidents and Deſigns, which will almoſt make it 
new. When this is done, the forming it into Aa, 
and Scenes, diſpefing of Actions and + offion into their 
proper Places, and beautifying both with Doſcriptim 
Similitudes, and Propriety of Language, 1s the prin- 
cipal E en of the Poet; as being the large 
Field of Fancy, which is the principal Duality re 
guir d in him: For ſo much the word aomrig in. 
plies. Judgment, indeed, is neceſſary in him; bu 
*tis Fancy that gives the Life. touches, and the ſecret 
Graces to it; eſpecially in ſerious Plays, which d- 
end not much on Obſervation. For ts write Hu. 
mour in Comedy (which is the Theft of Poets from 
Mankind) little of Fancy is requir'd ; the Poet al- 
ſerves only what is ridiculous and pleaſant Fo, 
and by judging exattly what is fo, he pleaſes in the 

Repreſentation of it. 8 
B. in general, the E . of a Poet, is lite 
that of a curious Gunſmith, or Watchmater s The 
Iron or Silver is not his own ; but they are the left 
Part of that which gives the Value: The Price lis 
wholly in the Workmanſhid. And be who works duly 
en @ Story, without moving Laughter in a C omedy, 
67 


f 


| 


7 


e 
© raiſing Concernments in a ſerious Play, is no mor- 
” — a good Poet, 4 a Gun mith of the 
Minories is to be compared with the beſt Workman of 
th Teton. | | 
But T have ſaid more of this than I intended; and 
nne, perhaps, than I needed to have done: I ſhall 
ht laugh at them hereafter, who accuſe me with 75 
% 


w, Ie Reaſon ; and withal contemn their Dulneſs, w 

bis iN if they could ruin that little Reputation I have got, 
d: ai which I value not, yet would want both Mit 
Learning to eſtabliſh their own ; or to be remen- 
2 


bred in 2 for any thing, but only that which 
nakes them ridiculous in this, 


uh 0 PRO- 
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| ww HEN firft our Poet fer himſelf to write, 
Like a young Bridegroom on Bil Widding-) Naht, 

He laid about 12, and did fo beſtir him, 
His Muſe could never lie in quiet for him : | 
But now his Honey-Moon is gone and paſt, 
Yet the ungrateful Drudgery muſt Inf} : 
And he is bound, as civil Husbands do, 
To flrain himſelf, in complaiſance to you : 
To write in Pain, and counterfeit a Bliſs, 

- Like the faint Smacking of an after-Ki/s. 
But you, like Wives ill pleas d, fupply bis Want; 
Each Writing Monſieur 7s a freſh Gallant : 
And though, perhaps, "teas dune as well before, 
Yet flill there's ſomething in @ new Amour. 
Your ſeveral Poets work with ſeweral Tools, 
One gets you Wits, another gets you Fools : 
This pleaſes you with ſome By-flroke of Wit, 
This finds ſome Cranny that was never hit. 
But ſhould theſe janty Lovers daily come 
To do your Work, like your good Man at home, 
Their fine ſmall-timber'd Wits would fron decay; 
Theſe are Gallants but for 4 Holliday. 
Others you had who oftner have appear d, 
Whom, for meer Impotence, you have caſbier d. 


PROLOGUE. 
ach as at firſt came on with Pomp and Glory, 
But, over-firaining, ſoon fell flat before ye. 

Meir uſeleſs Weight with Patience long was born, 
But at tbe laſt you threw em off with Scorn. 

I fir the Poet of this preſent Night, 

(ugh now he claims in you a Husband's Right, 
He will not hinder you of freſb Delight. 

He, like a Seaman, ſeldom will appear; 

fad means to trouble Home but thrice a Tear: 
Nat only Time from your Gallants hel borrow ; 
I lind ta Day, and Cuckold him to Morrow. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


— 


MEN. 


Wildbloed, 2 Tawo young Engliſh 7 Hart. 
Bellamy, Gentlemen. My. Mohun, 
* their Servant. Mz. Shatterel. 
on Alonzo de Ribera, an old n | 
Spaniſh Genthaman. $ Mr. Winterſhal, 
Don Lopez de Gamboa, a you 
Neble Spaniard. M $ Mr. Burt, 
Don Melchior de Guzman, a Gen-) 
tleman of a great Family; but of » My. Lydal. 
4 decay d Fortune. 


WOMEN. 


Dorna Theodoka, > Daughters to 5 Mrs. Bowtel, 
Donna Jacintha, 5 Don Alonzo, & Mrs. Ellen Guynn. 
Donna Aurelia, their Couſin, Mei. Marſhal, and 


| formerly by Mrs. Quin, 
Beatrix, Woman and Confident wy} Mrs. Knepp, 


the tauo Sifters. 


Camilla, Woman to Aurelia. Mrs. Betty Slate, 
Servants to Den Lopez, and Don Alonzo. 


The SCENE Madrid in the Year 1665, 
The Time, the laſt Evening of the Carnival, 
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EVENINGS LOVE: 
FR, THE 


Mock- ASTROLOGER. 


1 U 2 


ACT L SCENE 1 


Din Lopez, and a Servant walking over the Stage, 
Enter another Servant, and follows him. 


SERVANT. 
oN Lopes. 
HP ner | 
Serv. My Maſter had forgot this Letter; 
Which he conjures you, as you are his: 
PARIS Friend,. 
Too give Aurelia from him. 
n Ly. Tell Don Melchior 
Tis a hard\Taſk which he enjoins me: 
He knows I love her, and much more than he; 
For I love her alone, but he divides 
W4 His 
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His Paſſion betwixt two; Did he conſider 
How great a Pain tis to diſſemble Love, 
He would never practiſe it. 
Sexo. He knows his Fault, but cannot mend it. 
Lep. To make the poor Aurelia believe | 
He's gone for Flanders, whiltt he lies conceal'd, 
And every Night makes Viſits to her Couſin. 
When will he leave this ſtrange Extravagance ? 
Serv. When he can love one more, or t'other leſs, 
Lop. Before I lov'd my felt, I promis'd him 
To terve him in his Love; and I'll perform it, 
Howe'er repugnant to my own Concernments. 
Serv. You are a noble Cavalier. [ Exit Servan, 
Enter Bellamy, Wildblood, and Maskall. 
2 Serv. Sir, your Gueſts of the Engliſb Ambaſſador's 
Retinue. : 
Zop. Cavaliers, will you pleaſe to command my Coach, 
to take the Air this Evening ? | 
Bel. We have not yet reſolv'd how to diſpoſe of our 
ſelves ; but however we are highly acknowledging to you 
for your Civility. 
Lop. You cannot more oblige me, than by laying your 
Commands on me. 
Wild. We kiſs your Hand. [ Exit Lopez and Serv. 
Bel. Give the Don his due, he entertain'd us nobly this 
Carnival. | 
Wild. Give the Devil the Don for any thing I 1ik'd WM 
in his Entertainment. | 
Bel. I hope we had Variety enough. 
Wild. Ay, it look'd like Variety, till we came to taſte Wl 
it; there were twenty ſeveral Diſhes to the Eye, but in 
the Palate nothing but Spices. J had a mind to eat ofa Ml | 
Pheaſant, and as Lon as I got it into my Mouth, I found 
J was chawing a Limb of Cinamon; then I went to cut 
2 piece of Kid, and no ſooner it had touch'd my Lips, but Ml ' 
it turn'd to red Pepper: At laſt I began to think my ſelf I 
another kind of Midas, that every thing I touch'd ſhould 
be tum'd to Spice. 
Bel. And for my part, I imagin'd his Catholick Majeſty 
had invited us to eat his Indies. But pr'ythee let's _ 
c 
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te Diſcourſe of it, and cantrive together how we may 


ſpend the Evening; for in this hot Country, 'tis as in the 


Creation, the Evening and the Morning make the Day. 
Wild. J have a little ſerious Buſineſs. 


Bel. Put it off till a fitter Seaſon : For the Truth is, 


Buſineſs is then only tolerable, when the World and the 
Fleſh have no Baits to ſet before us for the Day. 

Vild. But mine perhaps is publick Buſineſs. 

Bel. Why, is any Buſineſs more publick than Drinking 
ad Wenching ? Look on thoſe grave plodding Fellows, 
that paſs by us as tho' they were meditating the Recon- 
queſt of Flanders: Fly 'em to a Mark, and I'll under- 
take three Parts of four are going to their Courtezans. I 
tell thee, Zack, the Whiſking of a Silk-Gown, and the 


Raſh of a Tabby-Petticoat, are as comfortable Sounds to 


one of theſe rich Citizens, as the Chink of their Pieces 
of Eight. 


Wild. This being granted to be the common Deſign 
d human Kind, tis more than probable tis yours; there- - 


fore I'll leave you to the Proſecution of it. | 
Bel. Nay, good Fack, mine is but a Miſtreſs in Em- 
bryo ; the Poſſeſſion of her is at leaſt ſome Days off, and 


til that time, thy Company will be pleaſanr, and may be 


profitable to carry on the Work. I would uſe thee like 


an under kind of Chymiſt, to blow the Coals ; *twill be 


105 enough for me to be alone, when I come to Pro- 
ion. N 


3 at the Gaming -Houſe. 
e 


J. What to do there, I pr'ythee? To miſ-fpend that 
Money which kind Fortune intended for a Miſtreſs ? Or 
o learn new Oaths and Curſes to carry into England? 
That is not it — I heard you were to marry when you 


ft Home: Perhaps that may be ſtill running in your 
Head, and keep you virtuous. 


Wild. Marriage quoth a! what, doſt thou think I have 


teen bred in the Deſerts of Africt, or among the Savages 
# America? Nay, if I had, I muſt needs have known 
better things than ſo ; the Light of Nature would not 
ave let me gone ſo far aftray. 
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Bel. Well! what think you of the Prad, this Even: 


ing ? | 
Wild. Pox upon't, tis worſe than our Contemplatie 
Hide-Park. | | | 

Bel. Oh! but we muſt ſubmit to the Cuſtom of the 
Country for Courtſhip : Whatever the Means are, we ar 
_ the End is ſtill the ſame in all Places. But who ar 

cle ? 

Enter Don Alonzo de Ribera, with his tao Daughty, 

Theodoſia and Jacintha, and Beatrix their Woman, 
paſſing by. | 

Theo. Do you ſee thoſe Strangers, Siſter, that eye u 
ſo earneſtly? TID 

Fac.. Yes, and I gueſs em to be Feathers of the Fry. 
li Ambaſſador's Train; for I think I ſaw em at the 
grand Audience And have the ſtrongeſt Temptz 
tion in the World to talk to em: A Miſchief on this 
- Modeſty. | : 

"4 A Miſchief of this Father of yours that haunts 

ou ſo. | 
d - "Fac. Tis very true, Beatrix; for Rough I am the 
younger Siſter, I ſhould have the Grace to lay Modeſty 
firſt aſide: However, Siſter, let us pull up our Vails, and 
give em an Eſſay of our Faces. 
[Dey pull up their Fails, 2 'em down again, 

Mild. Ah Bellamy! undone, . ne! doſt thou i 
thoſe Beauties ? 

Bel. Pr'ythee Nilalood hold thy. Tongue, and do not 
fpoil my Contemplation; I am undoing my {elf as fal 
as Cer 1 can too; | | 

Mild. I muſt go to em 

Bel. Hold, Madman !. doſt thou not fee their Father! 
- Haſt thou a mind to have our Throats cut? | 

Wild. By a Hector of fourſcore? Hang our Throats; 
whit, a Lover and cautious ?. [I going towards then. 

Aln. Come away, Daughters, we ſhall be late elſe. 

Bel. Look you, they are on the Wing already. 

Wild. Pr'ythee, dear Frank, let's follow 'em.: I long 
to know who they are. 

Mal. Let me alone, ll dog 'em for you. 


Tal 


S Fa 


E 


N 8 


Lal. 


Bel. J am glad on't, for my Shoes ſo pinch me, I 
cin ſcarce go A 2 
ſild. Croſs the Way there lives a Shoemaker : Away 
quickly, that we may not ſpoil our Deſign. 
[Exeunt Bel. and Wild. 
Alm. offers to go off. Now Friend! what's your Buſi- 
jeſs to follow us ? | 
Mak. Noble Don, tis only to recommend my Serviee 
td you: A certain violent Paſhon I have had for your 
Worſhip, fince the firſt Moment that I ſaw you. 
Alm: T'never ſaw thee before, to my remembrance. 
Man. No matter, Sir; true Love never ſtands upon 
Ceremony. | 
flex. Pr'ythee be gone, my ſawcy Companion, or I'll 
cap an Alguazile upon thy Heels; I tell thee I have no 
reed of thy Service. 
Mark. Having no Servant of your own, I cannot in 
Manners leave you deſtitute. 
Alon; I'll beat thee if thou follow'ſt me. | 
. Mack. J am your Spaniel, Sir, the more you beat me, 
the better PII wait on you. 
Alm. Let me intreat thee to be gone: the Boys will 
hoot at me to ſee me follow'd thus againſt my Will. 
Mak. Shall you and I concern our ſelves for what the 
Boys do, Sir? Pray do you hear the News at Court? 
An. Pr'ythee what's the News to thee or me? 
Mask: Will you be at the next Fuego de cannas ?. 
An. If I think good. 
Mack: Pray go on, Sir, we can diſcourſe as we walls- 
together : And whither were you now a going, Sir ?: 
Alen. To the Devil, I think. | 
Mak. O! not this Year or two, Sir, by your Age: 
Tac. My Father was never ſo match'd for talking in 
al his Liie before; he who loves to hear nothing but 
imſelf: Pry'thee, Beatrix, ſtay behind, and ſee what 
this impudent Engliſb man would have. 3 
Beat. Sir, if you'll let my Maſter go, I'll be his Pawn. 
Mast. Well, Sir, I kiſs your Hand, in hope to wait 
you another time. | | 
Hen, Let us mend our Pace to get clear of * 
8 209. 
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# Thea. If you do not, he'll be with again, Ii 
lanta in the Fable, and make you d — 2 
your 
golden Apples. [ Exeunt gre Theo. and Jacintia. 
| [ Maskall avhifpers Beatrix the ail, 
Beat. How much good Language is here throyn 2. 
way to make me betray my Ladies! , 
Mask. If you will diſcover nothing of em, let ne 
diſcourſe with you a little. 
Beat. As little as you pleaſe. 
Mask. They are rich, 0 ſuppoſe. 
Beat. Now you are talking of them again: 
are as n mung 
Mask. Then they have the Indies: Well, but tler 
Names, my ſweet Miſtreſs. 
Beat. Sweet Servant, their Names are — 
Mask. Their Names are— out with it boldly -. ' 
Beat. A Secret not to be diſclos'd. 
Matt. A Secret, ſay you? Nay, then I conjure yous 
you are a Woman tell it me. 
Beat. Not a Syllable. 
Mask. Why then, as you are a Waiting-woman: A 
you are the Sieve of all your Lady's Secrets, tell it me. 
Beat. You loſe your Labour : N othing wall ſtrain thy 


me ; 

Mask. Are you ſo well ſtopp'd i'th' Bottom? 

Beat. It was enjoin'd me ſtrictly as a Secret. 

Mask. Was it enjoin'd thee ſtrictly, and can'ſt tho! 
hold it? Nay, then thou art invincible : But, by that 
Face, that more than ugly Face, which I ſuſpect tot 
under thy Vail, diſcloſe it to me. 

Beat. By that Face of thine, which is a natural Viſor 
E will not tell thee. 

Mack. By thy —— 

Beat. No more Swearing, I beſeech you. 

Mask. That Woman's worth littie that is not wort! 
an Oath: Well, get thee gone, now I think on't the 


malt not tell me. | 
Beat. Shall I not? Who ſhall hinder- me? They ar 
Don Alonzo de Ribera's Daughters. 
a 


Beat 


Mask. Out, out; I'll Rop my Ears, 
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Ata- þ 
Mak. O, infernal Tongue 
* Brat. And are going to the next Chapel with their 


* 1% Wilt thou never have done tormenting me? In 
uy Conſcience anon thou wilt blab out their Names too. 
me BZeat. Their Names are Theodaſia and Facintba. 
Mak. And where's your great Secret now ? 

Beat. Now I think I am reveng'd on you, for run- 
wg down my poor old Maſter. 

Mach. Thou art not fully reveng d, till thou haſt told 
me thy own Name too. 

Beat. Tis Beatrix, at your Service, Sir, pray remem- 
her I wait on 'em. | 

Mak. Now I have enough, I muſt be going. 

Beat. I perceive you are juſt like other Men; when 
you have got your Ends, you care not how ſoon you are 
going. Farewel — you'll be conſtant to me 

Mail. If thy Face, when I ſee it, do not give me Oc- 
caſon to be otherwiſe. | 

Beat. You ſhall take a Sample, that you may praiſe it 
when you ſee it next. She pulls up her Vail. 

Euter Wildblood and Bellamy. 

Vild. Look, there's your Dog with a Duck in's Mouth 
On ſhe's got looſe and div'd again [Exit Beatrix. 
LF Well, Maskall, what News of the Ladies of the 

? ; 

Mak. I have learn'd enough to embark you in an Ad- 
venture ; they are Daughters to one Don Alonzo de Ribera, 
in the Calle maiar, their Names Theodofia and Facintha,and 
they are going to their Devotions in the next Chapel. 

Wild. Away then, let us loſe no time. It Hea- 
yen I never found my ſelf better inclin'd to Godlineſs 
than at this. preſent. | [Excunt. 
f SCENE II. 4 Chapel. 

Inter Alonzo, Theodoſia, Jacintha, Beatrix, other Ladies, 
and Cavaliers at their Devotions. 


Alm. By that time you have told your Beads, I'll be 
gun with you. 1 2 
al. 
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ac. Do you think the Engliſb Men will come aſter u 
| ay Do you think hey can ſtay from you? 

Fac. 9 4 J feel a certain Qualm u n my 
Heart, which makes me believe I am breeding Love w 
one of 'em. | 

Thee. How, Love, Facintha !'in ſo ſhorta time? Cini 
Arrow was well feather'd to reach you ſo ſuddenly, 

F ac. Faith, as good at firſt as at laſt, Siſter ; *tis a Thing 
that muſt be done, and therefore tis beſt diſpatching it 
out o'th* way. | | 
k. Theo. But you do not mean to tell him ſo whom you 

ye ? | 

ac. Why ſhould I keep my ſelf and Servant in pai 
r dat which may be. rs] at a Day's Waralagt' 1 

Beat. My Lady tells you true, Madam; long tedious 
Courtſhip may be proper for cold Countries, where their 
Froſts are long a thawing ; but Heaven be prais'd ye 
live in a warm Climate. ; 

Theo. The Truth is, in other Countries they have Op- 
portunities for Courtſhip, which we have not; they are 
not mew'd up with double Locks and grated Windows, 
but may receive Addreſſes at their leiſure. . 

Fac. But our Love here is like our Graſs ; if it be not 
mow'd quickly, *tis burnt up. 

Enter Bellamy, Wildblood, and Maskall : They Ink 
about *em: 

Theo. Vonder are your Gallants, ſend you Comfort of 
em: I am for my Devotions. £4 

| Fac. Now for my Heart can I think of no other 
Prayer, but only that they may not miſtake us—Why 
Siſter, Siſter — will you pray? What Injury have [ 
ever done you, that you ſhould pray in my Company? 
If your Servant Don Melchior were here, we ſhould. 
Have you mind Heaven as little as the beſt of us. 

Beat. They are at a loſs, Madam, . ihall I put up my 

Vail, that they may take aim? 

ac. No, let 'em take their Fortune in the Dark: 
We fhall ſee what Archers theſe E:2//4 are. 
Bel. Which are they, think'ſt thou? 
Vila. There's no knowing them, they are all Children 
of Darkneſs. : | Bal. 
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ru; . I'll be ſworn they have one Sign of Godlineſs a- 
ng em, there's no Diſtinction of Perſons here. 

1 Vill. Pox o'this Blind-man's-buff; they may be aſham'd 

© to v provoke a Man thus by their keeping themſelves fo 


13. Von are for the youngeſt, you fay ; tis the eldeſt 
has ſmitten me. And here I fix, if I am right ——— 
ing i happy Man be his Dole. [By Theodoſia. 
Wild. I'lltake my Fortune here. [ By Jacintha.] Ma- 
am, I hope a Stranger may take the Liberty, without 
you Wl Offence, to offer his tions by you. 
ac. That Sir, would interrupt mine, without being 
in, / Advantage to your own. 
Wild. My Advantage, Madam, is very evident ; for 


ous WW the kind Saint to whom you , may by the Neigh- 

cir beurhood miſtake my —— 2 — 4 

we Fac. O Sir! our Saints can better diſtinguiſh between 
the Prayers of a Catholick and a Lutheran, 

p- Wild. I beſeech you, Madam, trouble not your ſelf for 

re WY Religion; for though I am a Heretick to the Men of 

„put Country, to your Ladies Fam a very zealous Ca- 


tholick : And for Fornication and Adultery, I aſſure you 
[ hold with both Churches. | 


2t leaſt more civil, you ſee you are obſerv'd. 
ers on imagine I am imploy'd about? | 


Theo. I will not trouble my ſelf to youu 
Bel. Why, by all Circumſtances, 


ſarce civil to give the Opinion of ſo much good Compa- 
j the Lye. | 


Fa — [ — 


to thank 'em for their Divination. 
Bel. Meaning I ſhould not be lov'd again. 
t for your. Pains. 
Enter Alonzo, and goes apart to his Devotion. 
: Beat, Madam, your F ather is return'd. 


Theo: to Bel. Sir, if you will not be more devout, be 
Bel. And pray, Madam, what do you think the Look - 


y muſt conclude 
that I am making Love to you: And methinks it were 


Theo. If this were true, you would have little reaſon. 


Theo. You have interpreted my Riddle, and may take - 
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Bel. Che has nettled me, would I could be reveng d on 


r. | 

Wild. Do you fee their Father? Let us make as th 
we talk d to one another, that we may not be ſuſpected. 

Beat. You have loft your Engli/men. | 

Fac, No, no, tis but Deſign I warrant you: Yq 
ſhall fee theſe Iſland in about immediately. 

e Engliſh gather up cloſe ta they 

Beat. Perhaps they thought — — 

Wild. to Bel. Talk not of our Country Ladies: I & 
clare my ſelf for the Spauiſß Beauties. 

Bel. Pr'ythee tell me what thou canſt find to doit q 
in theſe Caftihians. 

Wild. Their Wit and Beauty. | 

Theo. Now for our Champion St. Jago for Spain there, 

Bel. Faith I can ſpeak no fuch Miracles of either; f 
their Beauty, tis much as the Mpers. left it; not altoye. 
ther ſo deep a Black as the true thiopian: A kind o 
Beauty that is too civil to the Lookers-on to do them any 
Miſchief. 
F- ac. This was your Frowardneſs that provok'l him, 

er. 

Theo. But they ſhall not carry it off ſo. 
Bel. As for their Wit, you may judge it by their 
Breeding, which is commonly in a Nunnery ; where the 
Want of Mankind while they are there, makes them vs 
lue the Bleſſing ever after. | 

Theo. Pr'ythee, dear Facintha, tell me what kind 
Creatures were thoſe we ſaw Yeſterday at the Audience! 
Thoſe I mean that look'd ſo like Frenchmen in their Hu. 
bits, but only became their Apiſhneſs ſo much wort. 

Fac. Engh/hmen, I think they call'd 'em. 

Theo. Cry you Mercy; they were of your wild Engl 
indeed, that 1s a kind of Northern Beaſt, that is taught 
its Feats of Activity in Manſſeurlana, and for doing en 

too lubberly, is laugh'd at all the World over. 

Bel. Wildblood, I perceive the Women underſtand lit 
tle of Diſcourſe ; their Gallants do not uſe em tot. 
They get upon their Gennits, and prance before their L. 
dies Windows; there the Palfrey curvets and bounds, aud 

in ſhort entertains em for his Maſter. Wii 


The Mock-ASTROLOGER, 305 
Nd. And this Horſe-play they call making Love. 


oi 3.24. Your Father, Madam 

he An. Daughters! what Cavaliers are thoſe which w 

| ou ? | 

d, ac. Engliſpmen, I believe, Sir, at their Devotions : 
(ralier, would you would try to pray a little better than 

Yoon have railly'd: Ade to Wild: 

| ill. Hang me if ] put all my Devotlons out of order 

go you: I remember I pray'd but on Tue/day laſt, and 
j time comes not till Tueſday next. 

*. You had as good pray, Sir: ſhe will not ſtir till 

ro have: Say any thing. 

08 i. Fair Lady, though I am not worthy of the leaft 
ofyour Favours, yet give me the 7 this Evening 
toe you at your Father's Door, that I may acquaint you 

eren part of my Sufferings. [ fade to Jac. 

vl br. Come Daughters, have you done? 

ot ſac Immediately, Sir. —— Cavalier, I will not fail 

ebe there at the Time appointed, if it be but to teach you 

ore Wit, hen „ than to engage your Heart fo 
dh. a LAlde to Wild. 

ill. I have engag'd my Heart with ſo much Zeal and | 
me Devotion to your divine Beauty, that —— 

10 Alm. What means this Cavalier ? 

0 Jac. Some zealous Ejaculation. 

An. May the Saint hear him. Y 

"WW 7a. Pl anſwer for her.— [ Ex. Father and Daughters. 

Hud. Now, Bellamy, what Succeſs ? | 

1 Bel. I pray'd to a more marble Saint than that was in 


tte Shrine; but you, it ſeems, have been ſucceſsful. 
Wild. And ſo ſhalt thou; let me alone for both. 
Bet. If you'll undertake it, I'll make bold to indulge 
fy Love; and within this two Hours be a deſperate Ina- 


54 norado. I feel I am coming apace to it. 
8 Wild. Faith I can love at any time with a Wiſh, at my 


Rate: Igive my Heart according to the old Law of Pawns, 
obe return d me before Sun-ſet, 
Bl. J love only that I may keep my Heart warm; for 


| 
1 


| Man's a Poal if Love ſtir him not; and to bring it to 
Wt paſs, I firſt reſolve whom to love, and preſently 8 
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ter imagine I am in love; for a ſtron Imagination is te. 

quir'd in a Lover, as much as in a Witch. ä 
Wild. And is this all your Receipt ? ; 
Bel. Theſe are my principal Ingredients ; as for Piques 

Jealouſies, Duels, Daggers, and Halters, I let 'em alone 

to the Vulgar. | 

Wild. Pr'ythee let's round the Street a little, till Mazkal 

watches for their Woman. 

* That's well thought on: He ſhall about it imme. 
tely. 

We will attempt the Miſtreſs by the Maid : 

Women by Women ſtill are beſt betray'd. [Exemt, 


SCENE I. 
Enter Wildblood, Bellamy, and Maskall, 


Wild. D I D you ſpeak with her Woman ? 
Mask. Yes but ſhe was in haſte, and bid mg 
wait her hereabouts when ſhe return'd. 

Bel. Then you have diſcover'd nothing more? 

Mask. Only, in general, that Donna Theedsfia is er- 
gag'd elſewhere ; ſo that all your Courtſhip will be tono 
purpoſe But for your Miſtreſs, Sir, [To Wild.] ſhes 
— out of her depth in Love to you already. 

Wild. That's very hard, when I am ſcarce Knee. deep 
with her: Tis true, I have given her hold of my Hear, 
but if ſhe take not heed, it will lip through her Finger, 

Bel. You are Prince of the Soil, Sir, and: may take you! 
Pleaſure when you pleaſe; but I am the Eve to your Ho- 
lyday, and muſt faſt for being join'd to you. | 

Wild. Were J as thou = would content my ſelf with 
having had one fair Flight at her, without wearying m 
ſelf on the Wing for a Retrieve; for when all's done, de 
Quarry is but a Woman. x 

Bel. Thank you, Sir, you would fly 'em both you 
ſelf; and while I turn Tail, we ſhould have you cont 

810g 
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pling with your Bells in the Neck of my Partridge ; do 

7 E who incourag'd me to love, and — 
ne his Aſſiſtance? 

Fild. Ay, while there was Hope, Frank, while there 

; but there's no contending with one's Deſtiny. 


125 15 
Bel. Nay, it may be I care as little for her as another 


ue a Woman firſt with eaſe, but if ſhe begins to fly be- 
freme, I grow opiniatre as the Devil. 

Wild. What a Secret have you found out? Why *tis 
te Nature of all Mankind: We love to get our M iſtreſſes, 
ind purr over em, as Cats do over Mice, and then let 
em go a little way: and all the Pleaſure is, to pat em 
hack again: But yours, I take it, Frank, is gone too far; 
ythee how long doſt thou intend to love at this rate? 

Bl. Till the evil Conſtellation be paſt over me: Yet TI 
believe 7 would haſten my Recovery, if I knew whom 
be lov'd. 

Mark. You ſhall not be long without that Satisfaction. 
Wild. 'St, the Door opens; and rwo Women are com- 
ny out. | 

10 By their Stature they ſhould be thy gracious Mi- 
refs and Beatrix, 

Vill. Methinks you ſhould know your Cue then, and 


er- BY withdraw. 

ny 5. Well, I'll leave you to your Fortune; but if you 

ei come to cloſe fighting, I ſhall make bold to run in and 
part Jou. [Bellamy and Maskall withdraw. 

Vid. Yonder ſhe comes with full Sails i'faith; I'll 

nt, ll her amain for England. 


Enter Jacintha and Beatrix at the other end of the Stage. 
Brat. You do love him then ? 

Tac. Yes, moſt vehemently. 

| Beat. But ſet ſome Bounds to your Affection. 

wy Fac. None but Fools confine their Pleaſure : What U- 
ny ſurer eyer thought his Coffers held too much? No, ['ll 
ne pe my ſelf the ſwinge, and love without reſerve. If I 
pa Paſſion, I'll never ſtarve it in my Service. 

Fat. But are you ſure he will deſerve this Kindneſs ? 


Man; but while ſhe flies before me, I muſt follow: I can 


Fac. 
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Zac. 1 never trouble my ſelf ſo long beforehang: Jes 
louſies and Diſquiets are the Dregs of an Amour; but I' 
leave mine before I have drawn it off ſo low: When i 
once grows troubled, I'll give vent to a freſh Draught 

Beat. Vet it is but Prudence to try him firſt ; no Pilg 
yentures on an unknown Coaſt without Sounding. 

Fac. Well, to ſatisfy thee, I am content; partly tg 
becauſe I finda kind of Pleaſure in laying Baits for hin, 

Beat. The two great Virtues of a Lover are Conſlangy 
and Liberality ; if he profeſs thoſe two, you may be hap- 
Py in ham. | 

Zac. Nay, if he be not Lord and Maſter of both that 
Qualities, I diſown him But who goes there? 
Beat. He, I warrant you, Madam; fer his Servart 

told me he was waiting hereabout. 

Fac. Watch the Door, give me notice, if any come, 

Beat. I'llſecure you, Madam. [Exit Beat, 

Fac. to Wild. What, have you laid an Ambuſh for me} 

Wild. Only to make a Repriſal of my Heart. 

Zac. Tis ſo wild, that the Lady who has it in her 
keeping, would be glad ſhe were well rid on't : It doesſo 
flutter about the Cage. Tis a meer Bajazet ; and if it be 
2 let out the fooner, will beat out the Brains againſt thy 

rates. | 

Wild. IT am afraid the Lady has not fed it, and tis wild 
for Hunger: | 

Fac. Or perhaps it wants Company; ſhall ſhe put anc- 
ther to it? | 

Wild. Ay; but then twere beſt to truſt em out of the 
Cage together; let em hop about at Liberty. 
wats Byt if they ſhould loſe one another in the wide 

or | 


Wild. They'll meet at Night I warrant 'em. 
Fac. But is not your Heart of the Nature of thoſe Buds 
that breed in one 2 and go to Winter in another? 
Wild. Suppoſe it does ſo; yet I take my Mate along 
with me. And now ta leave our Parables, and (peak. 
the Language of the Vulgar, what think you of a Voq: 
age ta merry England? 


Jas 
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x. Toft as es Frog did, of leaping into a deep 
4, lr Drou 15 Bever d the i= here 28 
e Warer ; bat chere were no Water, 225 ſhould he 
| out again?: ed 
F, Vll. Faith we live in a good honeſt Country, where 
ewe content with our old Vices, partly becauſe we want 
Wit to invent more new. A Colony of Spaniards, or ſpi- 
*n! Lalians planted dan us, would make us much 
nore racy. I'is true, our Variety is not much; but to 
beak nobly of our Way of Living, tis like that of the 
un, which riſes, and looks upon the ſame things he ſaw 


lelerday, and to Bed again f 
Fac. But I — your Women live moſt bleſſedly; 


here's no ſuch a thing as Jealouſy _ the Husbands ; 
fany Man has Horns, he bears em as loftily as a Stag, 
das inoffenſively. 

Wild. All this r hope gives you no ill Character of 
te Country. - 
Jac. But what need we go into another Climate ? as 
ur Love was born here, ſo let it live and die here, and 
be honeſtly buried in its Native Country. 

Wild. Faith, agreed with all my Heart. For I am none 
i thoſe unreaſonable Lovers, that propoſe to themſelves 
be loving to Eternity; the Truth is, a Month is com- 
monly my Stint ; But in that Month I love fo dreadful- 
| þ that it is after a T'welve-month's Rate of common 

re, 

fac, Or would not a Fortnight ſerve our turn? for in 
Th a Month looks ſomewhat diſmally ; tis a whole 
Eryptian Year. If a Moon changes in my Love, I ſhall 
unk my Cabs grown dull, or fallen into an Apoplexy. 
Wild. Well, I pray Heav'n we both get off as clear 
þ we imagine; for my part, I like your Humour ſo 
„ Wnably well, that I fear I am in for a Week longer 
pu tan I propos'd ; I am half afraid your Spaniſb Planet, 
er" i my Exgliſß one have been acquainted, and have 
vs Bund out fome By-room or other in the twelve Houſes : 
du wiſh they have been honourable. S 
Ja. The. beſt way for both were to take up in time; 

e am afraid our Forces are engag'd ſo far, that my 
8 m 
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muſt make a Battel on't. What think you of difoblig. 
ing one another from this Day forward ; and ſhewing al 
our ill Humours at the firſt ; which Lovers uſe to Keep 
as a Reſerve, till they are married? 

Wild. Or let us encourage one another to a Breach, 
by the Dangers of Poſleſkon : I have a Song to thy 


Wh. Pray (let; mh I hope | 
ac. Pray let me hear it: it will go to 
T "ds of one of our Paſſa-calles, - HY 


O N G. 


Yeu charm'd me not with that fair Face, 
Though it was all Divine; 

To be another's is the Grace, 
That makes me wiſh you mine. 

The Gods and Fortune take their Part, 
Who like young Monarchs fight, 

And boldly dare invade that Heart, 
Which is another's Right. 

F of mad with Hope wwe undertake 

o pull up every Bar; 

But once pofſeſs'd, we faintly make | 
A dull defenſive War. 

Naw every Friend is turn'd a Foe, 

In hope to get our Store: 

And Paſſion makes us Coward: grow, 
Which made us brave before. 


Fac. Believe it, Cavalier, you are a dangerous Per- 
fon :: Do you hold forth your Gifts in hopes to make 
me love you leſs ? | 

Wild. They would fignify little, if we were once mar 
ried : Thoſe Gaieties are all nipt, and froſt-bitten in the 
Marriage-Bed, 1 faith.” 

Fac. I am ſorry to hear tis ſo cold a Place: But 'ts 
all one to us, who do not mean to trouble it: The 
Truth is, your Humour pleaſes me exceeding]y ; how 
long it will do ſo, 1 know not; but ſe long as it does, 
I am reſoly'd to give my ſelf the Content of ſeeing you. 
For if I ſhould once conftrain my ſelf, I might wg 

ove 
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bre in good Earneft : But I have ftay'd too long with 
you, and would be loth to ſurfeit you at firſt, 

Vill. Surfeit me, Madam? why, you have but tan- 
alizd me all this while. | 

ac. What would you have ? 
id. A Hand, or Lip, or any thing that you can 
; when you have conjur'd up a Spirit, he muſt have 
jor Employment, or he'll tear you a-pieces. 

Tac. Well, here's my Picture; to help your Con. 
enplation in my Abſence. 

d. You have already the Original of mine: But 
me Revenge you muſt allow me: A Locket of Dia- 
nonds, or ſome ſuch Trifle, the next time I kiſs your 
Hand. 

Fac. Fy, fy ; you do not think me Mercenary ? yet 
wy [ think on't, I'll put you into our Spaniſb Mode of 
Lore: Our Ladies here uſe to be the Banquiers of 
tir Servants, and to have their Gold in keeping. 


E Kr. 


me: I have ſome three hundred Piſtoles by me; 
thoſe I'll ſend you by my Servant. 

Jac. Confels freely ; you miſtruſt me : But if you 
ind — 1 Qualm about your Gold, pray keep it for 
Cordial. | 

Vill. The Cordial muſt be 77 to the Heart, and 
mine's with you, Madam: Well; I ſay no more; but 
ele are dangerous Beginnings for holding on: I find 
by Month will have more han one and thirty Days 
At. 


Enter Beatrix running. 
Brat. Madam, your Father calls in haſte for you; and 
t the Houle. 


a — ou a — 4 b a 
the ac. Adieu, Servant, be a anager of your Stoc 

8 — that it may hold — Men ; — afraid 
tis Neu ll waſte ſo much of it before to morrow Night, that 
de Hull ſhine but with a quarter Moon upon me. 
o Vid. It ſhall be a Creſcent. 
es, | [Ex. Wild. Jac. ſeverally. 
2 Beatrix is going, and Maskall runs and flops her. 
in Pay your Ranſom ; you are my Priſoner. 
Ve Beat. 


Vill. This is the leaſt Trial you could have made 
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Beat. What, do you fight after the French Faſhig 
take Towns before you declare a War ? 
Mask. I ſhould be glad to imitate them ſo far, to he; 
the middle of the Country before you could reſiſt me 
| Beat. Well, what Compoſition, MonGeur? 
Mast. Deliver up your Lady's Secret; what make 
her ſo cruel to my Maſter ? 
Beat. Which of my Ladies, and which of your Mz 
Rers ? For I ſuppoſe we are Factors for both of them. 
Mask. Your eldeſt Eady, Theodsfea. 
Beat. How dare you preſs your Miſtreſs to an Incy 
venience ? | | 
Mask. My Miſtreſs ? I underſtand not that Lan 
the Fortune of the Valet ever follows that of the 
ſter; and his is deſperate ; if his Fate were alter'd f 
the Better, I ſhould not care if I ventur'd upon you fo 
the Worſe. 
Beat. I have told you already, Donna Theodsfia lon 
another. | | 14 
Mask. Has he no Name? 
Beat. Let it ſuffice he is born Noble, though withon 
a Fortune. His Poverty makes him conceal his Lot 
from her Father; but ſhe ſees him every Night in pr 
vate: And to blind the World, about a Fortnight ag 
he took. a ſolemn Leave of her, as if he were going u 
to Flanders: In the mean time he lodges at the Houl 
of Don Lopez de Gamboa; and is himſelf call'd Don M# 
chior de Guſman. 
Mask. Don Melchior de Guzman O Heav'ns! 
| Beat. What amazes you? 2 
Theo. —— Why, Beatrix, Mere are you? 
Beat. You hear I am call'd; Adieu; and be ſure 30 
Keep my Counſel. K 
it 
de 


 Mask. Come, Sir, you ſee the Coaſt is clear. [ Ex. Ba 
| Enter Bellamy. 
Bel. Clear, doft thou fy ? No, tis full of Rocks a 
ickſands: Yet nothing vexes me ſo much, as that i 

is in love with ſuch a poor Rogue. 
Mast. But that he ſhould lodge privately in the ft 
Houſe with us ! *twas oddly contriv'd of Fortune. 
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4. Hang him Rogue! methinks I ſee him perchin 

— an On! by Day, and not daring to — eil 
Moon - light. The Raſcal invents Love, and brews his 
Compliments all Day, and broaches em at Night; juſt 
4 ſome of our dry Wits do their Stories, before they 
come into Company : Well, if I could be reveng'd on 
either of em. 

Mak. Here ſhe comes again with Beatrix; but, good 
&, moderate your Paſſion. | 

Enter Theodoſia and Beatrix. 

Bi. Nay, Madam, you are known; and muſt not paſs 
tl I have ſpoken with you. [Bel. /fts up Theodoſia's Vail. 

Theo. This Rudenels to a Perſon of my Quality may 
cl you dear. Pray, when did I give you Encouragement 
for io much Familiarity ? 

B:l. When you ſcorn'd me in the Chapel. 

en. The Truth is, I deny'd you as heartily as I could; 
that I might not be twice troubled with you. 

Bel. Yet you have not this Averſion for all the World: 
However, I was in hope, though the Day frown'd, the 
Night might prove as propitious to me as it is to others. 

Deb. I have now a Quarrel both to the Sun and Moon, 
becauſe I have ſeen you by both their Lights. 

Bal. Spare the Moon, I beſeech you, Madam, ſhe is a 
very truſty Planet to you. | 
Brat. O, Maskall, you have ruin'd me. 

Mask. Dear Sir, hold yet. 

Bil. Away. 

Thee. Pray, Sir, expound your Meaning; for I con- 
es I am in the Dark. | - 

Bel. Methinks you ſhould diſcover it by Moon-light. 
Or, if you would have me ſpeak clearer to you, give me 
aveto wait on you at a Midnight Aſſignation; nd that 


a, as if I were gone a Captaining to Flanders. 

_ A Pox on's Memory, he has not forgot one 
JuaDle. 3 

Theo. Ah Beatrix, you have betray'd and ſold me. 
Beat. You have betray'd and ſold your ſel, Madam, 
by your own. Raſhneſs- to confeſ; it; Heav'n knows I 
tave ſery'd you but too faithful y. 

Vo 1. II. P Wes. 


t may not be diſcover'd, I'll feign a Vo) age beyond 
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Theo. Peace, Impudence ; and ſee my Face no more 
Mak. Do you know what Work you have made, dir! 
Bel. Let her ſee what ſhe has got by li hting * 
Mask. You had beſt let Beatrix be turn'd away for me 
to keep: If you do, I know whoſe Purſe ſhall pay fort 
Bel. That's a Curſe I never thought on: Caſt abou 
uickly, and fave all yet. Range, queſt, and ſpring 2 
The immediately. | S 
Theo. to Beat. Never importune me farther ; you ſhal 
go; there's no removing me. 
Beat. Well; this is ever the Reward of Innocence 
Gong, 

Mask. Stay, guiltleſs Virgin, ſtay ; thou ſhalt 1 Ks, 

Theo. Why, who ſhould hinder it ? 

Mast. That will I, in the Name of Truth. {If thi 
hard- bound Lye would but come from me.) Madan, | 
muſt tell you it lies in my Power to appeaſe this Tempe 
with one Word. 

Beat. Would it were come once. : 

Mask. Nay, Sir, tis all one to me, if you turn me 2 
way upon't; I can hold no longer. | 

Theo. What does the Fellow mean ? 

Mask. For all your Noddings, and your Mathematical 
Grimaces, in ſhort, Madam, my Maſter has been con- 
verſing with the Planets; and from them has had the 
Knowledge of your Affairs. 

Bel. This Rogue amazes me. 

Mask. I care not, Sir, I am for Truth; that will ſhame 
you, and all your Devils: In ſhort, Madam, this Mater 
of mine that ſtands before you, without a Word to ay 
for himſelf, ſo like an Oaf, as I may ſay with Reverence 

Bel. The Raskal makes me mad. 

Mask. Is the greateſt 4/ro/oger in Chriſtendom. 

Theo. Your Maſter an 3 ? 

Mack. A moſt profound one. 

Bel. Why, you Dog, do you confider what an imprv 
able 1 this is; which you know I can never make 
ak iſgorge it, you Cormorant, or I'll pinch your 
"Throat out | [ Takes him by the _ 


o- - 


Mast. Tis all in vain, Sir, you are and ſhall be an A. 
tolger whate'er I ſuffer ; you know all things, ſee into 
1 Things, foretel all Things; and if you pinch more 
Truth out of me, I will confeſs you are a Conjurer. 

Bel. How, Sirrah, a Conjurer ? : 

Mak. I mean, Sir, the Devil is in your Fingers: Own 
you had beſt, Sir, and do not provoke me farther ; 
ile he is 2 Bellamy fops his Mouth by Fits] 
What, did not 
Folio with ſtrange Figures in it, and then muttering to 
wur ſelf like any Poet, and then naming Yeodaſia, and 
then ſtaring up in the Sky, and then poring upon the 
Ground ; ſo that betwixt Ged and the Devil, Madam, 
te came to know your Love. 

Bel. Madam, if ever I knew the leaſt Term in Aſt 
bey, I am the arranteſt Son of a Whore breathing. 

Brat. O, Sir, for that matter, you fhall excuſe my 
lady: Nay, hide your Talents if you can, Sir. 

Theo. The more you pretend Ignorance, the more we 
ze reſoly'd to believe you skilful. 

Bel. You'll hold your Tongue yet. 


a cept you conjure me to Silence: What, did you not call 

ane to look into a Cryſtal, and there ſhew'd me a fair 

deen, and a Spaniard talking in his narrow Breeches, 
ad walking underneath a Window? I ſhould know him 
gan amongft a thouſand. 

* Beat. Don Melchior, in my Conſcience, Madam. 

c Bel. This Rogue will invent more Stories of me, than 

— er were father d upon Lilly. | 


Mask. Will you confeſs then? do you think I'll ſtain 
ty Honour to ſwallow a Lye for you? 
Jel. Well, a Pox on you, I am an Aſtrologer. 
Brat. O, are you ſo, Sir? 
Theo, I hope then, learned Sir, as you have been cu- 


' Cavalier as to conceal em. 
Bel. You need not doubt me Madam; I am more in 
Jour Power than you can be in mine: Beſides, if I were 
kon in Town, the next thing, for ought 1 
| P's know, 
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ſee you an Hour ago, turning over a great 


Mak. You ſhall never make me hold my Tongue, ex- 


uus in enquiring into my Secrets, you will be fo much 
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know, would be to bring me before the Fathers of the 
Inquiſition. | 
Beat. Well, Madam, what do you think of me now? 
I have betray'd you, I have fold you; how can you eye 
make me amends for this Imputation ? I did not think 
you could have us'd me ſo F 
[ Cries, and claps her Hand: at by 
Theo. Nay, pr'ythee Beatrix do not cry; I'Il leave of 
my new Gown to-morrow, and thou ſhalt have it. 
Beat. No, I'll cry eternally ; you have taken away ny 
good Name from me ; and you can never make me Re. 
compence — except you give me your new Gorget too. 
Theo. No more Words; thou ſhall have it, Girl. 
Beat. O, Madam, your Father has ſurpriz'd us! 
Enter Don Alonze, and frowns. 
Bel. Then I'll be gone to avoid Suſpicion. 
Theo. By your Favour, Sir, you ſhall ſtay a little; the 
Happineſs of ſo rare an Acquaintance ought to be cheriſh'd 
on my fide by a longer Converſation. 
Alon. Theodoſia, what Buſineſs have you with this 
Cavalier ? | 
Theo. That, Sir, which will make you as ambitions 
of being known to him as I have been: Under the Hz 
bit of a Gallant, he conceals the greateſt 4/ro/oger this 
Day mo 
Alon. You amaze me, Daughter. 
Theo. For my own part I have been conſulting with 
him about ſome Particulars of my Fortunes paſt and 
ture; both which he has reſolv'd me with that admin- 
ble Knowledge 
Bel. Yes, Faith, Sir, I was foretelling her of a Dil 
aſter that ſeverely threaten'd her: And (one thing | 
foreſee already by my Stars, that I muſt bear up bold- 
ly, or I am loft.) WW | 
Mask. to Bel. Never fear him, Sir; he's an ignorant 
Fellow, and credulons, I warrant him. 
Alon. Daughter, be not too confident in your Belief; 
there's nothing more uncertain than the old Prophects 
of theſe Noftradamuſſes ; but of what Nature was the 
Queſtion which you ask'd him? Ti 


De MoOck-ASTROLOGER. 317 


the Web. What ſhould be my Fortune in Marriage. 
Alm. And, pray, what did you anſwer, Sir ? 
w ? Bl. I anſwer'd her the Truth, that ſhe is in danger of 
ver WY narrying a Gentleman without a Fortune. 
nk Deo. And this, Sir, has put me into ſach a Fright — 
Alm. Never trouble your ſelf about it, Daughter; fol- 
br, bo my Advice, and I warrant you a rich Husband. 
of Bel. But the Stars ſay ſhe ſhall not follow your Advice: 
fit happens otherwiſe, Pl burn my Folio Volumes, and 
my WW my Manuſcripts too, I affure you that, Sir. 
Re Alm. Be not too confident, young Man; I know 
ſomewhat in A/rology my (elf ; for in my younger Years 
| fudy'd it; and gh I fay it, made ſome fmall 
Proficiency in it. 
Bel. Marry Heaven forbid [ Hae. 
Alm. And I could only find it was no - de monſtra- 
tre, but altogether fallacious. 
Mank. On what a Rock have we ſplit our ſelves ! 
Bel. Now my Ignorance will certainly come out 
Beat. Sir, remember you are old and crazy, Sir; and 
if the Evening Air ſhould take you beſeech you, Sir, 


retire. 
Ahn. Knowledge is to be preferr'd before Health; I 
muſt needs Hifents | a Point with this learned Cavalier, 
concerning a difficult Queſtion in that Art, which al- 
moſt gravels me. 

Mast. How I ſweat for him, Beatrix, and my ſelf too, 
ws have brought him into this Prænunire | 
Beat. You muſt be impudent ; for our old Man will 
kek hike a Burr to you, now he's in a Diſpute. 
Alm. What judgment may a Man — form 
_ Trine Afpect of the two Infortunes in Angular 


Bel. That's a Matter of nothing, Sir; I'll turn my 
Man looſe to you for ſuch a Queſtron —— 

Jo Maskall forward. 
Alm. Come on, Sir, I am the Quærent. 
vt. Meaning me, Sir! I yow to God, and your 
"orſhip knows it, I never made that Science my Study 
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Bel. The Gleanings of mine are enough for that: Why 
ou impudent Rogue you, hold forth your Gifts, or I 
What a Devil, muſt I be peſter'd with every trivial Que. 
ſtion, when there's not a Maſter in Town of any Sci. 
ence, but has his Uſher for theſe mean Offices ? 

Theo. Try him in ſome eng ueſtion, Sir; you ke 
he will not put himſelf forth for this. 

Alon. Then I'll be more abſtruſe with him: Why 
think you, Sir, of the taking Hy/ezg ? or of the belt way 
of Rectification for a Nativity? Have you been conver. 
ſant in the Centiloguium of Triſmegiſius ? What think you 
of Mars in the Tenth when 'tis his own Houſe, or of 
Jupiter configurated with malevolent Planets ? 

Bel. I thought what your Skill was! to anſwer your 
Queſtion in two words, Mars rules over the Martial, and 
Jupiter over the Jovial; and fo of the reſt, Sir. 

Aion. Thievery School-boy could have told me. 

Bel. Why then you muſt not ask ſuch School-boys 
Queſtions. (But your Carcaſs, Sirrah, ſhall pay for 
this.) LAlide to Mafſial, 

Alan. Vou ſeem not to underſtand the Terms, Sir. 

Bel. By your Favour, Sir, I know there are five of 
'em; do not I know your Michae/mas, your H:l/ary, your 
Eaſier, your Trinity, and your Long Vacation Lerm, Su 

Alon. I do not underſtand a word of this Jargon. 

Bel. It may be not, Sir; I believe the Terms are not 
the ſame in Spain they are in England. | 

Mask. Did one ever hear ſo impudent an Ignorance} 

Alon. The Terms of Art are the ſame every where. 

Bel. Tell me that! you are an old Man, and they ar 
alter*d ſince you ſtudied them. 

Alan. That may be, I muſt confeſs ; however if you 

_ to diſcourſe ſomething of the Art to me, you ſhal 
nd me an apt Scholar. 

| Enter à Servant ts Alonzo. 


Ser. Sir [ WWhiſpert. 
Alon. Sir, I am ſorry a Buſineſs of Importance call 
me hence; but I'll wait on you ſome other tume, t 
diſcourſe more at large of Mirobgy. | 

Bel. Is your Buſineſs very preſſing? 


Al 
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Alm. It is, I aſſure you, Sir. | 
Bel. I am very ſorry, for I ſhould have inſtructed you 
i ſuch rare Secrets; I have no Fault, but that I am too 
communicative. 
Ahn. l' II diſpatch my Buſineſs, and return immediate- 
ſy; come away, Daughter. 
[Exeunt Alon. Theo: Beat. and Sery. 
Bel. A Devil on's Learning; he had brought me to 
ny lat Lege; I was fighting as low as ever was Squire 
Viddringt on. 
Mask. Who would have ſuſpected it from that wicked 
Eder ? | 
Bel. Suſpected it? why *twas palpahls from his very 
Pyſnomy ; he looks like Healy, and the Spirit Firca in 


the Fortune-book. 
| Enter Wildblood, 
Vid. How now, Bellamy! in Wrath? pr'ythee what's 
the matter? x 
Bel. The Story is too long to tell you; but this Rogue 
here has made me paſs for an errant Fortune-teller, 


Mast. If I had not, I am ſure he muſt have paſs'd for 
m errant Madman; he had diicover'd, in a Rage, all 


that Beatrix had confeſs'd to me concerning her Miſtrefs's 
Love; and I had no other way to-bring him off, but to 
ky he knew it by the Planets. 
Wild. And art thou ſuch an Oaf to be vext at this? as 
tbe Adventure may be manag'd, it may make the molt 
pleaſant one in all the Carnival. 

Bel. Death !. I ſhall have all Madrid about me within 
theſe two Days. | 


Wild. Nay, all Spain, i'faith, as faſt as I can divulge 


thee: Not a Ship ſhall paſs out from any Port, but ſhall 


uk thee for a Wind; thou ſhalt have all the Trade of 


Lapland within a Month. 

Bel. And do you think it. reaſonable for me to ſtand 
Defendant to all the impertinent Queſtions that the Town 
an ask me? | 

Wild. Thou ſhalt do't, Boy: Pox on thee, thou doſt 
wot know thine own Happineſs ; thou wilt have the Ladies 


come to thee ; and if thou doſt not fit them with Fortunes, 


hou art bewitch'd. * | Mak. 
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Mast. Sir, tis the eaſieſt thing in Nature; you nel 
but ſpeak doubtfully, or keep your ſelf in Tem; 
and for the moſt part tell good rather than bad Fortune. 

Wild. And if at any time thou ventur'ſt at Particular 
have an Evaſion ready like Lilhj; as thus, It will infall. 
bly happen, if our Sins hinder not. I would undertake 
wich one of his Almanacks, to give very good Conter 
to all Chriſtendom, and what good Luck Fl not out in 
ene Kingdom, ſhould in another. | 

Mask. The Pleaſure on't will be to ſee how all his Ca. 
Romers will contribute to their own Deceiving ; and veriy 
believe he told them that, which they told him. 

Bel. Umh! now I begin to taſte it; I am like the 
drunken Tinker in the Play, a great Prince, and newer 
Knew it. 

Wild. A t Prince, a great Turk; we ſhall hare 
thee within theſe two Days, de grace to the Ladies, by 
throwing out a Handkerchief ; Life I could feaſt upon thy 
Fragments. | 

Bel. If the Women come, you ſhall be ſure to help me 
to undergo the Burden ; for though you make me an 
Aſtronomer, Jam no Atlas, to bear all upon my Back, 
But who are theſe ? | 

Enter Muſicians with Diſguiſes ; and ſome in their Hand. 

Wild. You know the Men, if their Maſquing Habits 
were off; they are the Muſick of our Embaſſador's Re. 
tinue : My Project is to give our Miſtreſs a Serenade; thi 
being the laſt — of the Carnival; and to prevent 
Diſcovery, here are Diſguiſes for us too —— | 
Bel. Tis very well; come Maskall, help on with en, 
while they tune their Inſtruments. 

Wild. Strike up, Gentlemen; we'll entertain em with 
a Song a / Angloiſe, pray be ready with your Chorus. 


S O N G. 


After the Pangs of a deſperate Lower, ; 

When Day and Night I have figh'd all in wain, 

Ah what a Pleaſure it is to diſcover 
AIs her Eyes Pity, who cauſes my Pain! he 
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When with Unkinaneſs our Love at a lar [ 5s, 
And both hade puniſb d our ſelues with the Pain, 
4h what a Pleaſure the Touch of her Hand is, 


Ab awbat a Pleaſure to preſs it again! 


When the Denial comes fainter and fainter, 
And her Eyes give what her Tongue does deny, 
Ah what a Trembling I feel, when I venture, 
A hat a Trembling does uſher my Foy 


When, with a Sigh, ſhe accords me the Bleſſing, 
find her Eyes twinkle 'twixt Pleaſure and Pain: 


Ab what a Foy, "tis beyond all expreſſing, 
Ab dobat a Foy to hear, ſhall we again / 


Theodoſia and Jacintha above. 
Jacintha throws down her Handkerchief with a Fa- 
wour ty d to it. | 
Jac. Ill Muſicians muſt be rewarded : There, Cavalier, 
'ts to buy your Silence —— | Zxeunt Women from above. 
Mild. By this light, which at preſent is ſcarce an Oath, 
an Handkerchief, and a Favour.  * 
Mufick and Guittars twning on the other fide of the Stage. 
1 Hat Wildblood, do you hear ? Cab rae: Me . 
lady; on my Life ſome Spaniards have taken up this Poſt 
for the fame Defign. | 
Mild. I'll be with their Cats-guts immediately. 
Bel. Pr ythee be patient; we thall loſe the Sport elſe. 
[Don Lepez and Don Melchior difeuts'd, with Serwants 
and Muftcians on the other fide. | 
Wild. *Tis tome Rival of yours or mine, Bellamy 
For he addreſſes to this Window. 


| Be]. Damn him, let's fall on then. 


[The tavo Spaniards and the Engliſh gt. The Spaniards 
are beaten off the Stage; the Muficians on bath fades, 
and Servants fall confufedly ane over the other. They 
all get off, only Maskall remains upon the Ground. 

Mask. Ring.] So, all's paſt, and l am fafe: A Fox 

on theſe tghting Maſters of mine, to bring me into this 
Langer with their Valours and Magnanimities. W hea [ 
P 7 GO 
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o a Serenading again with em, I'll give 'em leaye « 

_.+S F :ddle-firing: of my "in Sas 
To him Don Lopez. 
Who goes there? 

Meek "Tis Pon Lopez by his Voice. 

Lop. The ſame; and by yours you ſhould belong ty 
my two Engliſb Gueſts. Did you hear no Tumult here. 
abouts ? | 
Mast. I heard a claſhing of Swords, and Mena fit 
in 


1 IT had my Share in't; but how came you here? 
Mak. I came hither by my Maſter's Order, to {& 
you were in any danger. 

Lop. But how could he imagine I was in any? 

Mask. Tis all one for that, Sir, he knew it, by 
Heav'n, what was I'going to ſay, I had like to have di 
cover'd all! . 

Lap. I find there is ſome Secret in't; and you dare nd 
truſt me. | | 

Mask. If you will ſwear on your Honour to be w 
Secret, I will tell you. 

Lep. As I am a Cavalier, and by my Beard, I wil 

Mast. Then, in few Words, he knew it by Aftrol 
gy, or Magick. 

Leg. You amaze me! Is he converſant in the oceul 
Sciences ? | | 

Mask, Moſt profoundly. 

Top. I always thought him an extraordinary Perſon; 
but I could never imagine his Head lay. that way. 

Mask. He ſhew'd me Veſterday in a Glaſs, a Lady 
Maid at London, whom I well knew; and with whom | 
us'd to converſe on a Pallet in a Drawing-room, while i 
= paying his Devotions to her Lady in the Bedchan 

= 


Lep. Lord, what a Treaſure for a State were. here 
and how much might we ſave by this Man, in Forey 
Intelligence! | | 

AMask. And juſt now. he ſhew'd me, how you were 
faulted in the dark by Foreigners. 

Leg Could you gueſs what Countrymen ? 


| 


Mar 
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Mast. I imagin'd them to be Italians. 

* Not unlike ly ; for they play'd moſt furiouſly at  . 
our Back- ſides. 


Mash. T will return to my Maſter with the good News 
of your Safety; but once again be ſecret; or diſcloſe it to 
none but Friends $0, there's one Woodcock more 
n the Springe Exit. 

Lop: Yes, I will be very ſecret; for I will tell it only 
to one Perſon ; but ſhe is a Woman. I will to Aurelia, 
and acquaint her with the Skill of this rare Artiſt : She is 
curious, as all Women are; and, tis probable, will defire 
to look into the Glaſs to ſee Don Melchior, whom ſhe 
believes abſent. So that by this means, without breaking 
my Oath to him, he will be diſcover'd to be in Town. 
Then his Intrigue with Theodofia will come to light too, 
for which Aurelia will, I hope, diſcard him, and receive 
me. I will about it inftantly : 

Succeſs, in Love, on Diligence depends; 

No lazy Lover e' er attain'd his Ends. [ Exit. - 
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XACT II. . SC E- N E. L. 
Enter Bellamy and Maskall. 


Nl. T Hen, they were certainly Don Lopez and Don 


Melchior with whom we fought. - 
Man. Yes, Sir. 
Bel. And when you met Lopez, he ſwallow'd all you 


| told him? 

Mack. As greedily, as if it had been a new Saint's Mi- 
ncle. 

Bel. I ſee "twill ſpread. | 1 

Mast. And the Fame of it will be of uſe to you in your 
next Amour: For the Women you know run mad after 
Fortune-tellers and Preachers. | 


Bal. 
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Bel. But for all my Bragging, this Amour is not yet 
worn off. I find Conſtancy, and once a Night come nx 
turally upon a Man towards thirty: Only we ſet a Face 
on't ; and call our ſelves unconſtant for our Reputation, 

Mask. But, what ſay the Stars, Sir? 

Bel. They move faſter than you imagine; for I have 
got me an Argo}, and an Eli Almanack ; by help of 
which in one half-hour I have learn'd to Cant with an in- 
— og Grace: Comuntion, Oppoſition, Trin, 


Square and Sextile, are now no longer Bug-bears to me, 
I thank my Stars for't. 
Enter Wildblood. 


—— Monſieur Vilabliod, in good time] What, you 
have been taking Pains too, to divulge my Talent ? 

Wild. So ſucceſsfully, that ſhortly there will be no 
talk in Town, but of you only: Another Miracle or two, 
=_ a ſharp Sword, and you ſtand fair for a New Pro- 

t. „ 
: Bel. But where did you begin to blow the 'Trumpet ? 

Wild. In the Gaming-houle : Where I found moſt of 
the Town-wits ; the Proſe-wits playing, and the Verſe- 
wits rooking. | 

Bel. All forts of Gameſters are ſo Superſtitious, that! 
need not doubt of my Reception there. 

Wild. From thence I went to the latter End of a Co- 
medy, and there whiſper' d it to the next Man I knew, 
who had a Woman by him. 

Mask. Nay, then it went like a Train of Powder, if 
once they had it by the End. | 

Wild. Like a Squib upon a Line, i'faith, it ran through 
ene Row, and came back upon me in the next; At my 

ing out I met a Knot of Spaniards, who were formally 
iſtning to one, who was relating it: But he told the Sto- 
ry ſo nidiculouſly, with his Marginal Notes upon it, that 
J was forc'd to contradi@ him. | 

Bel. Twas diſcreetly done. 

Wild. Ay for you, but not for me: What, ſays he, 
muſt ſuch Boracho's as you take upon you to vilify a 
Man of Science? I tell you, he's of my intimate Ac- 


quaintance, and I have known lum long, for a prodigious 
Feiion 


ern — When I ſaw my Don fo fierce, I thought 
— Wiſdom to quarrel for ſo flight a Matter wg 
Reputation, and ſo withdrew. | 

Bel. A pox of your Succeſs ! now ſhall I have my 
Chamber befieg'd to'morrow Morning: There will be 
z ſtirring out for me; but I muſt be fain ta take up 
tber Queſtions in a Cleft-cane, or a Begging-box, as 
they do Charity in Priſons. 

Wiid. Faith, I cannot help what your Learning has 
trought you to: Go in and ſtudy; I foreſee you will 
kive but few Holy-days: In the mean time, I'll not fail 
v give the World an Account of your Indowments. 
Farewel : I'll to the Gaming-houſe. [Exit Wild. 

Maſe. O, Sir, here is the rareſt Adventure, and which 
z more, come home to you. 

Bel. What is it? | 

Maſe. A fair Lady, and her Woman, wait in the outer 
Reom to ſpeak with you. 

Bel. But how know you ſhe is fair ? 

Maſe, Her Woman pluck'd up her Veil when ſhe ſpake 
to me ; © that having ſeen her this Evening, I know 
ter Miſtreſs to be Donna Aurelia, Couſin to your Miſtreſs 
Tird:fia, and who lodges in the ſame Houſe with her: 
She wants a Star or two, I warrant you. 

Bel. My whole Conſtellation is at her Service: But 
vhat is ſhe for a Woman? | 

Maſe. Fair enough, as Beatrix has told me; but ſuffi- 
cently impertinent. She is one of thoſe Ladies who make 
ten Viſits in an Afternoon, and entertain her they ſee, 
vith 2 ill of the laſt, from whom they parted: In 
kw Words, fhe is one of the greateſt Caquette's in Ma- 
tid: And to ſhew ſhe is one, ſhe cannot ſpeak ten 
Words without ſome affected Phraſe that is in faſhion. 

Bel. For my Part I can ſuffer any Impertinence from 
Woman, provided ſhe be handſome : M y Buſineſs is 
vith her Beauty, not with her Morals: Let her Con- 
ſſlor look to them. 

Maſe. T wonder what ſhe has to ſay to you? 

Del. I know not; but I ſweat for fear I ſhould be 


Favell'J. 
Maſe. 


The Mocx-ASTROLOCER, 225 


— — — 


326 ArEvuENninc's LovE; O, 


Maſe. Venture out of your Depth, and plunge boldly 
Sir ; I warrant you will ſwim. J 
Bel. Do not leave me, I charge you; but when I look 
mournfully upon you, help me out. 
| Enter Aurelia and Camilla. 
_ Maſk, Here they are already. 
[Aurelia plucls up her Vail 
Aur. How am I dreſs'd to Night, Camilla? Is no. 
thing. diſorder'd in my Head? 
Cam. Not the leaſt Hair, Madam. 
Aur. No ? let me ſee: Give me the Counſellor of the 
Graces. | 
Cam. The Counſellor of the Graces, Madam? 
Aur. My Glaſs,. I mean : What, will you never be ſo 
ſpiritual as to underſtand Tefin'd Language? 
Cam. Madam! | 
Aur. Madam me no Madam, but learn to retrenth: 
your Words; and fay Mam; as yes Mam, and 13 
Mam, as other Ladies. Women do. Madam ! 'tis x 
Year in pronouncing. | 
Cam. Pardon me, . Madam. Ex 
Aur. Yet again, Ignorance ! Pardon, Madam ! fe, 
fie, what a Superfluity is there, and how much ſweeter 
the Cadence is, parn me Mam! and for your Ladyſhy, 
your Laſhip — Out upon't, what a furious Indigence 
of Ribbands is here upon my Head! This Dreſs i a 
Libel to my Beauty; a meer Lampoon. Would any one 
that had the leaſt Revenue of common Senſe have done 
this? 
Cam. Mam, the Cavalier approaches your Laſhip. 
Bel. to Maſk. Maſtall, pump the Woman; and ſeę if 
you can diſcover any thing to ſave my Credit. 
Aur. Out upon it ! now I ſhould ſpeak, I want Af. 
ſurance. 
Bel. Madam, I was told you. meant to honour me 
with your Commands. . | 
Aur. I believe, Sir, you wonder at my Confidence it 
this Viſit: But I may be excus d for waving a little Me- 
deſty, to know the only Perſon of the Age. | 
Bel. I wiſh my Skill were more to ferve you, Madam. 
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Aur. Sir, you are an unfit Judge of your own Merits : 


For my own part I confeſs, I have a furious Inclination 


for the occult Sciences; but at preſent, tis my Misfor- 
tune | Loa 1 | [Szghs. 
Bel. But why that Sigh, Madam ? 

Aur. Vou might ſpare me the Shame of telling you; 
ince I am ſure you can divine my Thoughts: I will 
therefore tell you nothing. 

Bel. What the Devil will become of me now ! [ Aide. 

Aur. You may give me an Eſſay of your Science, by 
declaring to me the Secret of my Thoughts. 

Bel. If I know your Thoughts, Madam, tis in vain 
for you to diſguiſe them to me: Therefore as you · ten- 
der your own Satisfaction, lay them open without Baſh- 
fulneſs.. | 

Aur. I beſeech you let us paſs over that Chapter; far 


I am ſhame-fac'd to the laſt Point: Since, therefore, I 1 


_ put off my Modeſty, ſuccour it, and tell me what 
[ think. 

Bel. Madam, Madam, that Baſhfulneſs muſt be laid 
aide: Not but that I know your Buſineſs perfectly; 
and will if you pleaſe unfold it. to you all, immediately. 

Aur. Favour me ſo far, I beſeech you, Sir; for I 
furiouſly deſire it. 

Bel. But then I muſt call up before you a moſt dreadful 
Spirit, with Head upon Head, and Horns upon Horns: 
Therefore conſider how you can endure it. 

Aur. This is furiouſly Furious; but rather than fail of 
my Expectances, I'll try my Aſſurance. 

Rel. Well then, I find you will force me to this un- 
lawful, and abominable. Act of Conjuration: Remember 
the Sin is yours too. 

Aur. I cipouſe the Crime alſo. | 

Bel. I fee when a Woman has a mind to't, ſhe'll never 
pple at a Sin. Pox on her, what ſhall I do ? — WelL 
PIL.tell you your Thoughts, Madam; but after that ex- 
pect no farther Service from me ; for 'tis your Confidence 
muſt make my Art ſucceſsful : ——- Well, you are obſti- 
nate, then, I muſt tell you your Thoughts? 

Aur. Hold, hold, Sir, I am content to paſs over that 
Chapter, rather than be depriv'd of your Aſſiſtance. 
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Bel. Tis very well; what need theſe Ci | 
— us two? Confeſs freely, is not Love your Bu. 
8 2 
Aur. Vou have touch'd me to the Quick, Sir. 
Bel. La you there; you fee I knew it; nay, Fl (x 
you more, tis a Man you Love. 
Aur. O prodigious Science! I confeſs I love a Mp; 
moſt furiouſly, to the laſt Point, Sir. 
Bel. Now proceed, Lady, your way is open; I an 
reſolv'd, I'll not tell you a Word farther. 
Aur. Well then, fince I muſt — you with whet 
ou know much better than my ſelf, I will tell you | 
ov'd a Cavalier, who was noble, young, and handſome; 
this Gentleman is fince gone for Flanders ; now whether 
he has preſerv'd his Paſſion inviolate or not, is that which 


cauſes my Inquietude. 

Bel. Trouble not your ſelf, Madam; he's as conflant 
as a Romance Heroe. - 

Aur. Sir, your good News has raviſh'd moſt furiouſly; 
but that I may have a Confirmation of it, I beg only, 
that you would lay your Commands upon his Genius, 
or Idea, to ap to me this Night, that I may hare 
my Sentence from his Mouth. This, Sir, I know is: 
ſlight Effect of your Science, and yet will infinitely 
oblige me. : 

Bel. What the Devil does ſhe call a flight Effect 
[Afde.] Why Lady, do you confider what you fay? 
you defire me to ſhew yon a Man whom your ſelf con- 
feſs to be in Flanders. e | 

Aur. To view him in a Glaſs is nothing, I would 
ſpeak with him m Perfon, I mean his Idea, Sir. 

Bel. Ay, but, Madam, there is a vaſt Sea betwixt us 
and Flanders; and Water is an Enemy to Conjuration: 
A Witch's Horſe you know, when he enters into Wa- 
ter, returns into a Bottle of Hay again. 

Aur. But, Sir, I am not fo ill a Geographer, or to 


ſpeak more properly, a Chorographer, as not to know 
there is a Paſſage by Land from hence to Flanders. 
Bel. That's true, Madam, but Magick works in 2 

direct Line. Why ſhould you think the Devil fuch an 


At: 
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nces 4 to go about? gad he'll not ſtir a Step out of his 
Bur. BY Road for you or any Man. 

Har. Yes, for a Lady, Sir; I he's a Perſon that 

wants not that Civility for a Lady: Eſpecially a Spirit that 

tel us the Honour to oo Ira you, Sir. 

Bel. For that matter he's your Servant, Madam; but 
Vn WY Education has been in the Fire, and he's naturally an 
Enemy to Water, I aſſure you. 

Aur. I beg his Pardon for forgetting his Antipathy ; 
hut it imports not much, Sir; for 1 have lately re- 
hk: WY cciv'd a Letter from my Servant, that he is yet in Spain; 
ad days for a Wind in St. Sebaſtians. f 
| Bel. Now I am loft, paſt all Redemption Maſeal! 
ber — muſt you be ſmickering after Wenches, while I 
<> WT an in Calamity ? | Afede. 

Maſs. It muſt be he, I'll venture on't. Ade. ] Alas, 
nt r, 1 was complaining to my ſelf of the Condition of 
E Melchior, who you know is wind- bound at St. 
lebaftians. 

Fl Why you impudent Villain, muſt you offer to 
name him publickly, when I have taken ſo much care 
to conceal him all this while ? 

Hur. Mitigate your Diſpleaſure, I beſeech you; and 
— making farther Teſtimony of it, gratify my 

pectances. 

Bel. Well, Madam, ſince the Sea hinders not, you 
ſhall have your Defire. Look upon me with a fix d Eye 
ſo or a little more amorouſly, if you 
pleaſe == Good. Now favour me with your Hand. 

Aur. Is it abſolutely neceſſary you ſhould preſs my 
15 ly neceſſary, I aſſi Madam; for 

el. | , are you, a 3 
now I take Poſſeſſion of it in the — of the Idea of 
Don Melchior. Now, Madam, I am farther to deſire of 
in to —_—_— to his N 2 deſire 

im to a „ and this we Men a 
wth the lers. __ 
Aur. I tremble furiouſly. | 
| Bil. Give me your Hand, I'll guide it. [They wwrite. 


Maſe. 
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| Maſk. to Cam. Now, Lady mine, what think you of 
my Maſter ? | 

Cam. I think I would not ſerve him for the World: 
Nay, if he cen know our Thoughts by looking on . 
we Women are Hypocrites to little purpoſe. 

Maſe. He can do that and more; for by caſting hi 
Eyes but once upon them, he knows whether they ar 
Maids, better than a wholy Jury of Midwives. , 

Cam. Now Heaven defend me from him. 

Maſe. He has a certain ſmall Familiar which he or. 
ries ſtill about him, that never fails to make diſcovery, 
Cam. See, they have done writing; not a word more, 
for fear he knows my Voice. 

Bel. One thing I had forgot, Madam, you muſt fub- 
ſcribe your Name to't. 

Aur. There tis; farewel Cavalier, keep your Pro. 
miſe, for I expect it furiouſly. 

Cam. If he fees me, I am undone. [ Hiding her Fay, 

Bel. Camilla! © | . 
Cam. flarts and fhrieks. Ah he has found me; Ian 
ruin'd ! 

Bel. You hide your Face in vain ; for I ſee into your 
Heart. 

Cam. Then, ſweet Sir, have pity on my Frailty ; for 
if my Lady has the leaſt inkling of what we did laſt 
Night, the poor Coachman will be turn'd away. 

[Exit after her Lady 

Maſk. Well, Sir, how like you your new Profeſſion? 

Bel. Would I were well quit on't ; I ſweat all over. 

Maſe. But what faint-hearted Devils yours are that 
will not go by Water? Are they all Lancaſhire Devils, 
of the Brood of Tybert and Grimallin, that they dare 
not wet their Feet ? 

Bel. Mine are honeſt Land Devils, good plain Foot- 
Poſts, that beat upon the Hoof for me: But to fave their 
Labour, here this, and in ſome Diſguiſe deliver it 
to Don Melchior. 

Maſe. T'll ſerve it upon him within this Hour, when 
he ſallies out to his Aſſignation with Theodoſia "may 

counter- 
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counterfeiting my Voice a little; for he cannot know me 
ach 1 the cark. But let me ſee, what are the Werds? 


il: BY heads. ] Don Melchior, if the Magick of Lowe have any 
5 BY Power upon your Spirit, I conjure you to appear this Night 
hi WY fire ne: You may gueſs the greatneſs of my Paſſion, fence 

it has forc'd me to have recourſe to Art: But no Shape 
J which reſembles you can fright ; Aurelia. 


Bel. Well, J am glad there's one Point gain'd ; for by 
this means he will be hinder'd te-night from entertaining 
Nerdofra Pox on him, is he here again ? 

Enter Don Alonzo. | 

Alm. Cavalier Ingles, J have been ſeeking you: F have 
: Preſent in my Pocket for you; read it by your Art and 
uke it. 

Jel. That I could do eafily ; but to ſhew you 1 
am generous, I'll none of your Preſent; do you think I 
m mercenary ? 

Alm. I know you will ſay now 'tis ſome Aſtrological 
Geſtion, and ſo tis perhaps. 

Bel. Ay, tis the Devil of a Queſtion without diſpute. 
Au. No, tis within Diſpute: Tis a certain Difh- 
cult) in the Art; a Problem which you and I will diſ- 
cus, with the Arguments on both ſides. 

Bel. At this time I am not problematically given; I 
laue a humour of Complaiſance upon me, and will cen- 
adit no Man. 

An. We'll but diſcuſs a little. 
Bel. By your Favour I'll not diſcuſs ; for I ſee by the 
Stars that if I diſpute to Day, I am infallibly threatned 
e s be thought ignorant all my Life after. 
Ahn. Well then, we'll but caſt an Eye together, upon 
ny eldeſt Daughter's Nativity. 
Bel. Nativity ! 
An. I know what you would ſay now, that there 
wants the Table of Direction for the five Hylegiacalls ; 
le Aſcendant, Medium Cali, Sun, Moon, and Stars. 
hut we'll take it as it is. 
Bel. Never tell me that, Sir 


Al. 


hs 
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Alen. I know what you would fay again, Sir 
Bel. Tis well you d&, for I'll be ſworn I do not — * 
Afar, WR: F. 

An. You would fay, Sir — Hi 11 
Bel. I ſay, Sir, there is no doing without the Sun ad 
Moon, and all that, Sir. And fo you may make uſe dc | 
your Paper for your Occafions. Come to a Man of An git 
without the Sun and Moon, and all that, Sir — [Tears i. F 
Al. Tis no matter; this ſhall break no Square: be. [ 
twixt us. [Gathers ap the torn Papers. ] 1 n. what you ane 
4 


would ſay now, that Men of Parts are always cholerick; 
J know it by my ſelf, Sir. [ He goes to match the Papen 
nter Don Lopez. Lo 

Lep. Don Alonzo in my Houſe! this is a moſt haps Wl , 
Opportunity to put my other Deſign in execution; tor Wl ; 
if I can perſuade him to beſtow his Daughter on D 
Melchior, I ſhall ſerve my Friend, though againſt his Will 
And, when Aurelia ſees the cannot be his, perhaps the 
will accept my Love. ; 

Alon. I warrant you, Sir, tis all piec'd right, both top, 
ſides and bottom; for, look you, Sir, here was Ald 
baran, and there Cor Scorpii 

. Don Alonzo, I am happy to ſee you under ny 
Roof: And ſhall take it 

Alen. I know what you would fay, Sir, that though | 
am your Neighbour, this is the firſt time I have 
here To Bellamy. ] But, come, Sir, by Don L+ 
pex his Permiſſion let us return to our Nativity. 

Bel. Would thou wert there, in thy Mother's Belly 


* 
. But Sennor —— [To Aloms. 
Alen. It needs not Sennor; I'll — 2 Compl- 
ment; you would ſay that your Houle and all thing in 
it are at my Service: But let us proceed without his 1s- 
terruption. 
Bel. By no means, Sir; this Cavalier is come on pu- 
poſe to perform the Civilities of his Houſe to you. 
Alon. But, good Sir — ; 
Bel. I know what you would ſay, Sir. 


[Exeunt Bellamy and W 
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Lo. No matter, let him go, Sir; I have long deſir d 

a A to move a Suit to you in the Behalf of 

„prend of mine: If you pleaſe to allow me the hearing 

lt. 

d l Ibn. With all my Heart, Sir. 

V. He is a Perſon of Worth and Virtue, and is in- 

t WW fricely ambitious of the Honour 

.A. Of being known to me; I underſtand you, Sir, 

H. If you will pleaſe to favour me with your Pati- 

cc, which I beg of you a ſecond time. 

Alm. IJ am dumb, Sir. | 

. This Cavalier of whom I was ſpeaking, is in 
Love 

7 Alm. Satisfie your ſelf, Sir, I'll not interrupt you. 

I. Sir, I * fatisfied of your Promiſe. a 

Alm. If I ſpeak one Syllable more, the Devil take 

e 


ne! Speak when you pleaſe. 
. I am going, Sir. 
. You need not {| twice to me to be ſilent : 
, WI Though I take it ſomewhat ill of you to be tutor d. 
I Ly. This eternal old Man will make me mad. [ Afide. 
Alon. Why when do you begin, Sir? How long muſt 
Y min wait for you? Pray make an end of what you 
ave to fay quickly, that I may ſpeak in my turn too. 
This Cavalier is in Love | 
1 n. You told me that before, Sir; do you ſpeak 
- WH Onacles, that you require this trit Attention? Either 
t me ſhare the Talk with you, or I am gone. 
. Why, Sir, I am almoſt mad to tell you, and you 
mllnot ſuffer me. | | 
An. Will you never have done, Sir? I muſt tell you, 
sou have tattled long enough; and 'tis now good 
n Manners to hear me ſpeak. Here's a Torrent of Words 
" ond; a very impetus dicendi ; will you never have 


„. I will be heard in ſpight of you. 

[ This next Speech of Lopez, and the next of Alonzo's, 
with both their Replies, are to be ſpoken at one time, 
both raiſing their Voices by little and little, till they 
baul, and come up cloſe to ſhoulder one another. 
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Lop. There's one Don Melchior de Guzman, a Friend 
and Acquaintance of mine, that is deſperately in love 
with your eldeſt Daughter Donna Theodefra. 

Alon. at the ſame time.] Tis the Sentence of a Philo. 
ſopher, Loquere ut te videam; ſpeak that I may kngy 
thee ; now if you take away the Power of ſpeaking from 


me 

Both pauſe a little; then ſpeak together again 

Lap. I'll wy — _—_ of the — ; — the Ben 
cannot out- talk that Gibberiſh -— For this Don Melchiy 
of Madrid aforeſaid, as premiſed, I requeit, move, and 
ſupplicate, that you would give, beſtow, marry, and 
give in ors B this your Daughter aforeſaid, to the 
Cavalier aforeſaid not yet, thou Devil of a Man 
thou ſhalt be filent [Exit Lopez raming, 
Alon. | At the ſame time with Lopez his laſt Speech, au 
after Lopez is run out.] Oh, how I hate, abominate, de. 
teſt and abhor, theſe perpetual Talkers, Diſputants, Con- 
troverters, and Duellers of the Tongue But on the 0- 
ther fide, if it be not permitted to prudent Men to ſpeak 
their Minds, appoſitely, and to the purpoſe, and in few 
Words —— if 14 the Prudent muſt be Tongue: ty d; 
then let great Nature be deſtroy d; let the Order of all 
things be turn'd topſie- turvy; let the Gooſe devour the 
Fox, let the Infants preach to their Great-Grandſires; 
let the tender Lamb purſue the Wolf, and the Sick pre- 
ſcribe to the Phyſician. Let Fiſhes live upon dry Land, 
and the Beaſts of the Earth inhabit in the Water. — 
Let the fearful Hare 

Enter Lopez with a Bell, and rings it in his Cart. 

Alon. Help, help, murder, murder, murder! 

[ Exit Alonzo runnin. 

Lep. There was no way but this to be rid of him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, there are ſome Women without in Maſque- 
rade ; and, I believe, Perſons of Quality ; who are come 
te Play here. 

Lop. Bring em in with all Reſpect. 


Ener 
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Tater again the Servant, after bim Jacintha, Beatrix, and 


id other Ladies and Gentlemen; all maſqued. 

e Cavaliers, and Ladies, you are welcome: I wiſh 
Thad more Company to entertain you: Oh, here 

0 Wome: one ſooner than I expected. 

MW Enter Wildblood and Maskall. | 

n Vill. J have ſwept your Gaming houſe, i' faith, Ecce 

um. [ Shows Gold. 

Ly. Well, here's more to be had of theſe Ladies, if it 

te your Fortune. 


" 2: =" 


va 7/4. The firſt Stakes I would play for, ſhould be 

nd tier Vails, and Viſor Masks. 

0 Jar. to Beat. Do you think he will not know us? 

« Brat. If you keep your Deſign for paſſing for an A. 

Kan. 

„J. Well, now I ſhall make an abſolute tryal of him; 

4 for, being thus Zncognita, I ſhall diſcover if he make 
Love to any of you. As for the Gallantry of his Sere- 

* ade, we will not be indebted to him, for we will make 

„a another with our Guittars. 

* 327 IU 4 your Intention to the Servant, who 

" Wal! deliver it to Don Lopez. [ Beat. æuhiſpers to the Serv. 


12122 
— 


Serv. to Lope x. Sir, the Ladies have commanded me to 
ell you, that they are willing before they Play, to pre- 


their Guittars. 
Ly. They much Honour me. 


A DANCE. 


© G weed 


er the Dance the Cawaliers take the Ladies and Court 

them. Wildblood takes Jacintha. | 
Wild. While you have been Singing, Lady, I have been 
frying: I mean, that your Face and Wit may not 
rove equal to your Dancing; for, if they be, there's a 
Heart gone aſtray, to my Knowledge. 


you'll curſe me when you have look'd on me. 
Wild. I believe I ſhall have cauſe to do fo, if your 


Tac. 


Pauty be as killing as I imagine it. 


11 


it you with a Dance; and to give you an Eſſay of 


Jac. If you pray againſt me before you have ſeen me, 
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Fac. Tis true, I have been flatter'd in my oy 
Country, with an Opinion of a little Wandſomengs; 
but how it will paſs in Spain is-a Queſtion. 

Wild. Why Madam, are you not of Spain? 

Fac. No, Sir, of Morocco: I only came hither to ſee 
ſome of my Relations who are ſettled here, and turd 
Chriſtians, ſince the Expulſion of my Countrymen the 

bors. 

Wild. Are you then a Mahometan ? 

1 4 Mu ſullman, at / my _ ls 

Wild. A Muſulkvoman lay you ? 

Voice I ſhould — taken you for a Clan Lahe 
my Acquaintance. | 

Fac. It ſeems you are in Love then: If fo, I hay 
done with yon. I dare not invade the Dominions of 20. 
ther Lady ; eſpecially in a Country where my Anceſtor 
have been ſo unfortunate. | 

Wild. Some little Liking I might have, hut that was 
only a Morning-dew, tis drawn up by the Sun-ſhine 
your Beauty: I find your African. Cupid is a much furer 
Archer than ours of Europe. Yet would I could ſee you; 
one Look would ſecure your Victory. 

Fac. T'll reſerve my Face to gratifie your Imagination 
with it; make what Head you pleaſe, and ſet it on my 
Shoulders. 

Wild. Well, Madam, an Eye, a Noe, or a Lip ſul 
break no Squares: The Face is but a Span's Breadth a 
Beauty; and where there is ſo much beſides, I'll never 
ſtand with you for that. 

Fac. But, in earneſt, do you love me ? 

Wild. Ay, by Alba do I, moſt extreamly : Youla 
Wit in abundance, you Dance to a Miracle, you Sing like 
an Angel, and I believe you look like a Cherubim. 

Fac. And can you be conſtant to me ? 

Mild. By Mahomet, can I. 

Fac. You ſwear like a Turk, Sir ; but, take heed: Ft 


our Prophet is a ſevere Puniſher of Promiſe-breakers. 10 

Wild. Your Prophet's a Cavalier; I honour your I 
phet and his Law, for providing ſo well for us Lov Nv 
in the other World, black Eyes, and freſh Maidenheawiy®"! 


- 
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gery Day 18 thy way little Mahomet, i' faith thou ſhalt 
hve my good Word. But, by his Favour, Lady, give me 
ure to tell you, that we of the Uncircumciſed, in a civil 
jay, as Lovers, have ſomewhat the Advantage of your 
Muſullman. 5 

Tac. The Company are rejoin'd and ſet to play; we 
nut go to em: Adieu, and when you have a Thought 
v throw away, beſtow it on your Servant Fatyma. 

[She goes to the Company. 

Wild. This Lady Fatyma pleaſes me moit infinitely : ' 
Now am I got among the Hamets, the Zegrys, and the 
Bencerrages. Hey, what Work will the Wilablood make 
anong the Cids and the Bens of the Arabians ? 

Beat. to Fac. Falſe, or true, Madam? 

Jac. Falſe as Hell ; but by Heav'n, I'll fit him for't : 
Fave you the high-running Dice about you? 

Brat, I got them on purpoſe, Madam. 

Jac. You ſhall ſee me win all their Money; and when 
Ilare dene, I'll return in my own Perſon, and ask him 
fr the Money which he promis'd me. 1 

Brat. Twill put him upon a ſtreight to be ſo ſurprized: 
lu, let us to the Table; the Company ſtays for us. 
[ The Company fit. 

Wild. What is the Ladies Game, Sir ? | 

Lip. Moſt commonly they . uſe Rafle. That is, to 
ow with three Dice, till Duplets, and a Chance be 
thrown ; and the higheſt Duplet wins, except you throw 
In and In, what is call'd Raffle ; and that wins all. 

Wild. J underſtand it: Come, Lady, tis no matter what 
loſe; the greateſt Stake, my Heart, is gone already. 
[To Jacintha. They play : And te reſt by Couples. 
ke Up So, I have a good Chance, two Quarters and a 
ce. 
Fac. Two Sixes and a Trey wins it 
[Sweeps the Money. 
ll Vid. No matter; I'll try my Fortune once again: 
What have I here, two Sixes and a Quarter? — an 
lundred Piſtoles on that Throw. 
Fac. I take you, Sir. Beatrix, the high - running 
e. 


Vol. II. Q Beat, 
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Beat. Here, Madam. 
Fac. Three Fires: I have won you, Sir. | 
Wild. Ay, the Pox take me for't, you have won ne. 
It would never have vex'd me to have Joſt my Money 
to a Chriſtian ; but to a Pagan, an Infidel — 

Mack. Pray, Sir, leave off while you have ſome Money 

Mild. Pox of this Lady Fatyma | / Raffle thrice tog 
ther, I am out of patience. 

Mask. [To him. ] Sir, I beſeech you if you will loſe, x 
loſe en Cavalier. 

Wild. Tol de ra, tol de ra —— pox and.curſe— told 

Ta, Cr. What the Devil did I mean to play with th 
Brunet of Mick? [The Ladies ri 

Wild. Will you be gone already, Ladies ? 

Lop. You have won our Money; but however, 
are acknowledging to you 3 onour of your Com 

any makes a Sign of farewel u Wit 
N Wild. Farewel 385; Fatyma 2h 
Foie ! all but Wild. and Mak 

Mask. All the e took Notice of your C 
cernment. 

Wild. Tis no matter; I do not love to fret inwardy 
as your filent Loſers do, and in the mean time be rea 
to choak for want of Vent. 

Mast. Pray confider your Conditien a little; 
younger Brother in a foreign Country, livin mg at a hip 
Rate, your Money loſt, — without hope of a Supply 
Now curſe if you think good. 

Wild. No, now Iwill laugh at my ſelf moſt unmer 
_ For my Condition is ſo ridiculous, that "tis pat 

ing. The pleaſanteſt Part of the Adventure'is, that 
have promis . three hundred Piſtoles to Jacintba: 5 
there is no remedy, they are now fair Fatyma's. 

Mask. Fatyma ] 

Mild. Ay, ay, a certain African Lady of my £ 
tance, whom you know not. | 
Mask. But who is here, Sir ! 
Enter Jacintha and Beatrix in their own Shaft! 
Wild. Madam, what happy Star has conducted you! 
ther to Night ! -- A thouſand Devils of this Fortune 7, 


— 
— 
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: I was told you had Ladies here, and Fiddles ; 

— partly for the Divertiſement, and partly out af 

ealouſie. 

Vill. Jealoufie! why ſure you do not think me a Pa 
an Infidel? But the Company's broke up, you ſee 

Am I to wait you home, ar will you be ſo kind to 

ake a hard ging with me to Night ? 

Fac. You have the Honour to lead me to my 
Father's. 

Hill. No more Words then, let's away to prevent 
Diſcovery. 

1 "4 Part, I think he has a mind to be rid 
of you. 

Wal No: But if your Lady ſhould want Sleep, 
would ſpoil the Luſtre of her Eyes to-marrow. There 
were a Conqueſt loſt. 

Fac. I am a peaceable Princeſs, and content with my 
own; I mean your Heart and Purſe; for the Truth is, 
l have loſt my Money to Night in Maſquerade, and am 
come to claim your Promiſe of ſupplying me. 

Wild. You make me happy by commanding me : 'Tp- 
norrow Morning my Servant ſhall wait upon you with 
three hundred Piſtoles. | 

Ja. But I left my Company with promiſe to return 
to play. | 

Wild. Play on tick, and loſe the Iadiet, I'll diſcharge 
tall to-morrow. 

Jac. To-night, if you'll oblige me. f 

id. Maskatl, go and bring me three hundred Piſtoles 
immediately. | 

Mask. Are you mad, Sir? 

Wild. Do you expoſtulate, you Raſcal! how he ftares ; 
Ell be hang'd, if he have not loſt my Gold at Play: If 
you have, confeſs you had beſt, and perhaps I'll pardon 
you ; but if you do not confeſs, I'll have no Mercy: 
Did you loſe it ? | | 

Mask. Sir, tis not for me to. diſpute with you. 

Wild. Why, then let me tell you, you did loſe it. 
Fac. Ay, as ſure as cer he had it, I dare {wear for 
im ; but commend me to you * kind Maſter, e 

2 et 
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let your Servant play off three hundred Piftoles, wig. 
out the leaſt Sign of Anger to him. 
Beat. Tis a ſign 2 a greater Bank in ſtore 
comfort him. | 
Wild. Well, Madam, I muſt confeſs J have more tia 
J will ſpeak of at this time; but till you have given ne 
Satisfaction | 
— Satisfaction; why, are you offended, Sir ? 
ild. Heav'n ! that you ſhould not perceive it in ne: 
T tell yon, I am mortally offended with you. | 
ww Sure *tis impoſſible. . 

Mild. You have done nothing, I warrant, to make 
Man jealous: Going out a Gaming in Maſquerade, 2 
unſeaſonable Hours, and loſing your Money at Play; 
that Loſs above all provokes me. 

Beat. I believe you; becauſe ſhe comes to you fir 
more. - 
Fac. Is this the Quarrel ? I'll clear it immediately, 
Wild. Tis impoſſible you ſhould clear it; I'll ſtopm 
Ears, if you but offer it. There's no Satisfaction in the 
Point. | 
Fac. Yeu'll hear me? | 
Wild. To do this in the Beginning of an Amour, an 
to a jealous Servant as I am; had I all the Wealth « 
Peru, I would not let go one Maravedis to you. 
Fac. To this I anſwer 
Wild. Anſwer nothing, for it will but inflame tif 
Quarrel betwixt us: I muſt come to my ſelf by little an 
little; and when I am ready for Satisfaction, I will take i 
But at preſent it is not for my Honour to be Friends. 
Beat. Pray let us neighbour Princes interpoſe a little, 
Wild. When I have conquer'd, you may interpoſe 
but at preſent the Mediation of all Chriſtendom won 
be fruitleſs. | 
Fac. Though Chriſtendom can do nothing with yo 
yet I hope an African may prevail. Let me beg you 
the ſake of the Lady Fatyma. 
Mill. I begin to ſuſpect that Lady Fartyma is no be 
ter than ſhe ſhould be. If ſhe be turn'd Chriſtian agul 
I am undone. 
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Tac. By Alba, I am afraid on't too: by Mabomet, I 


7 1% Well, well, Madam, any Man may be over- 
uken with an Oath; but I never meant to perform it 
with her: You know, no Oaths are to be kept with In- 
dels. But 
Jac. No, the Love you made was certainly a Deſign 
of Charity you had to reconcile the two Religions. 
There's ſcarce ſuch another Man in Europe to be ſent A- 
file to convert the Moor Ladies. 
Wild. Faith, I would rather widen their Breaches, than 
make em up. X 14 
Jac, I ſee there's no hope of a Reconcilement wit 
you; and therefore I give it o'er as deſperate. 
Wild. You have gam'd your Point, you have my Mo- 
x7; and I was only angry, becauſe I did not know 
tas you, who had it. R 


ne; 


Fac. This will not ſerve your turn, Sir; what IJ have 
pt, 1 have conquer'd from you. 

Wild. Indeed you uſe me like one that's conquer'd ; 
jr you have plunder'd me of all I had. 

Jac. i only difarm'd you, for fear you ſhould rebel a- 
run; for if you had the Sinews of War, I am ſure you 
wald be flying out. P 

Wild. Dare but to ſtay without a new Servant, till I 
am fluſh again; and I will love you, and treat you, and 
preſent you at that unreaſonable Rate ; that I will make 
vu an Example to all unbelieving Miſtreſſes. 
fac. Well, I will try you once more; but you mult 
ake haſte then, that we may be within our time; me- 
Kinks our Love is drawn out fo ſubtle already, that tis 
ear breaking. | 
Wild. I will have more care of it on my Part, than 
de Kindred of an old Pope have to preſerve him. 

Fac. Adieu; for this time I wipe off your Score, till 
you're caught tripping in ſome new Amour. 3 

| [Exe. Women. 
Mask. You have us'd me very kindly, Sir, I thank you. 
ill. You deſerv'd it for not having a Lye ready for 
by Occaſions, A good Servant ſhould be no more with- 
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out it, than a Soldier without his Arms. But Pr ythee 
adviſe what's to be done to get Facintha. 

Masi. You have loſt her, or will loſe her by your Stb. 
mitting: If we Men could but learn to value our ſelyes 
we ſhould ſoon take down our Miſtreſſes from all ther 


Altitudes, and make em dance after our Pipes, lon 
perhaps, than we had a mind toꝰt But I muſt — 
haſte, or I ſhall loſe Don Mek hiar. | 
Wild. Call Bellamy, we'll both be preſent at the Enter. 
2 : Then 1'1l once more to the Gaming houſe with my 
| Stock, for my laſt Refuge: If I win, I have where. 
withal to mollifie Jacintha. | 
If I throw out, Pll bear it off with Huffing ; 
And ſnatch the Money like a Bully-Ruffin. ¶ Exc. 


BNA WOE r CVE 
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Enter Bellamy, Wildblood : Maskall in a Vi 


Bel. ERE comes one, and in all der it mul 
| be Don Melchior, going to Theodoſia. 
Mast. Stand cloſe, and you ſhall ſee me ſerve the Writ 


upon him. 
Enter Don Melchior. 
Wild. Now, Maskall. . 
Mask. I ſtay'd here, Sir, by expreſs Order from the 
Lady Aurelia, to deliver you this Note; and to deſire you 
from her to meet her immediately in the Garden. 
Mel. Do you hear, Friend! 
Mask. Not a Syllable more, Sir, I have perform'd n 
Orders. [Mask. retires to his Maſt 
Mel. He's gone, and tis in vain for me to look after hum. 
What envious Devil has diſcover'd to Aurelia that I ami 
Town? It muſt be Don Lopez, who, to advance his c 
Pretenſions to her, has endeavour'd to ruin mine. 
Wild. It works rarely. 1 
1 


det 
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ul. But I am reſolv'd to ſee Aurelia; if it be but to 
un. [Exit Mel. 

#ild. Let's make haſte after him ; I long to fee the End 
of this Adventure. 

Mazk. Sir, I think I fee ſome Women coming yon- 


ar, 

Bel. Well; I'll leave you to your Adventures; while I 
proſecute my own. | 

Fd. I warrant you have made an Aſſignation to in- 
&& ſome Lady in the Mathematicks. 

Bl. I'll not tell you my Deſign; becauſe, if it does 
ot ſucceed; you ſhall not laugh at me. [Exit Bel. 
Enter Beatrix; and Jacintha in the Habit of a Mulatta. 

Wild. Let us withdraw a little, and fee if they will come 


ths way. 

Beat. We are right, Madam, dis certainly your Eh. 
an, and his Servant with him. But, why this ſecond 
Trial, . you engag d to break with him, if he faifd 
n the firſt ? 

Fac. Tis true. I has been a little inconſtant; Cho- 
enck, or fo. | 

Brat. And it ſeems. you are not. contented with thoſe 
Vices ; but are ſearching him for more. This is the Folly 
4 a —_— Gameſter, who will obſtinately purſue a lo- 

Hand. 

Tac. On bother ſide you would have me throw up my 
Cards, before the Game be loft : Let me make this one 
nore Trial, when he has Money, whether he will give 
t me, and then, if he fails 

Beat. You'll forgive him again. 

Jac. He's already in Purgatory ; but the next Offence 
full put him in the Pit, paſt all Redemption; pr'ythee 
ing to draw him nearer: Sure he cannot know me in 
tis diſguiſe. 

Beat. Make haſte then ; for I have more Irons in the 
Fire: When I have done with you, I have another Aſſig- 
ation of my Lady Theodofia's to Don Melchior. 
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"4 Which added new Flames to his Fire. 


T hrteww "tawas bis Paſſion that caus'd all his Fear 


you a more confident Amyntas, than that baſhful Gen- 


ſent you from a Lady, I hope you will not violate tis 


kind 


8 ON G. 


AL M was the Even, and clear was the diy, 
Aud the new-budding Flowers did ſpring, 
When all alone went Amyntas and I, 
To hear the feweet Nightingale fing; 
T /ate, and he laid him down by me; 


But ſcarcely his Breath he could draau; 0c 
For when with @ Fear he began to draw near, yo! 
Hille was daſ#d with A ha, ha, ha, ha! — 
He Bluſb d to himſelf, and lay ſtill for a while, F) 


And his Modeſty curb d his Defire ; 
But flreight I convinc'd all his Fear with a Smile, 


O Ar aid he, you are crael, 

To ſeep your poor Loder in awe; © | 
Then once more he preft with his Hand ta my Breafl, 
But was daſb d with A ha, ha, ha, ha! 


And therefore I pity'd his Caſe : 
T whiſper 'd him ſoftly, There's no body near, 
- And laid my Cheek choſe to his Face: 
But as he greau bolder and bolder, 
A Shepherd came by us and ſaw; 
And juſt as our Bliſs we began with a Kiſs, 
He laugh d out with A ha, ha, ha, ha! 


Wild. If you dare be the Silvia, Lady, I have brought 


tleman in your Son [ Goes to lay Bold ber. 
Fac. Hold, hold, Sir; I am only an Amb 


Laws of Nations. | 

Wild. 1 was only ſearching for your Letters of Cit 
dence : But methinks with that Beauty, you look mo 
like a Herald that comes to denounce War to all Mar 


Ja 
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Fat. One of the Ladies in the Maſque to Night has 
ena liking to you; and ſent you by me this Purſe of 
God, in recompence of that ſhe ſaw you loſe. 

Vild. And ſhe expects in return of it, that I ſhould 
wit on her; 1'11 do't, where lives ſhe ? I am deſperately 
* Love with her. | 

Jac. Why, can you love her unknown! | 

Fild. I have a Bank of Love, to ſupply every ones 
Occaſions 3 _ for her, ous for another, and ſome for 

a; charge what you will upon me, I pay all at ſight, 
11 hone ueſtioning who brought the Bil. | * 

Jac. Heyday, you pack your Miſtreſſes as faſt, as 
#you meant to o er- run all Woman- kind: Sure you aim 
i the Univerſal-Monarchy. | 

Mild. Now I think on't, I have a Fooliſk Fancy ta 
end thy Lady a Taſte of my Love by thee. 
7ac. Tis impoſſible your Love ſhould be ſo humble, 
deſcend to a Mulatta. 7 
Vill. One would think fo, but I cannot help it. Gad, 
[ think the Reaſon is becauſe there's ſomething more of 
Sin in thy Colour than in ours. I know not what's the 
matter, but a Turky-Cock is not more provok'd at Red, 
than I briſtle at tae Sight of Black. ome, be kinder 
tome. Young, and ſlip an Opportunity? *Tis an Even- 
ing loſt out of your Life. | 
Jac. Thele fine things you have ſaid over a thouſand 

times; your cold Compliment's the cold Pye of Love, 
which you ſerve up to every new Gueſt whom you invite. 
Mild. Come; becauſe thou art very moving, here's part 
of the Gold, which thou brought'ſt to corrupt me for thy 
Led: Truth is, I had promis d a Sum to a Spaniſb Lady 
* but thy Eyes have allured it from me. 
ry 7} ac. You! repens to-morrow. | 
Vila. Let to-morrow ſtarve: or provide for himſelf, 
hey 25 to-right has done: To-morrow is a Cheat in Love, 
and I will not truſt it. 
Fac. Ay, but Heav'n that ſees all things 
ne Wild. Heav'n that fees all things, will ſay nothing: 
kat is all Eyes, and no Tongue; Et la lune, & tes 
gailes,—— you know the Song. | 
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Fac. A poor Slave, as I am 
Wild. It has been always my Humour to love down: 
ward. I love to ftoop to my Prey, and to have it in my 
Power to Sowſe at, when I pleaſe. When a Man come 
to a great Lady, he is fain to approach her with Fer 
and Reverence ; methinks there's ſomething of Godlineß 
in't. 

Fac. Yet I cannot believe, but che Meanneſs of my 
Habit muſt needs ſcandalize you. 

Wild. I tell thee, my Friend and fo forth, that ! 
exceedingly honour coarſe Linen; tis as proper ſome: 
times in an under Garment, as a ccarſe Towel is to nh 
and fcrub me. b 

Fac. Now I am altogether of the other fide, I cn 
loveno where but above me : Methinks the ratling of 
Coach and Six ſounds more eloquently, than the beit Hz 
rangue a Wit could make me. | 

Wild. Do you make no more efteem of a Wit then? 
Fac. His Commendations ſerve only to make others 

havea mind to me; he does but ſay Grace to me likes 
Chaplain ; and like him is the laſt that ſhall fall on. He 
ought to get no more by it, than a poor Silk-wearer 
does by the Ribband which he works, to make a Gallant 
fine 
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Witd. 'Then what is a Gentleman to hope from you? 
Fac. To be admitted to paſs my time with, while a 
better comes: To be the loweſt Step in my Stair-caſe, for 
a Knight to mount upon him, and a Lord upon him, and 
a Marqueſs upon him, and a Duke upon him, till I get 
as h gh as I can climb. 
Wd For ought I ſee, the great Ladies have the Ap- 
tites which you Slaves ſhould have ; and you Slaves the 
ride which ought to be in Ladies. For, I obſerve, that 
all Women of your Condition are like Women of the 
Play-houſe, ftill piquing at each other, who ſhall go the 
beſt dreſt, and in the richeſt Habits : Till you work up 
one another by your high flying, as the Heron and Jer- 
falcon do. If you eannot out-ſh'ne your Fellow witl 
one Lover, you fetch her up with another: And in ſhort, 
all you get by it is only to put Finery out of W 
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to make the Ladies of Quality in, becauſe they 
e the Scandal of your W | 

Beat. running in. Madam, come away; I hear Com- 
wny in the Garden. 
Wild, You are not going? 

Jac. Yes, to cry out a if you follow me. 

Vid. However, I am gad you have left your Trea- 
fe behind you: Farewel, Fairy. | 
Jac, Farewel, Changeling —— Come, Beatrix. 

Excunt Women. 
Man. Do you know how you came by this Money, 
zr? You think, I warrant, that it came by Fortune. 
Vill. No, Sirrah, I know it came by my own Indu- 
Did not I come out diligently to meet this Gold, 
in the very way it was to come? What could Fate do 
| for me? They are ſuch thoughtleſs, and undeſigning 
_ that make a drudge of poor Provi , 
ſet it a ſhifting for you. Give me a brave Fellow 
like my ſelf ; that if you throw him down into the 
World, lights every where upon his Legs, and * 
1 being beholden to Fate, that is the Hoſpital 

Mask. But after all your Jollity, what think you if it 
was Facintha that gave it you in this Diſguiſe ? I am ſure 
| heard her call Beatrix as ſhe went away. 

Wild. Umh! thou awaken'it a moſt villainous Appre- 
benfion in me! methought, indeed, I knew the Voice; 
but the Face was ſuch an Evidence. againſt it! if it were 
, the is loſt for ever. 

Mask. And ſo is Beatrix. 

Wild. Now could I cut my Throat far madneſs. 

Mak. Now could I break my Neck for deſpair ; if I 
could find a Precipice abſolutely to my liking. 

Wild. Tis in vain to conſider on't. There's but one 
Wy ; go you Maskall, and find: her out, and invent ſame 
Excuſe for me, and be ſure to beg leave I may come and 
wait upon her with the Gold belare ſhe ſleeps. 


Mask. In the mean time you'll be thinking at your 
Lodging. 


Wild. . 


=. 
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Mild. But make haſte then to relieve me; for I think 
over all my Thoughts in half an Hour. [Exit Mask 

Mild. ſolus, Hang't, now I think on't, I ſhall be bu 
melancholick at at my Lodging, I'll go paſs my Hour 
the Gaming-houſe, and = e uſe of this Money while] 
have Tools, to win more to it. Stay, let me ſee, I hare 
the Box and throw. My Don he ſets me ten Piſtoles; 
nick him; Ten more, I ſweep them too. Now in all 
reaſon he is nettled, and ſets me twenty: I win them too. 
Now he Kindles, and butters me with forty. They ar 
all my own: In fine, he is vehement, and bleeds on tg 
fourſcore or an hundred; and I not willing to tempt For. 


tune, come away a moderate winner of two hundred 
Piſtoles. 


The SCENE opens and 22 Aurelia and C 
milla: Behind them. a Table and Lights ſet mit, 
The Scene is à Garden with an Arbour in it, 


The Garden Door opens How now Aurelia and Canilla 
in expectation of Don Melebior at the Garden Door! Il 
away leſt I —_— the Deſign, and within this half 
Hour come failing back with full Pockets, as wantonly 
as a laden Galleon from the Indies. [Extt. 
Aur. But doſt thou think the Engliſi man can keep his 
Promiſe? For I confeſs I fariouſly deſire to ſee the Idea 
Den be,... 00 
Cam. But, Madam, if you ſhould ſee him, it will not 
be he, but the Devil in his Likeneſs; and then why ſhould 
you deſire it? 5 2 
Aur. In effect tis a very dark Enigma; and one mult 
be very ſpiritual to underſtand it. But be what it wil, 
Body or Fantom, I am reſoly'd to meet it. 
Cam. Can you do it without Fear ? | 
Aur. No; I muſt avow it, I am furiouſly fearful ; but 
yet I am reſolv'd to facrifice all things to my Love. 
Therefore let us paſs over that Chapter. 
| | | [Don Melchior avithout. 
Cam. Do you hear, Madam, there's one treading a 
ready; how if it te he? 


Aur 


ay 
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If it be he; that is to ſay, his Specter, that is to 
1 . 1 e that is to ſay, his Idea, that i is to ſay, 
3 crying out. Ah, Madam, tis he himſelf; but he's 
» big as he us d to be, with Eyes like Sawcers.— | 
vl fave my ſelf. [ Runs under the Table. 
Enter Don Melchior: They both Griot. 
| fur. Oh Heav'n ! waar 6h is not able to ſupport it. 


[ Running, 
Mel. Dear Aurelia, what mean you . 
fur. The Tempter has imitated his Voice too; avoid, 
oid, Specter. 
Cam. If he ſhould find me under the Table now? 
Mel. Is it thus, my Dear, that you treat your Servant? 
Aur. T am not thy Dear; I renounce hone: Spirit of 


Darkneis. 
Mel. This Spirit of Darknels conic iy Goin Angel 
of Light by her Command; and to aſſure her of 
Conftancy, that he will be hers eternally. © 
Aur. Away Infernal, tis not Gas, hs ths trad Don 
Melbior that I would fee. - 
Mel. Hell and Furies 
Hur. Heav'n and Angels! Ah — | Runs out /orickit 
Mel. This is a Riddle paſt my finding out, to ſend or 
me, and then to ſhun me; but here's one ſhall reſolve it 
for me: Camilla, what doſt thou there? N 
Cam. Help, help, I ſhall be carried away bodily. 
[She riſes up, everthrows the Table a Lights, and 
runs out. The Scene ſhuts. © 
Mel. alone: Why Aurelia, Camilla ! they are both run 
out of hearing ! this amazes me ; what can the meanin 
of it be? Sure ſhe has heard of my Unfaithfulneſs, an 
ws reſolv d to puniſh me by this Contrivance! to put 
n Affront upon me by this abrupt Departure „ as s 1 did 
en her by my ſeeming Abſence. . | 
Enter Theodoſia and Beatrix. | 
Theo. Don Melchior is it you, my Love, that have 
fighted Aurelia fo terribly ? 
Mel. Alas, Madam, I know not; but coming hither he 
your Appointment, and thinking my ſelf ſecure in the 


Night 
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Night without Diſguiſe, perhaps. it might work 
E r 

Theo. Since tis ſo unluckily fallen out, that ſhe knows 
you are at Madrid, it can no longer be kept a Secret; 
therefore you mult now pretend openly to me, and nu 
the riſque of a Denial from my Father. 

Mel. O, Madam, there's no Queſtion but he'll refuſ 
me: For alas, what js it he can ſee in me worthy of that 
Honour? Or if he ſhould be fo partial to me, as ſome 
in the World are, to. think me valiant, learned, and 
not altogetl * yet my want of Fortune would 


4 wn all. 
When he has refus'd you his Conſent, I nuy 
with Juftice diſpoſe of my ſelf ; and that, while you are 
conſtant, ſhall never be to any but your ſelf: In wit. 
neſs of which, accept this Diamond as a Pledge of my 
Heart's Firmneſs to you. 
Baat. Madam, your Father is coming this way. 
Theo. ''T'ts no matter; do not ſtir ; fince he muſt 
you are return'd, let him now fee you. 


Enter Don Alonzo. 
An. Daughter, what make you here at this unſ- 
ſonable Hour? | 
Theo. Si 


Alon. I know what yau would ſay, that you head a 
Noiſe, and ran hither to ſee what it might be <—» Be 
us ! who is this with you? 

Mel. Tis your Servant Don Melchior; juſt retumd 
from St. 2 3 

Alon. But, Sir, I thought you had been 
for Flanders. at —_ 

Mel. I had ſo deſign'd it. 

Alen. But, why came you back from St. Schaſiian: ? 

Mel. As for that, Sir, tis not material 

Theo. An unexpected Law-Sute has call'd him back 


from St. * i ; 
2 „ how fares my Son- in-law that lives 
re ? 
Mel. In Catholick Health, Sir. | 
Alon. Have you brought no Letters from him ? 1 
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Mel. I had, Sir, but I was ſet upon by the way, b 
| : and, in ſpight ef my RI bb d. 
ad my Portmantua taken from me. 

Wer. And this was that which he was now defiring 
me to excuſe to you. | 

Alm. If my Credit, Friends, or Counſel can do you 
any Service in your Sute, I hope you will command 


Mel. I have diſpatch d ſome private Buſineſs, I 
fall not fail to trouble you; till then, humbly kiſſes 
your Hands, the moſt oblig'd of your Servants. | 

[Exit Melchior. 
fn. Daughter, now this Cavalier is gone, what Oc- 


afon brought you out ſo late? I know what you would. 
ay, that it is Melancholy; a Tincture of the Hypocon- 


trac you mean: But, what Cauſe have you for this 
Melancholy? Give me your Hand, and anſwer me with- 
vt Ambages or Ambiguities. 

Theo. He will find out I have given away my Ring — 
| maſt prevent him —— Sir, I am aſham'd to confeſs 
it to ycu ; but, in hope of your Indulgence, I have loſt 
the Table Diamond you gave me. 

Abu. You would ſay, The fear of my Diſpleaſure has 
cus d this Perturbation in you; well, do not diſquiet your 
fe too much, you ſay tis gone; I ſay ſo too. Tis ſtollen; 
and that by ſome Thief, 1 take it : But, I will go and 
conſult the Aſtrologer immediately. [ He is going. 

Theo. What have I done? To avoid one Inconvent- 
ence, I have run into another: This Devil of an Aſtro- 
loger will diſcover that Don Melchior has it. [ Afede. 

An. When did you loſe this Diamond? The M.nut2 
and Second I ſhould know; but the Hour will ſerve fe 
the Degree aſcending. | | 

Theo. Sir, the preeiſe time I know not; but, it was be- 
Wxt fix and ſeven this Evening, as near as I can gueſs. 

Alon. Tis enough; by all the Stars I'll have it for 
you : Therefore go in, and ſuppoſe it on your Finger. 

Beat. I'll watch you at a diſtance, Sir, that my Engl;- 
max may have wherewithal to anſwer you. 47 

[Exit Theo. _— 
1. 


3 
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Alon. This Melancholy wherewith my Daughter k. 
boureth, is —a — I know what, I would ſay, is a cer. 
tain Species of ,the Hyſterical Diſeaſe ; or a certain 
Motion, cauſed by a certain Appetite, which at a certain 
Time heaveth in her, like a certain Motion of an Earth. 


. Enter Bellamy. 
Bel. This is the Place, and very near the Time that 
f appoints her M ceting with Don Melchior. Heis 
this Night otherwiſe diſpos'd of with Aurelia: Tis but 
trying my Fortune to tell her of his Infidelity, and my 
Love. If ſhe yields, ſhe makes me happy; if not, I ſhall 
be ſure Don Melchior has not planted the Arms of Spaix 
in the Fort before me. However, I'll puſh my Fortune, 
as ſure as I am an Engl/oman. _ 
An. Sennor Ingles, I know your Voice, tho I can- 
not perfectly diſcern you. 

Bel. How the Devil came he to croſs me ? 
Alen. I was juſt coming to have ask'd another Fayour 
of you. | 
Bel. Without Ceremony command me, Sir. 

Alon. My Daughter Theodefia has loſt a fair Diamond 
from her Finger, the Time betwixt fix and ſeven this E- 
vening ; now defire you, Sir, to erect a Scheme for it, 
and if it be loſt, or ſtollen, to reſtore it to me 
This is all, Sir. Fay '1 0” 

Bel. There is no end of this old Fellow; thus will he 
bait me from Day to Day, till my] gnorance be found 
out. - | 22 

Alon. Now is he caſting a Figure by the Art of Me. 
mory, and making a Judgment of it to himſelf. This 
Aſtrology is a very myſterious Speculation. [ Aide 

Bel. Tis a madneſs for me to hope I can deceive him 
longer. Since then, he muſt know I am no Aſtrologer, 
I'll diſcover it my ſelf to him, and bluſh once 2 

| . ts 

Alon. Well, Sir, and what do the Stars hold forth! 
What ſays nimble Maſter Mercury to the matter ? 
Bel. Sir, not to keep you longer in Ignorance, I m 
ingenuouſly declare to you that I am not the Man for 
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whon 
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«hom you take me. Some Smattering in 3 1 
ure; which my Friends, by their Indiſcretion, have 
Hown abroad, beyond my Intentions. But, you are not a 
Perſon to be impos'd on like the Vulgar : Therefore to 
btisfy you in one word, my Skill goes not far enough to 
give you Knowledge of what you deſire from me. 

fm. You have faid enough, Sir, to perſuade me of 
has WY your Science; if Fame had not publiſh'd it, yet this very 
Humility af yours were enough to confirm me in the Be- 


ba lef of it. | | 
my Bel. Death, you make me mad, Sir: Will you have me 
all WY Swear ? As I am a Gentleman, a Man of the Town, one 


who wears good Cloaths, Eats, Drinks, and Wenches abun- 
duty: I am a damn'd ignorant, and ſenſeleſs Fellow. - 
Enter Beatrix. 
Am. How now, Gentlewoman— What, are you go- 
ug to Relief by Moonſhine ? | | 
Beat. I was going on a very charitable Office, tohelpa 
Friend that was gravell'd in a very doubtful Buſineſs. 
Bel. Some good News, Fortune, I beſeech thee. 
Brat. But now I have found this learned Gentleman, 
ax make bold to propound a Queſtion to him from a 
J. * ” 
Alm. I will have my own Queſtion firſt reſoly'd. 
Bel. O, Sir, *tis from a Lady — 
Beat. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll tell it in your Ear 
e M/ Lady has given Don Melchior the Ring; in whoſe 
Company her Father found her but juſt now at the Gar- 
„een Door. - 4 UL —_ 
Del. aloud. Come to me to-morrow, and you re- 
Leere an Anſwer. | bong 26 
Feat. Your Servant, Sir. [Exit Beatrix. 
1 Alon. Sir, I ſhall take it very unkindly if you fatisfy 
ny other, and leave me in this Perplexit y. 
Bel. Sir, if my Knowledge were according 
Alon. No more of that, Sir, I beſeech you. | 
Bel. Perhaps I may know ſomething by my Art con- 
* it; but, for your Quiet, Iwiſh you would not 
preis me. n * 
Aon. Do you think I am not Maſter of my Paſſions ? 


Bel. 
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Bel. Since you will needs know what I would willingly 
have conceaPd, the Perſon who has your Diamond, i 
he whom you ſaw laſt in your Daughter's Company, 

len. You would fay tis Don Melchior de Guzmay, 
Who. the Devil — have ſuſpected him of ſuch ax 
Action? But he is of a decay'd Family, and Poverty i 
ſeems has inforc'd him to it; Now I think on't better, 
he has een ſtoln it for a Fee to bribe his Lawyer; tore. 
quite a Lye with a Theft; I'll ſeek him out, and tel 
him part of my Mind before I ſleep. [Exit Alen. 

Bel. So, once more I am at Liberty: But this Aſtro. 

ogy is ſo troubleſome a Science — would I were vel 
rid onꝰ t. 


Enter Don and a Servant. 
. Aſtrology, does he ſay? O Cavalier, is it you? 
not finding you at home, I came on purpoſe to ſeek 


— out: 1 have a ſmall Requeſt to the Stars by your 


Bel. Sir, for pity let em ſhine in quiet a little; far 
what for Ladies, and their Servants, and younger Bro- 
thers, they ſcarce get a Holy-day in a Twelvemonth. 

Zap. Pray 2048 me, if I am a little curious of my 
Deſtiny, ſince all my Happineſs depends on your Anſwer, 

Bel. Well, Sir, what is it you expect? 

Lop. To know whether my Love to a Lady wil 
be ſucceſsful. 

Bel. "Tis Aurelia, he means. [ 4fide.] — Sir, in one 
word I anſwer you, that your Miſtreſs loves another; 
one, who is your Friend: But comfort your felf; the 
Dragon's 'Tail is between him and home, he never ſhall 
enjoy her. 

Lap. But what Hope for me? | 

Bel. The Stars have partly aſſur'd me, you ſhall be 
happy, if you acquaint her with your Paſſion, and with the 
dooble Dealing of your Friend, who is falſe to her. 

. You ſpeak like an Oracle. But I have engag'l 
my Promiſe 6% 446 to ſerve him in his Paſſion to 
my Miſtreſs. ; I 

Bel. We Engliſh ſeldom make ſuch Scruples : Women 

are not compris'd. in our Laws of Friendſhip : a w 
: | tr 


* 
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ing Were natur; our common Game, like Hare and Par- 

d, yMiridge : Every Man has equal Right to them, as he has 

y. Wh the Sun and Elements. | 

nar, WY Ly. Muſt I then betray my Friend? 

a %% In that caſe my Friend is a Turk to me, if he will 

ty it We ſo barbarous as to retain two Women to his private 

ter, be; I will be factious for all diſtreſſed Damſels ; who 

 re- WM ald much rather have their Cauſe try'd by a full Jury, 
tell WW than a fingle Judge. : 

en. Lp. Well, Sir, I will take your Counſel ; and if I 

bo- Jer, the Fault be on Love and you. [Exit Lop. 
Bel. Were it not for Love, I would run out of the 

Town, that's the ſhort on't ; for I have engag'd my ſelf 

n ſo many Promiſes, for the Sun and Moon, and thoſe 

little Minc'd-meats of em, that I muſt hide before my 

Day of Payment comes. In the mean time I forget The- 

hi; but now I defy the Devil to hinder me. 

4s he is going out, he meets Aurelia, and almoſt juſtlit 

her down. With her Camilla enters. 

fur. What Rudeneſs is this? 

Bel. Madam Aurelia, is it you? 

Aur. Monſieur Bellamy! 

Bel. The fame, Madam. 

Aur. My Unkle told me, he leſt you here: And indeed 

| came hither to complain of you: For yeu have treat- 

ed me ſo inhumanly, that I have ſome reaſon to reſent 


eW: 

; — What Occaſion ean I have given you for a Com- 

e nt ? 

1 „. Don Melchior, as T am inform'd by my Uncle, 

b effectively at Madrid: So that it was not his Idea, but 

limſelf in Perſon whom I ſaw : And ſince you knew 

bie, why did you conceal it from me? 

ö Bel. When I ſpoke with you, I knew it not: But I diſ- 
cover'd it in the Erecting of my Figure. Vet if inſtead 

WY f his Idea, I conftrain'd himſelf to come, in ſpight of his 

LVecolution to remain conceal'd, I think I have ſhown a 
peater Effect of my Art than what I promis'd. 

Aur. I render my ſelf to ſo convincing an Argument: 
But by over-hearing a Diſcourſe juſt now berwixt 2 
0 


356 An EvegninG's Love; O, 
Couſin Theodofia and her Maid, I find that he has co. 
ceal'd himſelf upon her Account, which has given ms 
7 to the laſt Point; for to avow an inconteſtabe 

ruth, my Couſin is furiouſly handſome. 

Bel, Madam, Madam, truſt not your Ears too far; fie 
talk*'d on purpoſe, that you might hear her: But I af 
you, the true Cauſe of Don Melchior's Concealment, wy 
not Love of her, but Jealouſy of you: He ſtaid in pi. 
vate to obſerve your Actions: Build upon't, Madam, he 
is inviolably yours. | | 
Aur. Then will he facrifice my Couſin to me? 

Bel. Tis furiouſly true, Madam. 

Aur. O moſt agreeable Aſſurance! 

Cam. Albricias, Madam, for my good News ; Don 
Melchior is coming this way ; I know him by his Voice; 
but he is in company with another Perſon. 

Aur. It will not be convenient to give him any Un. 
brage, by ſeeing me with another Perſon : therefore I wil 
go before; do you ſtay here, and conduct him to my 
Apartment. Good. night, Sir. r 

Bel. I have promis'd Don Lopex, he ſhall poſſeſs her; 
and I have promis'd her, ſhe ſhall poſſeſs Don Melchirr; 
"Tis a little difficult, I confeſs, as to the Matrimonial 
Part of it: But if Don Melchior will be civil to her, and 
ſhe be civil to Don Lopez, my Credit is ſafe without the 
Benefit of my Clergy. But all this is nothing to Der 
_ dofra. | [Exit Bel. 

Enter Den Alonzo, and Don Melchior. 

Cam. Don Melchior, a word in private. 

Mel. Your Pleaſure, Lady; Sir, I will wait on you 
immediately. 

Cam. I am ſent to you from a fair Lady, who bear 
you no ill Will. You may gueſs whom I mean. 

Mel. Not by my own Merits, but by knowing whom 

ou ſerye : But I confeſs, I wonder at her late ftrange 

ſage, when ſhe fled from me. | 

Cam. 'That was only a Miſtake ; but I have now, by 
her Command, been in a thouſand Places in queſt of 


you. 
Mel. You overjoy me. 
5 ? Can. 
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con-W Cam. And where amongſt the reſt do you think, I 
neue been looking you? 7" 
abe 3. Pray refreſh my Memory. | 
Cam. In that ſame Street, by that ſame Shop: you 
Te wow where by a good Token. 
le . By what Token? 
ws Cam. Juſt by that Shop, where, out of your Noble- 
pri. ns, you promis'd me a new Silk Gown. 
Mel. O, now I underſtand you. 
Cam. Not that I preſs you to a Performance 
Mel. Take this, and pleaſe your ſelf in the Choice of 
it Gives her Money. 
Cam. Nay, dear Sir, now you make me bluſh ; m 
fith am aſham'd I ſwear, tis only becauſe 1 
would keep ſomething for your ſake——-But my Lady 
as you immediately in her Apartment. | 
Mel. Il wait on her, if I can poſſibly [Exit 
Cim.] But if I can prevail with Don Alonzo for his 
Daughter, then will I again conſider, which of the La- 
dies beſt deſerves me. [ Aſide.] — Sir, I beg your Par- 
don for this Rudeneſs in leaving you. [To Alon. 
Alm. J cannot poſſibly reſolve with my ſelf to tell 


him openly he is a Thief; but I'll gild the Pill for him 
nd BN to ſwallow. _ [Afpre. 
ie Mel. ] believe he has diſcover'd our Amour: How he 
7 Wy furveys me for a Son-in-Law! * [ 4fede. 


Alon. Sir, I am forry for your fake, that true Nobility 
s not always accompanied with Riches to fupport it in 
ts Luſtre. 
Mel. You have a juſt Exception againſt the Caprichi- 
ouſneſs of Deſtiny ; yet if I were Owner of any noble 
Qualities, (which I am not) I ſhould not much eſteem 
the Goods of Fortune. 

Alon. But pray conceive me, Sir, your Father did not 
kae you flouriſhing in Wealth. e 
Mel. Only a very fair Seat in Andaluſia, with all the 


/ Pleaſures 3 about it: That alone, were my poor 
Deſerts according, which I confeſs they are not, were 
enough to make a Woman happy in it. 


=” 8 
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Aa. But give me leave to come to the Point, I be. 
ſeech you, Sir. I have loſt a Jewel, which 1 value inf. 
nitely, and I hear it is in your Poſſeſſion: But I 4. 
cuſe your Wants, not you for it. 

Mel. Your Daughter is indeed a Jewel, but ſhewey 
not loſt, were ſhe in Poſſeſũon of a Man of Parts, 

Alon. A precious Diamond, Sir ——— 

Mel. But a Man of Honour, Sir —— 

Alon. I know what you would fay, Sir, that a Man 
Honour is not capable of an nnworthy Action; but ther 
fore I do not accuſe you of the I heft, I ſuppoſe t 
Jewel was only put into your Hands. 

Mel. By honourable ways, J aſſure you, Sir, 

Alon. Sir, Sir, will you reſtore my Jewel! 

Mel. Will you pleaſe, Sir, to give me leave to bet 
unworthy Poſſeſſor of her? I know how to uſe her with 
that reſpect | 

Alon. I know what you would ſay, Sir, hut if it be 
langs to our Family; otherwiſe I aſſure you, it were at 
your Service. 

Mel. As it belongs to your Family, I covet it; not 


that I plead-my own Delerts, Sir. : 
Alon. Sir, 1 know your Deſerts ; but, I proteſt I cant 
not part with it: For, I mult tell you, this Diamond! 
Ring was originally my Great Grandfather's. 7 
Mel. A Diamond Ring, Sir, do you mean? — 
Alon. By your Patience, Sir, when I have done, 0 E 
may ſpeak your Pleaſure. I only lent it to my Daug- 
ter: but, how ſhe loſt it, and how it came upon ye, 
Finger I am yet in tenebris. L 
Mel. Sir 
Mel. J know it, Sir; but ſpare your ſelf the trouble Pr 
I' fpeak for you; you would ſay you had it from ſome 
other Hand; I believe it, Sir. th 


Mel. But, Sir | 

Alon. [ warrant you, Sir, Pl bring you off xwithout 
your ſpeaking ; from another Hand you had it; 1 
now, Sir, as you ſay, Sir, and as I am ſaying for 50 
Sir, you are loth to part with it. 

Mel. Good Sir, — let me 


*- 
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Alm. I underſtand you already, Sir, that you have 
hen a Fancy to it, and would buy it; but, to that I an- 
er, as I did before, that it is a Relick of my Family: 
Now, Sir, if you can ought farther, you have li- 
erty to ſpeak without Interruption. 

Mel. This Diamond you ſpeak on, I confeſs _— 
Abr. But, what need you confeſs, Sir, before you are 
arcs d ? | 

Mel. You promis'd you would hear me in my Tura, 
, — 5 
Ale. But, as you were ſaying, it is needleſs, be:auſe I 

have already ſpoken for you. 

Mel. The truth is, Sir, | was too preſumptuous to take 

z Pledge from Theodoſia without your Knowledge; 
ut, you will pardon the invincible Neceſſity, when T 
ll you ——— 

2 You need not tell me, I know your Neceſſi- 
7 was the Reaſon of it, and that Place and Opportunity 
have caus'd your Error. 

Mel. This 1s the _ old Man I ever knew; he 
prevents me in my Motion for his Daughter. — Since, 
fir, you know the Cauſe of my Errors, and are pleasd 

w lay part of the Blame upon Youth and Opportunity; 
| beleech you favour me ſo far, to accept me, 2 * 
Theodefra 9 has —— _ 

Alm. T conceive you, Sir, that I would accept of your 
Excuſe : Why, reſtore the Diamond, and *tis done. 

Mel. More joyfully than I receiv'd it: And with it, 
> beg the Honour to be receiv'd by you, as your Son-in- 

W 


An. My Son-in-Law ! this is the moſt pleaſant 
Propoſition TI ever heard. 
Mel. I am proud you think it fo ; but, I proteſt, I 
think not I deſerve this Honour. 
An, Nor I, I aſſure you, Sir; marry my Dauzhter, 
— ha, ha, ha. 
Mel. But, Sir. | 
An. I know what you would ſay, Sir, that there 
5 too much Hazard in the Proſeſſion of a Thief, and 
you would marry my Daughter to 2 
| rich, 
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rich, without venturing your Neck for't. I beſcecl 

ou, Sir, ſteal on, be apprehended, and if you ple; 
hang'd, it ſhall make no breach betwixt us. For un 
Part, I'll keep your Counſel, and ſo good Night, Sir. 
E xit Alor 

Mel. Is the Devil in this old Man, firſt to dne me oc 
caſion to confeſs my Love, and, when he — it, te 
promiſe he would keep my Counſel ? But, who are theſe; 
I'll not be ſeen ; but to my old Appointment with Thu 
dofia, and defire her to unriddle it [Ex. Md 

Enter Maſkall, Jacintha, and Beatrix. 

Maſe. But, Madam, do you take me for a Man 

Fac. No. | [Honour 

Maſk. Why there's it; if you had, I would have ſwon 
that my Matter has neither done nor intended you an 
2 I ſuppoſe you'll grant he knew you in your Dif 

ile ? 

— Nay, to know her, and uſe her ſo, is an Aggn 
vation of his Crime. 

Maſe. Unconſcionable Beatrix ! would you two ham 
all the Carnival to your ſelves? He knew you, Madam 
and was reſoly'd to countermine you in all your Plots 
But, when he ſaw you ſo much piqued, he was too good 
natur'd to let you ſleep in Wrath, and ſent me to you tt 
diſabuſe you: for, if the Buſineſs had gone on till to- mor 
row, when Lent begins, you would have grown ſo pe 
viſh (as all good Catholicks are with faſting) that the 
Quarrel would never have been ended. 

Fac. Well, this mollifies a little: I am content he 
ſhall ſee me. | 

Mat. But, that you may be ſure he knew you, he vi 
bring the Certificate of the Purſe along with him. 

Fac. I ſhall be glad to find him innocent. 

Enter Wildblood at the other end of the Stage. p 

Wild. No mortal Man ever threw out ſo often. 1" 
could not be me, it muſt be the Devil that did it: Ht 
took all the Chances, and chang' dem after I had throw! 
'*m: But, I'll be even with him; for, I'll never thro# 
one of his Dice more. 


Maſe. Madam, tis certainly my Maſter ; andhei f 
0 
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alous to make his Peace, that he could not ſtay till I 

ard him to you Sir. | | 
Wild. Sirrah, I'll teach you more Manners than to leave 

ne another time: You Rogue, you have loſt me two 

undred Piſtoles, you and the Devil your Accomplice ; 

jou, by ” hs me to my ſelf, and he by tempting me 

0 Play it off. | 

Mk. Is the Wind in that Door ? Here's like to be 

ine doings. 

ili. O Miſchief! am I fallen into her Ambuſh ? I 

muſt face it out with another Quarrel —— [Afede. 

Fac. Your Man has been treating your Accommoda- 

ton; tis half made already. 

Wild. Ay, on your part it may be. 

Fac. He ſays you knew me. 

Wild. Yes; I do know you ſo well, that my poor 

Heart akes for't: I was going to Bed without telling you 
ny Mind; but, upon Conſideration I am come — 

Fac. To bring the Mony with you. 

Wild. To declare my Grievances, which are great, 
nd many | 

Mart. Well for I mpudence, let thee alone. 

Wild. As in the firſt place 

Jac. I'll hear no Grievances ; where's the Mony? 

Beat, Ay ; keep to that, Madam. 

Vill. Do you think me a Perſon to be ſo us'd ? 

Jac. We will not quarrel ; where's the Mony ? 

Wild. By your favour we will quarrel. 

Beat. Mony, Mony ö 

Wi. I am angry, and can hear nothing. 

Beat. Mony, Mony, Mony, Mony. 

Mill. Do you think it a reaſonable thing to put on 
no Diſguiſes in a Night to tempt a Man? (Help me, 
Makall, for I want Arguments abominably) I thank 
eav'n I was never ſo barbarouſly us'd n all my Lite. 

Jac. He begins to anger me in goed earneſt. 

Mack. A thing ſo much againſt the Rules of Modeſty : 
W undecent a thing. 

Wild. Ay, ſo undecent a thing: Nay, now I do not 
onder at my ſelf for being angry. And then to won- 

Vo I. II. R der 
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der I ſhould love her in thoſe Diſguiſes? To | at the 
natural Deſires of human Kind, affaulted by Powerful 
Temptations; I am inrag'd at that | 
Fac. Hey day] you had beſt quarrel too for my bring. 
ing you the Mony! * | 
Mild. I have a grudging to you ſor't: ¶Maslall, the 
Mony, Maskall ; now help or we are gone.) 
Mat. Would ſhe offer to bring Mony to you? firſt t 
affront your Poverty | 
Mild. Ay; to affront my Poverty. But, that's ng 
great matter; and then —— BW 1. 
- Mask. And then to bring you Mony. [I ſtick faſt, Sir, 
Wild. (Forward, you Dog, and invent, or I'll eut your 
Throat ;) and then as I was ſaying, to bring me Mony 
Mask. Which is the greateſt and moſt ſweet of al 
Temptations; and to think you eould reſiſt it: Being ali 
aggravated by her Handſomneſs who brought it. 
Wild. Refiſt it? No; IWeuld ſhe weuld underſtand 
it, I know better what belongs to Fleſſ and Blood than ſo. 
Beat. to Fac. This is plain Confederaey ; I ſmoke it; 
he came on purpoſe to quarrel with you; break firſt with 
him, and prevent it. ve f 
Fac. If it be come to that once, the Devil take the 
hindmoſt; I'Il not be laſt in love; for that will be a Di- 
honour to my Sex. | 
Wild. And then | 
Fac. Hold, Sir; there needs no more: You ſhall fal 
out ; and I'Il gratify you with a new Occaſion: I only 
try'd you in hope you would be falſe; and rather than 
fail of my Deſign, brought Gold to bribe you tot. 
Beat. As People when they have an ill Bargain, ar 
content to loſe by t, that they may get it off their Hands. 
Mask. Bechrix, while our Principals are engag d, 
hold it not for our Honour to ſtand idle. 
Beat. With all my Heart: Pleaſe you let us draw 
to ſome other Ground. 
Mask. I dare meet you on any Spot, but one. 
Wild. I think we ſhall do well to put it to an iffue; 
this is the laſt time you ſhall cyer be troubled with my 
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Fac. The Favour had been greater to have ſpar'd this 


doo. 

Mast. Beatrix, let us diſpatch ; or they'll break off 
before us. | 

Beat. Break as faſt as thou wilt, I am as brittle as thou 
art for thy Heart. 

Wild. . ap — break 2 D Non, I 
will keep nothing that belongs to you: T ore 
back — and your Handkerchief | 

Fac. I have nothing of yours to keep; therefore take 
hack your-liberal Promiſes. Take em in Imagination. 

Wild. Not to be behind hand with you in your Frumps, 
I give. you back your Purſe of Gold: Take you that — 
in Imagination. 

ac. To conclude with you, take back your Oaths 

Proteſtations ; they are never the worſe for the wearing, 
| aſſure, you: Therefore take em, ſpick and ſpan new, 
for the uſe of your next Miſtreſs. | 

Mack. Beatrix, follow your Leader; here's the ſixpen- 
ry Whittle you gave me, with the Mutton Haft: I can 
ſpare it, for Knives are of little uſe in ain. 

Beat. There's your Cizars with the ſtinking Braſs 
Chain to em: Tis well there was no. Love betwixt. us; 
for they had been too dull to cut it. | 

Mask. There's the Dandriff Comb you lent me. 

Beat. There's your Ferret Ribbanding for Garters. 

Mask. I would never have come ſo near as to have taken 
em from you. 

Beat. For your Letter, I have it not about me; but 
won Reputation I'Il burn it. 
Mast. And for yours, I have already put it to a fittin 
Imployment. —— Courage, Sir; how goes the Bat 

en your Wing? p 

Wild. Juſt drawing off on both ſides. Adieu Spain. 

Fac. Farewel, old England. 

"as Come away in Triumph; the Day's your own, 

Mask. I'll bear you off upon my Shoulders, Sir; we 
lave broke their Hearts. 


Will. 
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Wild. Let her go firſt then; I'll fla 
nour of the Field.” 7, andkeep the Ho 
Fac. I'Il not retreat, if you ſtay till Midnight. 
Mild. Are you ſure then we have done loving? 
ac. Ves, very ſure; I think ſo. 

id. *'Tis well you are ſo; for otherwiſe I feel n 
Stomach a little maukiſh. I ſhould have doubted — 
Fit of = were coming — Eg 

ac. NO, NO; your Inco ſecures ou 
PE . | 70 ng 
Wild. That's it which makes me fear my own retum. 

ing: Nothing vexes me, but that you ſhould part wig 
me ſo ſlightly, as though I were not worth your keeping; | 
well, 'tis a ſign you never loy'd me. 

Fac. Tis the leaſt of your Care whether I did of did | 
not: It may be it had been more for the Quiet of my {elf 
if I but tis no matter, I'll. not give you that dati 
faction. | 

Wild. But what's the Reaſon you will not give it me! 

Fac. For the Reaſon that we are quite broke off. 

Wild. Why are we quite broke off? 

Fac. Why are we not? | ; 

Hild. Well, ſince tis paſt, tis paſt ; but a Pox of all 


fooliſh Quarrelling for my part. þ 
Fac. And a Miſchief of all fooliſh Diſguiſements for 
. ent | 
Wild. But if it were to do again with another Miſtreſs, 
I would &en plainly confeſs I had loſt my Money. L 


Fac. And if I had to deal with another Servant, I 
would learn mere Wit than to tempt him in Diſguiſes: 
For that's to throw a Yenice-Glaſs to the Ground, to try 
if it would not break. | | 

Wild. If it were not to pleaſe you, I ſee no Neceflty 
of our Parting. 

ac. I proteſt I do it only out of Complaiſance to you. 
Wild. But if I ſhould play the Fool and ask Pardon, 
you would refuſe it. | | 
Fac. No, never ſubmit, for I ſhould ſpoil you again 
with pardoning you. ; 
Mast. Do you hear this, Beatrix? They are juſt upon 
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te Point of Accommodation ; we muſt make haſte, or 
bey l make a Peace by themſelves ; and exclude us from 
Treaty. | | © 
Fo Declare your ſelf the Aggreſſor then; and I'll 
uke you into Mercy. | | 
ill. The worſt that you can ſay of me is, that I have 
boyd you thrice over. | | 
Jac. The prime Articles between Spain and England 
ve feal'd ; for the reſt concerning a more ſtrit Alliance, 
you pleaſe we'll diſpute them in the Garden. 2 
Wild. But in the firſt place let us agree on the Article 
of Navigation, I beſeech you. 
Beat. Theſe Leagues offenſive and defenſive will be 
wo ſtrict for us, Makal/: A Treaty of Commerce will 
erve our turn. | 
Mask. With all my Heart; and when our Loves are 
veering, 
We'll make no Words, but fall to privateering. 
[Excunt, the Men leading the Women. 


LOL PRES eee; 
er. 8CENSEL 
Enter Lopez, Aurelia, and Camilla, 


Ly. "EF IS true, if he had continu'd conſtant to you, I 

ſhould have thought my ſelf oblig'd in Honour 

tobe his Friend ; but I could- no longer ſuffer him to a- 

bulea Perſon of your Worth and Beauty with a feign'd 
on. | 

Aur. But is it poſſible Don Melchior ſhould be falſe to 
Love? I'll be ſworn I did not imagine ſuch a Treachery 
could have been in Nature; eſpecially to a Lady who 
tad ſo oblig'd him. 

Lp. Twas this, Madam, which gave me the Confi- 
ence to wait upon you at an Hour which would be other - 
wit unſeaſonable. 

Aur. Youare the moſt obliging Perſon in the World. 
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Lop. But to clear it to you that he is falſe ; he is at this 
very Minute at an Aſſignation with your Couſin in the 
Garden; I am ſure he was endeavouring it not an Hour 
ago. | 

* I ſwear this Evening's Air begins to incommode 
me extremely with a Cold ; but yet in hope of detecting 
this perjur d Man, I am content to ſtay abroad. 

Lop. But withal you muſt permit me to tell you, Ma- 
dam, that it is but juſt I ſhould have ſome fhare in x 
Heart which I endeavour to redeem : In the Law of Arms 
you know that they who pay the Ranſom, have right to 
diſpoſe of the Priſoner. | | 

Aur. The Prize is ſo very inconfiderable, that 'tis not 
worth the CO | 

Lop. If I thought the Boon were ſmall, I would not 
importune*my Princeſs with the asking it : But fince my 
Lite depends upon the Grant 

Cam. Mam, I muſt needs tell your La ſhip, that Don 
Lopez has defery*d you: For he has afted all along like a 
Cavalier; and more for your Intereſt than his own; be 
ſides, Mam, Don Melchior is as poor as he is falſe: Far 
my part I ſhall ne'er endure to call him Maſter. 

Aur. Don Lopez, go along with me. I can promiſe 
nothing, but I ſwear I will do my beſt to diſingage my 
Heart from this furious Tender which I have for him. 

Cam. If T had been a Man, I could never have forlaken 
you: Ah thoſe languiſhing Caſts, Mam; and that pouts 
ing Lip of your Laſkip, like a Cherry-bough weigh'd donn 
with the weight of Fruit. 

Aur. And that Sigh too I think is not altogether dif 
greeable : But ſomething charmante and mignonne. 

Cam. Well, Don Lopez, you'll be but too happy- 

Lop. If I were once Poſſeſſor 5 Ts 


Enter Bellamy and 'Theodofia. 
Theo. O we are ſurpriz d. f 
Bel. Fear nothing, Madam, I think I know em 
Don Lopes ? 
Lop. Our famous Aſtrologer, how come you here; 
Bel. I am infinitely happy to have met you with 
Donna Aurelia, that you may do me the Favour 9 


The Mock -As TROLOGER. 367 
bey this Lady of a Truth which I can ſcarce perſuade 
the hey to believe. | 

* Lap. I am glad our Concernments are ſo equal: For 

| | have the like Favour to ask from Donna Theodofea. 

ods Dep. Don Lopez is too noble to be refus'd any thing 
no BY within my Power; and I am ready to do him any Ser- 

e, after I have ask'd my Couſin if ever Don Melabior 
pretended to her. 

Hur. Tis the very Queſtion which I was furiouſly re- 
foly'd to have ask'd of you. 

Thes. I muſt confeſs he has made. ſome Profeſſions to 
ne: and withal I will acknowledge my own Weakneſs 
ſo far as to tell you, I have given way he ſhould often 
niſit me, when the World believ'd him abſent. | 

' Far. O Cavalier Aftrologer ; how have you betray'd. 
ne! did you not aſſure me that Don Melehior's Tender 
and Inclination was for me only ? 

Bel. I had it from his Star, Madam, I do afſure'you,, 
and if that twinklcd falſe, I cannot help it : The Truth 
s, there's no truſting the Planet of an inconſtant Man: 
He was moving to you when look d on't, and if ſince it 
has chang' d the Courſe, I am not to be blam'd for't. 

Ly. Now, Madam, the Truth is evident. And for 
this Cavalier, he might eaſily be deceiv'd in Melchior, 
for J dare affirm it to you both, he never knew to- 
which of you he was moſt inclin'd: For he viſited one, 
and writ Letters to the other. 

Bel to Theo. Then, Madam, I muſt claim your Pro- 
miſe, (ſince J have diſcover'd to you that Don Meier 
„ »Þ unworthy of your Favours) that you would make me 

happy, who amongſt my many Imperfections can never 
be guiky of ſuch a Falſchood. 
heo. Ii I have been deceiv'd in Melchior whom I have 
known ſo long, you cannot reaſonably expect I ſhould- 
truſt you at a Day's Acquaintance. 9 
Bel. For that, Madam, you may know as much of me 
ma Day as you can in all your Life: All my Humours cir- 
eulate like my Blood, at fartheft within twenty four Hours. 
lan pain and true, like all my Countrymen ; you ſee to 
ue bottom of me as eaſily as you do to the Gravel of a 
Luar Stream in Autumn. R. 4 Lp. 
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Lap. You plead fo well, Sir, that I defire you would 
ſpeak for me too: My Cauſe is the ſame with your, 
only it has not fo 4 an Advocate. f 

Aur. Since I cannot ma ke my ſelf happy, I will haye 
the Glory to felicitate another: And therefore I declare 
I will reward the Fidelity of Don Lopez. 

Theo. All that I can fay at preſent is, that I will ne. 
ver be Don Melchior's : The reſt Time and your Service 
muſt make out. 

Bel. I have all I can expect, to be admitted as eldef 
Servant; as Preferment falls I hope you will remember 
my Sentority. | 

Cam. Don Melchior. 

Aur. Cavaliers, retire a little ; we ſhall ſee to which of 
us he will make his Court. [The Men withadrazy, 

Enter Don Melchior. 
Don Melchior, I thought you had been a- bed before this 
time. | 

Mel. Fair Aurelia, this is a Bleſſing beyond Expeda- 
tion, to ſee you again ſo ſoon. . 

Aur. What important Buſineſs brought you hither ? 

Mel. Only to make my Peace with you before I ſlept. 
Yeu kuow you are the Saint to whom I pay my Devo- 
ons. | 

Aur. And yet it was beyond your Expectances to 
meet me? This is furiouſly incongruous. 

Theo. advancing. Don Melchior, whither were you 
bound ſo late ? | | 

Mel. What ſhall I ſay? I am fo confounded, that! 
know not to which of them I ſhould excuſe my elf. 

| Aþaat. 

Theo. Pray anſwer me truly to one Queſtion : Diſk 
never make any Addreſſes to my Couſin ? 

Mel. Fy, fy, Madam, there's a Queſtion indeed. 

Aur. How, Monſter of Ingratitude, can you deny the 
Declaration of your Paſſion to me ? 

Mel. I fay nothing, Madam. 

Deo. Which of us is it for whom you are concern'd? 
Mel. For that, Madam, you muſt excuſe me; I have 


more Diſcretion than to boaſt a Lady's Favour. / 
| | | Au. 


— 
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'Aur. Did you counterfeit an Addreſs to me? 

Mel. Still I fay nothing, Madam; but I will fatisfy 
either of you in private; for theſe Matters are too ten- 
der for publick Diſcourſe. 

Enter 1 and Bellamy haflily with their Savords 

drawn. 
Bellamy and Lopez I This is ſtrange! 

wg pe Fe we would not have diſturb'd you, but as- 
we were walking to the Garden Door, it open'd ſudden- 
ly againſt us, and we confuſedly ſaw by Moon-lightſome 
Perlons entring, but who they were we know not. 

Bel. You had beſt retire into the Garden-houſe, and 
kave us to take our Fortunes, without Prejudice to your 


Reputations - | HE 
Enter Wildblood, Maskall, Jacintha, and Beatrix. 
Wild. to Facinthd entring. Do not fear Madam, 1 " 
think I heard my Friend's Voice. | 
Bel. Marry, hang you, is it you that have given us 1 
ths hot Alarm? | 1 
Wild. There's more in't than you imagine, the whole 
Houſe is up: For ſeeing you two, and not knowing you, | 
aer J had enter'd the Garden-Door, I made too much 
haſte to get out again, and have left the Key broken in 
it, With the Noiſe one of the Servants came running 
in, whom I forc'd back; and doubtleſs he is gone for = 
Company, for you may ſee Lights running through e- a 
rery Chamber. 1949S | 
Theo. Fac. What will become of us? 3 
Bel. We muſt have recourſe to our former Reſolution. 
Let the Ladies retire into the Garden-houſe. And now I 
thnk on't, you Gentlemen ſhall go in with 'em, and 
kave me and Mas#all to bear the Brunt on't. 
Mak. Me, Sir? I beſeech you let me go in with the 
Ladies too; dear Beatrix ſpeak a good Word for mè, 
| proteſt tis more out of Love to thy Company than for 
any Fear I have. 8 5 3 | tall 
Bel. You Dog, I have need of your Wit and Counſel. = 
We have no time to deliberate. Will you ſtay, Sir? 
| OF | [Zo Maskall. - | 
Mack, No, Sir, -tis not {or my Safety. : * ö 
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Bel. Will you in, Sir ? [To Melchior. 

Mel. No, Sir, tis not for my Honour, to be aſfiſting 
to you: Pl to Don Afonzo, and help to revenge the 
Injury you are doing him. 

Bel. Then we are loſt, I can do nothing. 

Wild. Nay, and you talk of Honour, by your leaye, 
Sir. I hate your Span; Honour ever ſince it ſpoil'd our 
Engliſb Plays, with Faces about and tother fide. 

[Falls pon him and throws him day, 
Mel. What do you mean, you will not murder me! 
M — ir be oppreſs'd oy Multitudes ? 
1d. Come y, my Mates, every Man to his ſhare 
of the e yarely at 
[The four Men take him each by a Limb, and 
carry him out, he crying Murther. 
= If this Eng/;/aman fave us now, I ſhall admire 
it. | 

Beat. Good Wits never think themſelves admir'd till 
they are well rewarded: You muſt pay him in Specie, 
Madam, give him Love for his Wit. 

| Enter the Men again. 

Bel. Ladies fear nothing, but enter into the Garden- | 
heuſe with theſe Cavaliers — | 

Mast. Oh that I were a Cavalier too 

[1s going with them. 

Bel. Come you back, Sirra. [Stops him.] Think your 
ſelves as ſafe as in a Sanctuary, only keep quiet, what- 
ever happens. 

Fac. Come away then, they are upon us. 
| Exeunt all but Bel. and Mask. 

Mask. Hark, I hear the Foe coming: Methinks they Ml * 
threaten too, Sir; pray let me go in 2 a Guard to the 
Ladies and poor Beatrix. I can fight much better when 
there is a Wall betwixt me and Danger. 

Hel. Peace, 1 have occaſion for — help me to lye. Ml © 

Mask. Sir upon the Faith of a Sinner, you have had my WW 
laft Lye already; I have not one more to do me Credit, 

2s I hope to be fav'd, Sir. 

Bel. Vickore, Viclore; knock under, you Rogue, and con- 
fels me Conqueror, and you ſhall fee I'll bring all -_ 

ger 
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Fnter Don Alonzo and fix Servants ; with Lights, and 
words drawn. 

Alm. Search about there. | 

Bel. Fear nothing, do but vouch what I ſhall fay. 

Maſe. For a paſſive Lye I can yet do ſomething. 

Alon. Stand : Who goes there? # 

Bel. Friends. | 

Alm. Friends? Who are you? | 

ry Noble Don Alonzo, ſuch as are watching for your: 
Good. | | | 

Alam. Is it you, Sennor Ingles? Why all this Noiſe - 
and Tumult? Where are my Daughters and my Niece ? - 
But in the firſt place, though laſt nam'd, how came you 
hither, Sir? s 

Bel I came hither —— by Aſtrology, Sir. 

Maſe. My Maſter's in, Heavens ſend him good ſhipping - 
with his Lye, and all kind Devils ſtand his Friends. ' 
Alm. How by Aſtrology, Sir? Meaning you came hi- 

ther by Art Magick. | OR > 

Bel. I ſay by pure Aſtrology, Sir; I foreſaw by my Art, 
little after I had left you, that your Niece and Daugh- - 
ters would this Night run a Riſque of being carried away 
from this very Garden. 

Alon. O the Wonders of this Speculation ! * 

Bel. Thereupon I call'd immediately for my Sword, . 
and came in all haſte to advertiſe you; but I ſee-there's- 
vo reſiſting Deſtiny, for guſt as I was entring the Gar- 
den Door, I met the Women with their .Gallants all un- 
der fail, and outward bound. | 
2 Thereupon what does me he but draws by my 7 

vice | 

Bel. How now, Mr. Raſcal ? Are you itching to be in? 

Maſe. Pray, Sir, let me go fnip with you in this Lye, . 
and be not toc. covetous of Honour. You know TI never- 
ſtood with you; naw my Courage is come to me, I can-- 
not reſiſt the Temptation. 

Bel. Content; tell on. | * 

Maſt. So in ſhort, Sir, we drew, firſt I, and then my 
Maſter; but, being overpower'd, they have eſcap d us, 
that I think you may go to Bed and trouble your ſelf : 
to further, for gone they are. Nel... 
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Bel. You tell a Lye! you have curtail'd my Invention: 
You are not fit to invent a Lye for a Bawd, when ſhe 
would wheedle a young Squire. | 

Alin. Call up the Officers of Juſtice, I'll have the Town 
ſearch'd immediately. 

Bel. Tis in vain, Sir; I know by my Art you'll never 
recover em: Beſides, tis an Affront to my Friends the 
Stars, who have otherwiſe diſpos'd of em. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, the Key is broken in the Garden - door, and 
the Door lock'd, ſo that of neceſſity they muſt be in the 
Garden yet. 

An. Diſperſe your ſelves, ſome into the Wilderneſs, 
ſome into the Alleys, and ſome into the Parterre: You 
Diego, go tty to get out the Key, and run to the Corrigj- 
der for His Aſſiſtance :* In the mean time I'll ſearch the 
Garden-houſe my ſelf. [Ex. all the Servants but ons 

Maſe. I'll be unbetted again if you pleaſe, Sir, and 
leave you all the Honour . [To Bellamy afids, 
Allen. Come Cavalier, let us in together. 

Biel. holding him: Hold, Sir, for the love of Heav'n, 
vou are not mad | 


k Aln.. We muſt leave no Place unſearch d. A Light 
there. 3 | 

Bel. Hold I fay, do you know what you are under- 
taking? and have you arm'd your ſelf with Reſolution 
for ſuch an Adventure ? 

Alon. What Adventure? BY 

Bel. A Word in private'— The Place you would yo. 
into is full of Enchantments ; there are at this time, for 
ought I know, a Legion of Spirits in it. 

Alon. You confound me with Wonder, Sir! 

Bel. I have been making there my Magical Opera- 


tions, to know the Event of your Daughters Flight: And 


to perform it rightly, have been forc'd to call up 8 
of ſeveral Orders; and there they are humming like à 
Swarm of Bees, ſome ſtalking about: upon the Ground, 
ſome flying, and ſome ſticking upon the Walls like Rear- 
mice. ; | 
Maft. The Devil's in him, he's got off again. 


Aim. 
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Ahn. Now, Sir, I ſhall try the Truth of your Friend- 
ſhip to me. T's confeſs the Secret of my Soul to you, I 
have all my Life been curious to ſee a Devil: And to that 

e have con'd N through and through, and 
Experiment of all his Rules Pari die & increments 
lune, and yet could never compaſs the fight of one of 
theſe Demoniums : If you will ever oblige me, let it be 
on this Occaſion. | 

Maſk. There's another Storm ariſing. 

Bel. Vou ſhall pardon me, Sir, I'll not expoſe you to 
that Peril for the World, withoue due Preparations ef 
Ceremony. b 

Alm. For that; Sir, I always carry a Taliſman about 
me; that will ſecure me; And therefore I will venture 
u, a God's Name, and dety'em all at once. ¶ Going in, 

Maſk. How the Pox will he get off from this:? 

Bel. Well, Sir, ſince you are fo reſolv'd, ſend off your 
WErvant,; that there may be no Noiſe made on't, and we'll. 
ake our Venture. | 

Alm. Pedro, leave your Light, and help the Fellows to 
ſearch the Garden. [ Ex. Servant. 

Maſe. What does my incomprehenſible Mafter mean? 

Bel. Now IL muſt tell you, Sir, you will ſee that which 
will very much aſtoniſh you, if my Art fail me not. 
[Goes to the Door. } You Spirits and Intelligences that are 
within there, ſtand cloſe, and ſilent, at your Peril, and 
fear nothing, but appear in your own Shapes, boldly.— 
Maſeall, open the Door. 


| Maſkall goes to one Side of the Scene, which draws, and 


diſcovers Theo. Jac. Aur. Beat. Cam. Lop. Wild. 
flanding all without : Motion in à rank. 
Now, Sir, what think you? 
Alon. They are here, they are here: We need ſearch no 
father. Ah you ungracious Baggage: ! Gs" 
[ Going toward them. 


Bel. Stay, or you'll be torn in pieces: Theſe are the 


very Shapes I conjur'd up, and truly repreſent. to you in 


what Company your. Niece and Daughters are, this very 


Moment. 


Alan... Why, are they not they? I durſt have ſworn 
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that ſome of em had been my own Fleſh and Blood 

Look; one of them is juſt like that Rogue your Comrade 
Wildblood rakes his Head and — at hin 

Bel. you ſee how you have p '> that Fngljg 
Devil? Take heed of him; if he gets you once into his 
Clutches : [Wildblood embracing Jacintha. 

Alon. He ſeems: to have got Poſſeſſion of the Spirit of 
my Facintha, by his hugging her. we” 

Bel. Nay, I imagin'd as much: Do but look upon his 
Phyſiognomy, you have read Baptifia Porta: Has he 
- Not the Leer of a very lewd debauch'd Spirit ? 

Alon. He has indeed: Then there's my Niece Aurelia, 
with the Spirit of Don Zopez ; but that's well enough; 
and my Daughter Theodoſia all alone: Pray how comes 
that about? 

Bel. She's provided for with a Familiar too: One that 
is in this very Room with you, and by your Elbow] but 
III ſhew you him ſome other time. | 

Alan. And that Baggage Beatrix, how I would ſwinge 
ber if I had her here; I'll lay my Life ſhe was in the Plot 

for the flight of her Miſtreſſes. 
[ Beat. claps her Hands at him, 

Bel. Sir, you do ill to provoke her: For being the Spi- 
rit of a Woman, ſhe is naturally miſchievous: You ſee 
ſhe can ſcarce hold her Hands from you already. 

Maſe. Let me alone to revenge your Quarrel upon; 
Beatrix : If &er ſhe come to light, I'!l take a Courſe 
with her, I warrant you, Sir. 

Bel. Now come away, Sir, you have ſeen enough: The 
Spirits are in pain whilſt we are here: We keep em too 
long condens'd in Bodies: If we were gone, they would. 
rarify into Air immediately. Maſeall, ſhut the Door. 

[ Maſkall goes to the Scene and it cloſti. 

Alen. Monſtrum hominis] O Prodigy of Science! 

Enter two Servants with Don Melchior. 
Bel. Now help me with a Lye, Maſtall, or we are loſt. 
4 Sir, I could never lie with Man or Woman in a 
ght. 5 >" 
Serv. Sir, we found this Gentleman bound and gagg'd, 
and he deſir d us to bring him to you with all ima- 
ginable. Mel. 
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Mel. O Sir, Sir, your two Daughters and your Niece 

Bel. They are gone, he knows it: But are you mad, 
gu, to ſet this pernicious Wretch at liberty? 

Mel. J endeavour'd all that I was able 

Maſe. Now, Sir, I have it for you———{[ 4d to his 
Wafer. ] He was endeavouring indeed to have got away 
with em: For your Daughter Theodofia was his Prize. 
But we prev him, and left him in the Condition in- 
which you ſee him. 

Alien. I thought ſomewhat was the matter, that Theodo- 
fa had not a Spirit by her, as her Siſter had. 

Bel. This was he I meant to ſhew you: 

Mel. Do you believe him, Sir? 

Bel. No, no, believe him, Sir: Yau know his Truth, 
ever ſince he ſtole your Daughter's Diamond. 

Mel. 1 ſwear te you by my Henour —— 

Alm. Nay, a Thief I knew him, and yet after that he 
ld the Impudence to aſk me for my Daughter. 

Bel. Was he ſo impudent? The Caſe is plain, Sir, put 
him quickly into Cuſtody. 

Mel. Hear me but one Word, Sir, and I'll diſcover all 
{0 you. 
2 Hear him not, Sir: For my Art aſſures me if he 
ſpeaks one Syllable more, he will cauſe great Miſchief. 

Alon. Will he ſo? I'll ſtop my Ears, away with him. 

Mel. Your Daughters are yet in the Garden, hidden 
by this Fellow and his Acomplices. 

Aim. at the ſame time drowning him. I'll ſtop my 
Ears, I'll ſtop my Ears. 
Bel. Maſk. at the ſame time alſo. A Thief, a Thief, 
way with him. [Servants carry Melchior off firuggling. 

Alon. He thought to have born us down with lus 


Confidence. 
Enter another Servant. 

Serv. Sir, with much ado we have got out the Key 
and open'd the Door. 

Alon. Then, as I told you, run quickly to the Corri- 
gidor, and defire him to come hither in Perſon to exa- 
mine a Malefactor. [ Wildblood freezes avithin.] Hark! 
Flat Noiſe is that within? I think one ſneczes. Fi 
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Bel. One of the Devils I warrant you has got 2 
Cold, with being ſo long out of the Fire. | 
Alon. Bleſs his Devilſhip, as I may fay. t 
[Wildblood /neezes apain, 
| Ser. to Don Alonzo. This is a Man's Voice; dg 
not ſuffer your ſelf to be deceiv'd fo groſly, Sir. 
Maſe. A Man's Voice, that's a good one indeed ! that 
you ſhould live to theſe Years, and yet be ſo filly as not 
to know a Man from a Devil. 
Alon. There's more in't than I imagin'd : Hold op | 
your Torch and go in firft, Pedro, and Pll follow you, 
Maſk. No, let me have the Honour to be your Uſher, Wl t 
[Takes the Torch and goes ir. 

Maſe. within. Help, help, help! 

Alon. What's the Matter ?- t 

Bel. Stir not upon your Life, Sir: 

Enter Maſkall again without the Torch. 

Maſe. I was no ſooner enter' l, but a huge Giant ſeiz d 
my Torch, and fell'd me along, with the very Whiff of 
his Breath as he paſs'd by me. ö 

Alon. Bleis us! . 

Bel. at the Door to them within. Paſs out now while you. 
have time in the dark: The Officers of Juſtice will be 
here immediately, the Garden- door is open for you. | 

Alon. What are you muttering there, Sir? 

Bel. Only. diſmiſſing theſe Spirits of Darkneſs, that 
they may trouble you no further: Go out, I ſay. 

They all come out the Stage, - groping their way, 

| Wildblood — is fa: 1 A 8 

Alon, I have caught ſome Body; are theſe your Spi- 
rits ? Another Light quickly, Pedro. | 

Mat. flipping beteween Alonzo and /Vildbhod.* Tis Ma 

all you ave caught, Sir; do you mean to ſtrangle me,. 


that you preſs me ſo hard between your. Arms? : 
Alus letting Wildblood go. Is it thee, Maſeall? I durſt 


— 


— — 


- 


have [worn it had been another. 
Bel. Make haſte now; before the Candle comes. f 
{Aurelia falls into Alonzo's Arms. 
Ahn. Now I have another. 
Hur. * 11s Maſcall you have caught, Sir. 4 | 
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Ihn. No, I thank you, Nieee, this Artifice is too groſs ! 
[ know your Voice a little better. What ho, bring Lights 


there. 

Bel. Her Impertinence has ruin'd all. 

Enter Servants with Lights and Sqwords drawn. 

Srv. Sir, the Corrigidor is coming according to your 
Defire: In the mean time we have ſecur'd the Garden 
Doors. | | 

Alon. IJ am glad on't: I'll make ſome of em ſevere 
Examples. 

Wild. Nay, then as we have liv'd merrily, ſo let us die 
together : But we'll ſhew the Don ſome Sport firſt, 

Theo, What will become of us 5 

Jar. We'll die for Company: Nothing vexes me, but 
that I am not a Man to have one Thruſt at that malici- 
ous old Father of mine, before I go. | 
%= Let us break our way through the Corrigidor's 


Fac. A match i'faith : We'll venture our Bodies with 
you; You ſhall put the Baggage in the Middle. 

Wild. He that pierces thee, I ſay no more, but I ſhall 
be amewhat angry with him: — [Te Alonzo.] In the 
mean time I arreit you, Sir, in the behalf of this good 
Company. As the Corrigidor uſes us, ſo we'll uſe you. 

Alon. You do not mean to murder me! 

Bel. You murder your ſelf, if you force us to it. 

Wild. Give me a Razor there, that I may ſcrape his 
Weeſand, that the Briſtles may not hinder me, when I 
come to cut it. | 

Bel. What need you bring matters to that Extremity ? 
you have your Ranſom in your Hand: Here are three 
Men, and there are three Women ; you underſtand me. 
4 If not, here's a Sword, and there's a Throat. Vou 

me. | 
Alon. This is very hard! 


Theo. The Propoſitions are good, and Marriage is as | 


honourable as it us'd to be. 

Beat. You had beſt let your Daughters live branded 
with the Name of Strumpets : For whatever befals the 
Men, that will be ſure to be their Share. 4 
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Alan. I can put them into a Nunnery. 

All the Women. A Nunnery ! | 
Fac. I would have thee to know, thou graceleſs dd 
Man, that I defie a Nunnery : Name a Nunnery once 
more, and I diſown thee for my Father. 

Lop. You know the Cuſtom of the Country, in this 
caſe, Sir: Tis either Death or Marriage: The Buſines 
will certainly be publick ; and if they die, they haye 
{worn you ſhall bear em company. 

Alon. Since it muſt be ſo, run Pedro, and ſtop the Cor. 
rigidor : Tell him it was only a Carnival Merriment, 
which I miſtook for a Rape and Robbery. 

. Fac. Why now you are a dutiful Father again, aud! 
receive you into Grace. | 

Bel. Among the reſt of your Miſtakes, Sir, I muſt de. 
fire you to let my Aſtrology paſs for one: My Mathe. 
maticks, and Art Magick were only a Carnival Device; 
and now that's ending, I have more mind to deal with 
the Fleſh, than with the Devil. ** 

Alon.” No Aſtrologer! *tis impoſſible ! | 

Mast. I have known him Sir, this ſeven Years, and 
dare take my Oath, he has been always an utter Stranger 
to the Stars: And indeed: to any thing that belongs to 
Heav'n. e | 

Lop. Then I have been cozen'd among the reſt. 

Thes. And I; but I forgive him. 

Beat. I you will forgive me, Madam; who have 
been the Cauſe on't + but what he wants in Aſtrology, he 
—_— make up to you ſome other way, I'll paſs my Wond 

Alon. I hope you are both Gentlemen; 

Bel. As good as the Cid himſelf, Sir: 

Alen. And for your Religion, right Roman. 

Wild. As ever was Marc Antony. 
Alon. For your Fortunes and ION 


Mak. They are both deſperate, Sir; eſpecially their 


Theo. to Bel. Vou ſhould not have had my Conſent ſo 


on, but only to revenge my ſelf upon the Falſeneſs of 
Aur. 


Don Melehior. 
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Aur. I muſt avow, that Gratitude for Don Lopes is as 
„ prevalent with me, as Revenge againſt Don Melchior. 
sold i Abr. Lent, you know, begins to-morrow ; when that's 
once WM over, Marriage will be proper. 

Fac. If I ſtay till after Lent, I ſhall be to marry when 
this i 1 have no Love left: I'll not bate you an Ace of to- 
nels i Night, Father; I mean to bury this Man ere Lent be 
ave Wl done, and get me another before Zafer. 

Aloz. Well, make a Night on't then. 
or. [ Giving his Daughters. 
nt, Wild. Facintha Wildblood, welcome to me: Since our 

Stars have doom'd it fo, we cannot help it: But *twas a 
dl reer Trick of Fate to catch us thus at unawares : To 
draw us in, with a what do you lack, as we paſs'd by: 
Had we once ſeparated to-night, we ſhould have ha 
nore Wit, than ever to have met again to-morrow. 

Fac. Tis true, we ſhot each other flying: We were 
both upon the Wing, I find; and had wepaſs'd this critical 
Minute, I ſhould have gone for the Indies, and you for 
Greenland, ere we had met in a Bed, upon Confideration. 


Bloodſhed, ware the third"time. | 
Jac A propos] ] have been retrieving an old Song of 
z Lover, that was ever quarrelling with his Miſtreſs : I 
think it will fit our Amour ſo well, that if you pleaſe, I' 
give it you for an Epithalamium : And you ſhall fing it. 
[Gives him a Paper. 


when I was alone, for fear of Braying. 

Jac. Juſt me, up and down; but for a Frolick, let's 
lng together: For I am ſure, if we cannot ſing now, 
we thall never have cauſe when we are matried. 

Wild. Begin then; give me my Key, and I'll ſet my 
Voice to't. | | 

gr Fa la, fala, fala. 


g ud. Fala, fala, fala. Is this your beſt, upon the- 
Faith of a Virgin ? | 
h Zac. Ay, by the Muſes, I am at my Pitch. 


Wild. Then do your worſt : And let the Company be 


Judge who ſings worſt. 


Tac, 


Mack. You have quarrelld twice to-Night without. 


Wild. I never hg all my Life; nor ever durſt try, 
0 


. 
* 
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Fac. Upon Condition the beſt Singer ſhall wear the 
Breeches : Prepare to ſtrip, Sir; I ſhall put you into your 
Drawers preſently. 

Wild. I ſhall be reveng'd, with putting you into your 


Smock anon; St. George for me. 


Fac. St. James for me: Come ſtart, Sir. 
SONG. 


Damon. Celimena, of my Heart 
| None ſhall e er bereave jou: 
I, with your good Leave, F may 
Duarrel with you once a Day, 
1 will never leave you. 


Celimena, Paſſion's but an empty Name, 

Where Reſpect is wanting: 

Damon, you miflake your Aim : 

Hang your Heart, and burn your Flame, 
If you muſt be ranting. 
Damon. Love as dull and muddy is, 

As decaying Liguor : 

Anger ſets it on the Lees, 

And refines it by degrees, 

Till it werks it quicker. 


Celimena. Love by Duarrels to beget | 


Wiſely you endeawour ; 
With a grave Phyſician's Wit, 
Who to cure an Ague Fit 


Puts me in a Feuer. 


Damon. Anger rouzes Love to fight, 
And his only Bait is, 
*Tis the Spur to dull Delight, 
And is bat an eager Bite, 
When Defire at Height is. 


Celimena. IF ſuch Drops of Heat can fall 
In our Waooing Weather : 1 
, fuch Drops of Heat can fall, 
FA e ſpall have the Devil and all 
When we come together. 


— 


Wild 
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Vi. Your Judgment, Gentlemen; a Man, or a 
Mad? #; 


Bel. And you make no better Harmony after you are 


married than you have before, you are the miſerableſt 
Couple in Chriſtendom. 


Wild. Tis no great matter; if I had had a good Voice, < 


he would have ſpoil'd it before to-morrow. 

Bel. When Maskall has married Beatrix, you may 
learn of her. 

Mask. You ſhall put her Life into a Leaſe then. 

Mild. Upon Condition, that when I drop into your 
Houſe from hunting, I may ſet my Slippers at your Door, 
2 Turk does at a Tes, that you may not enter. 


Theo. And while you refreſh your ſelf within, be ſhall 


wind the Horn without. 

Mask. I'll throw up my Leaſe firſt. 

Bel. Why, thou would'ſt not be ſo impudent, to 
merry Beatrix for thy ſelf only ? 

Beat. For all his ranting and tearing now, I'll paſs my 
Word he ſhall degenerate into as tame and peaceable a 
Husband, as a civil Woman would wiſh to have. 

Enter Don Melchior with a Servant. 

Mel. Sir 

Ahn. I know what you would ſay, but your Diſcovery 
comes too late now. 

Mel. Why, the Ladies are found. | 

Aur. But their Inclinations are loft, I can aſſure you. 

Jac. Look you, Sir, there goes the Game: Your Plate- 
Fleet is divided; half for Spain, and half for England. 

Theo You are juſtly puniſh'd for loving two. | 

Mel. Yet I have the Comfort of a caſt Lover: I will 
think well of my ſelf; and deſpiſe my Miſtreſſes. [ Exit. 


DANCE. 


Bel. Enough, enough; let's end the Carnival a- bed. 
Wild. And for theſe Gentlemen, whene'er they try, 
May they all ſpecd as ſoon, and well as I. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


E PI. 
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EPILOGUE 


NM Y Part being ſmall, I have had time to-day, 

To mark your various Cenſares of our Play. 
Firft, looking for a Judgment or a Wit, | 

Like Jews I ſaw em ſeatter d through the Pit: 

And where a Knot of Smilers lent an Ear 

To one that talb d, I knew the Foe wwas there. 

The Club of Fefts went round; he who had none, 
Borrow'd ib next, and told it for his own: 


Among the reſt they kept a fearful Stir, 
An aubiſp ring that he ftole th Aſtrologer; 

And ſaid, betwixt à French and Engliſh Plat 

He eas d his half-tir'd Muſe, on Pace and Trot. 

Up flarts a Monſieur, new come o'er, and warm 

In the French Stoop, and the Pull-back th Arm; 

Morbleu, dit-il, and cocks, I am a Rogue, 

But he has quite ſpoil d the frign'd Aftrologue. 

*Pox, ſays another; here's ſo great a Stir 

With a Son of a Whore Farce that's regular, 

A Rule where nothing muſt decorum ſhock ! 

Dam me "ts as dull as dining by the Chck. 

An Evening ! Why the Devil hould abe be wext, 

Whether he gets the Wench this Night or next? | 

When I heard this, I to the Poet went, 

Told him the Houſe was full of Diſcontent, 

And asd him what Excuſe he could invent. 

He neither favore or florm'd, as Poets do, 

But, moſt unlike an Author, wvow'd 'twas true. 


I 


E P15 6 UF. 
Wet ſaid, he us'd the French like Enemies, 
fad did not ſteal their Plots, but made em Prize. 
But ſhould he all the Pains and Charges count. 
o taking em, the Bill fo high wou'd mount, 
Nat, like Pri xe goods, which through the Office come, 
Ht could have had em much more cheap at home. 
. fe fill muſt write ; and Banquier-like each Day 
dept new Bills, and he muff break, or pay. 
When through his Hands fuch Sums muſl yearly run, 
Niu cannot think the Stock is all his own. 
His Haſte his other Errors might excuſe ; 
But theres no Mercy for a guilty Muſe : 
fir, like a Miſtreſs, ſpe muſt fland or fall, 
4 pleaſe you to a Height, or not at all. 
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To the moſt Illuſtrious P r 1 NOE, 


JE FE: 


Duke of MON MOUTH 
and BuccLuGn, 


One of His Majeſty's moſt Honourable 
Privy-Council; and Knight of the moſt 
Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 


SIX, 
HE favourable Reception 
which your Excellent Lady 
afforded to one of my for- 
mer Plays, has encourag'd me 
to double my Preſumption, in addreſ- 


ling this to your Grace's Patronage. So 
Vor. II. 3 _ 
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dangerous a thing it is to admit 2 
Poet into your Family, that you can 
never afterwards be free from the Chi- 
ming of ill Verſes, perpetually ſound- 
ing in your Ears, and more troubleſome 
than the Neighbourhood of Steeples. I 
have been favourable to my ſelf in this 
Expreſſion; a zealous Fanatick would 
have gone farther ; and have called me 
the Serpent, who firſt preſented the 
Fruit of my Poetry to the Wife, and 
ſo gain'd the Opportunity to ſeduce the 
Husband. Yet I am ready to avow a 
Crime ſo advantageous to me ; but the 
World, which will condemn my Bold- 
neſs, I am ſure will juſtifie and applaud 
my Choice, All Men will join with me 
in the Adoration which I pay you; they 
would wiſh only I had brought you a 
more noble Sacrifice, Inſtead of an He- 
roick Play, you might juſtly expect an 
Heroick Pocm, filled with the paſt 


Glories 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

Glories of your Anceſtors, and the fu- 
ture Certainties of your own. Heaven 
has already taken care to form you for 
an Heroe. You have all the Advan- 
tages of Mind and Body, and an Illu- 
ſtrious Birth, conſpiring to reader you 
an extraordinary Perſon, The Achilles 
and the Rinaldo are preſent in you, even 
above their Originals; you only want 
1 Homer or a Taſſo to make you equal 
to them. Youth, Beauty, and Courage 
(all which you poſſeſs in the height of 
their Perfection) are the moſt deſirable 
Gifts of Heaven: And Heaven is ne- 
ver prodigal of ſuch Treaſures, but to 
ſome uncommon Purpoſe. So goodly 
a Fabrick was never framed by an Al- 
mighty. Architect for a vulgar Gueſt. 
He ſhewed the Value which he ſet up- 
on your Mind, when he took care to 
have it ſo Nobly, and ſo Beautifully 
lodg d. To a graceful Faſhion and 

| 84 - Deport- 
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Deportment of Body, you have joined 
a winning Converſation, and an eafy 
Greatneſs, derived to you from the Beſt, 
and beſt-belov'd of Princes, And with 
a great Power of obliging, the World 
has obſerv'd in you, a Deſire to oblige, 
even beyond your Power. This, and 
all that I can ſay on ſo excellent and 
large a Subject, is only Hiſtory, in 
which Fiction has no Part; I can em- 
ploy nothing of Poetry in it, any more 
than I do in that humble Proteſtation 
which I make, to continue ever 
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Your GRACE's noſt Obedient 
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* r Ries WS .06 K 


and moſt Dewated Servant, 


Joux DRY DEN. 


— #&S 


as mov'd to write this Play by many 
A Reaſons : Among others, the Com- 
N er/ons of Honour, "of 


E mands 7 ome 
whom 1 have a meſt particular 


bed, were daily ſounding in my Ears, 
FA SE that it would be of good Example to 
undertake a Poem of this Nature. Neither were 
m own Inclinations wanting to ſecond their Deſires. 
| conſidered that Pleaſure was not the only End of 
Paß; and that even the Inſtructions of Morality 
were not ſo wholly the Buſineſs of a Poet, as that 
the Precepts and Examples of Piety were to be mit- 
ted, For to leave that Employment altogether to the 
. were to forget that Religion was fr? taught 
m Verſe : (which the Lazyneſs or Dulneſs of fuc- 
weding Prigſt hood, turn'd afterwards into Proſe.) And 
it were alſo to grant, (which I never ſhall) that Re- 
preſentations * this kind may not as well be condu- 
ang to Holineſs, as to good Manners, 1et far be at 


from me, to compare the uſe of Dramatick Pceſy with 


that of Divinity : I only maintain, againſt the Enemies 
if be Stage, that Patterns of Prety.decently Repreſented, 
and equally Remov'd frem the Extreams of Super- 

S 5 ſition 
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ition and Prophaneneſs, may be of excellent Uk; 
— the 2 of 25 3 2 the Halen 


ny of Wards we elevate the Mind to a Senſe of De. 
votien, as our ſolemn Muſick, which is inarticulate 
Poeſy, does in Churches. And by the lively Images 
of Piety, adorn'd by Action, through the Senſes al. 
lure the Sou! ich while it is charmed in a fl. 
lent Joy of what it ſees and hears, is firuck at the 
fame time with a ſecret Venerntion of Things Cel. 


Aial; and is wound up 9 into the Practice of 
a, 


that which it- admires. if, inſtead of this 
we ſometimes "ſee on our Theatres, the E 1 
Vice rewarded, or at leaſt unpuniſb d; yet it ought 
not to be an Argument againſt the Art, any nur 
than the Extravagances and Impieties of the Pulpit 
in the late Times of Rebellion, can be againſt il. 
Office and Dignity of the Cle. 
But many times it happens, that Poets are wrong- 
fully accus'd; as it is my cwn Caſe in this very Pla; 
where I am charg'd by ſome ignorant or malicious 
Perſons, with no leſs Crimes than Prophaneneſs and 
Irreligion. | 
The Part of Maximin, againſt which' theſe bah 
Criticks ſo murh decluim, was deſign d by me t1 
ſet off the Charafer of St. Catharine. And thiſ 
tho have read The Roman Hiſtory, may eaſy 
remember, that Maximin was not only a bloody Ty- 
rant, vaſtus corpore, animo ferus, as Herodian 
deſeribes him; but alſo a Perſecutor of the Church, 
againſt which be raiſed the Sixth Perſecution. 90 
that +1 vi of he ſpeaks or acts in this Tragedy, u 
no more than a Record of his Life and Manners ; a 
Picture, as near as ] could take it, from the Ori. 
ginal. If with much Pains, and ſome Succeſs, / 
have drawn a deform'd Piece, there is as much 
Art, and as near an Imitation of Nature, 1 4 


Lazar as in a Venus. Maximin was an = 
4 1 4 Ny 
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den, and what he ſpeaks againſt Religion, is in 
Contempt of that which he profeſsd. He defies the 
Co of Rome, which is no more than St. Catha- 
ine might with Decency have done. If it be ur- 
rd, that a Perſon of fuch Principles who e at 
any Religion, ought not to be preſented on the 
Stage ; why then are the Lives and Sayings of ſo 
many wicked and prophane Perſons, recorded in the 
Holy Scriptures? I know it will be anfwer'd, That 
a due Uſe may be made of them; that they are re- 
mmbred with a Brand of Infamy fixt upon them; 
ond jet as Sea-marks for theſe who behold them te 
avid. And what other Uſe have I made of Maxi- 
min? have T propoſed him as a Pattern to be imi- 
tated, whom, even for his Impiety to his falſe Gods, 
have ſo ſeverely puniſhed ® Nay, as if I had fore- 
ſem this Objectian, I purpoſely remov'd the Scene 
if the Play which ought to have been at Alexan- 
ria in Egypt (where St. Catharine I c and 
laid it under the Walls of Aquileia in Italy, where 
Maximin was flain : That the Puniſhment of hüt 
Crime might ſucceed its Execution. rs 
This, — is what I ow'd to my juſt De- 
fence, and the due Reverence of that Religion which 


1 75 to which all Men, who deſire to be gſteem- 
e 


ood or Honeſt, are obliged: I have neither Lei- 
ſure nor Occaſion to write more largely on this Sub- 
jeft, becauſe I am already in, by the Sentence 
/ the 1 and moſt diſcerning Prince in the World, 
the fra e of all unbiaſsd Judges; and above 
all, by the Witneſs of my ewn Conſcience, which 
abbors the Thought of ſuch a Crime; to which I ask 
Leave to add my outward Converſation, which ſhall 
never be juſtly tax d with the Note of Atheiſm or 
. | 
n what elſe concerns the Play, I ſhall be bricf; 
Fer the Faulis of the V riting and Contrivance, 4 


leave 


- 
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leave them to the Mercy of the Reader. For ] in 
as little apt to defend my own Errors, as to fing 
thoſe of other Poets. Only J obſerve, that the great 
Cenfors of Wit and Poetry, either produce nothing 
of their own, or what is more ridiculous than 4 
thing they reprebend. Much of ill Nature, and 4 
wery little Fudgment, go far in finding the Miſtaln 
of Writers. - 

1 pretend not that any thing of mine can be c 
rect. This Poem, Face wh was contrived and 
Fig in Jon eeks, though * hindrid 
by many Accidents from a ſpeeay reſentation 
which would have 125 its lt E — ng 4 : 

Yet the Scenes. are every where unbroken, and 
the Unities of Place od Tome more exattly kept, 
than perhaps is requiſite in a Tragedy; or at leaf, 
than I have ſince præſerv d them in the Conqueſt of 
Granada. | a 5 

hade not every where obſerved the Equality of 
Numbers, in my Verſe ; partly by reafon of my Haſte; 
but more eſpecially, becauſe I would not have ny 
Senſe a Slave to Syllables. | 

Tis eaſy to diſcover, that I have been very bold 
in my Alteration 4 the Story, which of it ſelf was 
too barren for a Play: And, that I have taken from 
the Church two Martyrs, in the Perſons of Porphy- 
rius and the E 1 who ſuffer d for the Chriſti- 
an Faith, under the Tyranny of Maximin. 

I have ſeen a French Pi, called the Mariyr- 
dom of St. Catharine: - But thoſe who have read 
it, will foon clear me you ftealing out of ſo dull an 
Author. I have only berrotod a Miſtake from him, 
"of one Maximin for another : Fer finding bim in 
the French Poet calPd the Son . a T hracian Herd/- 
man, and an Alane Woman, I too eafily believ'd him 


#9 have been the fame Maximin mention din Herodian. 


Till afterwards, conſulting Euſebius and Meta boy 


0 


des, 1 found the Frenchman had betray d me into. an 
Error (when it was too late to alter it) by miſtaking 
that fir ſt Maximin for a ſecond, the Contemperary 
Conſtantine the Great, and one of the Uſurpers of t 
Faftern Empire. 

neither was the other Name of my Play more 
Firtunate: For, as ſome, who had heard of a Tra- 
gech of St. Catharine, imagin'd I had taken my Plot 
from thence ;, ſo.others, who had heard 7. another Play 
alld L'Amour Tyrannique, with the ou Igno- 
rauce, accus d me to have borrow'd my Deſign from 
it, becauſe I have accidentally given my Play the ſame 
Title; not having to this Day ſeen it: And knowing 
only by Report, that ſuch a Comedy is extant in French, 
under the Name of Menſieur g 

As for what I have ſaid of Aſtral or Aerial Spirits, 
it is no Invention of mine, but taken from thoſe who 
have written on that Subject. Whether there are ſuch 
Beings ar not, it concerns not me; "tis {cient for my 
Purpeſe, that many have believ'd the Affirmative : 
And that theſe Heroick Repreſentations, which are of 
the ſame Nature with the Epick, are not limited, but 
with the extreame/ſ} Bounds of what is credible. 

Fir the little Criticks, who pleas d themſelves with 
thinking, they have found a Flaw in that Line 4 the 
Prolague, (And he who ſervilely creeps. after Senſe, 
is ſafe, . as if I patroniz d my own Nonſenſe, I 
may reaſonably ſuppoſe they have never read Horace. 
derpit humi tutus, c. are his Words: Fe, who 
creeps after plain, dull, common Senſe, is ſafe from 
committing Abſurdities ; but can never reach any heighth, 
or excellence of Wit: And ſure I could not mean, that 
any Excellence were to ; "omg in Nonſenſe. With 
the ſame Ignorance or alice, they would accuſe me 
fir fins, empty Arms, when I writ of a Ghoſt or 


Shadnw; which has cnly the Appearance of a Body or 
Limbs, 


1 
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Limbs, and is empty or void Fleſp and Blood; any 


vacuis amplectitur ulnis, was an £ preſſion of Ovid'; 
on the ſame Subject. Some Fool before them, had charg' 
me in The Indian Emperor with Nonſenſe in the(; 
Words, And follow Fate, which does too faſt purſue, 
Which was borreto d from Virgil, in the fixth of his 
FEneids, Eludit gyro interior, ſequiturque wo cr 
¶ quote not theſe to prove, that I never write Nonſenſe; 
but only to ſhew that they are ſo unfortunate as noi ty 
have found it. * 
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PROLOGUE. 


Q Love (which never rightly underſtood) 

Make Poets flill conclude their Plays are good. 
tid Malice in all Criticks, reigns fo high, 

That for ſmall Errors, they whole Plays decry. 

Y that to ſee this Fondneſs, and that Spite, 

ud think that none but Mad. men judge or write, 
Therefore our Poet, as he thinks not fit 

P impoſe upon you, what he writes, for Wit. 

$1 hopee, that leaving you your Cenſures free, 

You equal Fudges of the whole will be: 8 
They judge but half, who only Faults will ſee. 

Puts, lite Lowers, ſhould be bold and dare, 

They ſpoil their Buſineſi with an Over-care. 

And he who ſervilely creeps after Senſe, 

h ſafe, but ne er will reach an Excellence. 

Hence tis our Poet, in his Conjuring, 

Alu d his Fancy the full Scope and Swing. 

But when à Tyrant for his Theme he had, 

He hoos'd the Reins, and bid his Muſe run mad: 
nd thi) he flumbles in a full Career; 

Jet Raſbneſi is a better Fault than Fear. 

He ſaw his Way; but in ſo fwift a Pace, 

To chuſe the Ground, might be to loſe the Race. 
They then, who of each Trip th Advantage take, 
Find but thoſe Faults, which they want Wit to make. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 
Maximin, Tyrant of Rome, Major Mohun, 
Porphyrius, Captain of the Pretorian 5 My. Hart 
Bands, : p 
Charinus, the Emperor's Sor, Mx. Harris. 
Placidius, à great Officer, My. Kynaſton, 
us, N 5. M.. Lydal. 
— ny 7 Tribunes of the Army, 1. To | 


Nigrinus, a Tribune and Conjure, Mr. Beeſton. 


Amariel, Guardian- ] to St. Ca- 
tharine, | "7 $ Mr. Bell. 


Apollonius, a Heathen Philoſopher, Mr. Cartwright. 


— 


WOM E N. 


Berenice, Vite to Maximin, Mrs. Marſhal. 
Valeria, Daughter to Maximin, Mrs. Ellen Guyn, 
St. Catharine, Princeſs of Alexandria, Mrs. Bowtell. 


Felicia, her Mother, Mes. Knepp. 
Erotion, Mrs. Uphill. 
Cydnon, $ Atten dan Fs Mrs. Eaſtland. 


5 CE NE, the r oX Maximin, under the 
Aquileia. 
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Ac T L SCENE I. i 
SCENE, 4 Camp or Pavilion Royal. | 


ner Maximin, Charinus, Placidius, Albinus, Vale. 
rius, Apollonius, and Guards. 
MAxIMIX. 
5 1 my — 2 have with Succeſs 
.. "a crown'd ; A 
Dy And found no Stop, or vanquiſh'd what 
_ they found. | 
The German Lakes my Legions have 
6 wo o'erpaſt, | 
With all the Bars which Art or Nature caſt : 5 | 
My Foes, in watry Faſtne ſſes inclos'd, | 
ought, alone, to their whole War expos'd. | 
Did firli the Depth of trembling Marſhes ſound, | 
| 
| 


ind fix'd my Eagles in unfaithful Ground: 
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By Force ſubmitted to the Roman Sway 
Fierce Nations, and unknowing to obey: 

And now, for my Reward, ungrateful Rome, 
For which I fought abroad, rebels at home. 


Ah. Yet tis their Fear which does this War maintam: 


They cannot brook a Martial Monarch's Reign : 
Your Valour would their Sloth too much accule ; 
And therefore, like themſelves, they Princes chuſe. 
Plac. Two tame gown'd Princes, who at eaſe debate, 
In lazy Chairs, the Buſineſs of the State: | 
Who reign : but while the People they can pleaſe, 
And only know the little Arts of Peace. 
Char. In Fields they dare not fight, where Honour calls; 
But breathe a faint Defiance from their Walls. 
The very Noiſe of War their Souls does wound ; 
They quake but hearing their own Trumpets ſound. 
Val. An eaſy Summons but for Form wait, 
And to your Fame will open wide the Gate. 
Plac. I wiſh our Fame that ſwift Succeſs may find; 
But Conqueſts, Sir, are eaſily deſign'd : 
However ſoft within themſelves they are, 
To you they will be valiant by Deſpair : 
For having once been guilty, well they know 
Io a revengeful Prince they ſtill are ſo. | 
Alb. Tis true, that, ſince the Senate's Succours came, 
They grow more bold. | 
ARE: That Senate's but a _ : 
ey are Pageant Princes which they e; 
That Pow'r ——— away, they would partake. 
'Two equal Pow'rs, two different Ways will draw, 
While each may check, and give the other Law. 
True, they ſecure Propriety and Peace ; 
But are not fit an Empire to increaſe. : 
When they ſhould aid their Prince, the Slaves diſpute 3 
And fear Succeſs ſhould make him abſolute. 
They let Foes uer, to ſecure the State, - 
And lend a Sword, whoſe Edge themſelves rebate. 
Char. When to increaſe the Gods you late are gone 
PI ſwiftly chuſe to die, or reign alone: 
- But theſe half Kings our Courage cannot fright ; 
The thrifty State will bargain ere they fight: 


Give 
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Give juſt ſo much for every Victory; 
And rather loſe a Fight, than over-buy. 
Max. Since all Delays are dangerous in War, 
Your Men, Albinus, for Aſſault prepare ; 
Criſpinus and Menephilus, T hear, 
Two Conſulars, theſe Aguileians chear ; 
By whom they may, if we protract the time, 
be taught the Courage to defend their Crime. 
Plac . Put off th' Aſſault but only for this Day: 
No Loſs can come by ſuch a ſmall Delay. 
Char. We are not ſure To-morrow will be ours: 
Wars have, like Love, their favourable Hours : 
Let us uſe all, for if we loſe one Day, 
That white one, in the Crowd, may ſlip away. 
Max. Fate's dark Receſſes we can never find; 
Buc Fortune at ſome Hours to all is kind; 
The Lucky have whole Days, which till they chuſe; 
m VUnlacky have but Hours, and thoſe they loſe. 
Plac. J have conſulted one, who reads Heav'n's Doom, 
Aud ſees, as preſent, things which are to come. , 
'Tis that Nigrinus, made 4 our Command 
A Tribune in the new Pannonian Band. 
Him have [ ſeen, (on [fer's Banks he ſtood, 
„Where laſt we winter'd) bind the head-long Flood 
In ſudden Ice; and where moſt ſwift it flows, 
In cryſtal Nets the wond'ring Fiſhes cloſe. 
Then, with a Moment's Thaw, the Streams inlarge, 
And from the Meſh the twinkling Gueſts diſcharge. 
In a Vale, or near ſome ruin'd Wall, 
He would the Ghoſts of ſlaughter' d Soldiers call; 
Who flow to wounded Bodies did repair, 
And loth to enter, ſhiver'd in the Air ; 
; W Theſe his dread Wand did to ſhort Life compel, 
And forc'd the Fates of Battles to foretel. 
Max. Tis wond'rous ſtrange ! But, good Placidius, ſay, 
What propheſies Nigrinus of this Day? 
Plac. In a lone Tent, all hung with black, I ſaw 
Where in a Square he did a Circle draw: 
Four Angles, made by that Circumference, 


Bore holy Words inſcrib'd, of myſtick Senſe. 


— — — — 


When 
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When firſt a hollow Wind n to blow, 
The Sky grew black, and d down more low, 
Around the Fields did nimble Lightning play, 
Which offer'd us by fits, and ſnatch'd the Day. 
Midſt this, was heard the ſhrill and tender Cry 
Of well-pleas'd Ghofts, which in the Storm did fly ; 
Danc'd to and fro, and skim'd along the Ground, 
Till to the Magick Circle they were bound. 
They courſing it, while we were fenc'd within, 
We ſaw this dreadful Scene of Fate begin. 
Char. Speak without fear; what did the Viſion ſhe? 
Plac. A Curtain drawn preſented to our view 
A Town beſieg d; and on the neighb'ring Plain 
Lays heaps of viſionary Soldiers flain. 
A riſing Miſt obſcur'd the y Head 
Of one, who in Imperial Robes lay dead. 
Near this, in Fetters ſtood a Virgin, crown'd ; 
Whom many Cupids ftrove in vain to wound: 
A Voice, 'T'o-morrow, ſtill To-morrow rung : 
Another J, ſo Pæan fung. 
Char. Viſtons and Oradics ſtill doubtful are, 
And ne'er expounded till th* Event of War. 
The Gods Fore-knowledge on our Swords will wait: 
If we fight well, they muſt fore-ſhow good Fate. 
To them a Centurion. 
Cent. A riſing Duſt which troubles all the Air, 
And this way travels, ſhews fome Army near. 
Char. I hear the Sound of Trumpets from afar. 


[Exit Albinws, 


Max. It ſeems the Voice of Triumph, not of War. 
To them Albinus again. 

Alb. Health and Succeſs our Emperor attends : 

The Forces marching on the Plain, are Friends. 

Porphyrius, whom you Zgypt's Pretor made, 

Is come from Alexandria to your Aid. 

Max. It well becomes the Conduct and the Care 

Of one ſo fam'd and fortunate in War. 

You muſt reſign, Placidius, your Command, 

To him I promis'd the Prætorian Band. 

Your Duty in your ſwift Compliance ſhow, 


Iwill provide ſome ether Charge for you. Plat. 
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Flac. May Cæſar's Pleaſure ever be obey'd 
With that Submiſſion, which by me is paid. 
Now all the Curſes Envy ever knew, 

Or could invent, Porphyrias purſue. [ Afede. 

Abb. Plactdius does too — bear his Loſs ; 

[7o Charinus, 
This new Pretender will all Pow'r ingroſs: 
All things muſt now by his Direction move; 
And you, Sir, mutt reſign your Father's Love. | 

Char. Yes; every Name'to his Repute muſt bow 3. 
There grow no Bays for any other Brow. 

He blaſts m my early Honour in the Bud, 

Like ſome tall T'ree, the Monſter of the Wood, 
0'er-ſhading all which under him would grow, 
He ſheds his Venom on the Plants below. 

Alb. You muſt ſome noble Action undertake,. 
Equal with his your own Renown to make. 

Char. Jam not for a flothful Envy born, 

l do't this Day, in the dire Viſion's Scorn. 

He comes: We two, like the twin Stars appear; 
Never to ſhine together in one Sphere. [ Exit cum * 
| Enter Porphyrius attended. 

Max. Porphyrins, welcome, welcome as the Light. 

To chearful Birds ; or as to Lovers, Night. 
Welcome as what thou bring'ſt me, Victory. 

Por. That waits, Sir, on your Arms, and not on me. 
You left a Conqueſt more than half atchiev'd ;. 

And for whoſe Eafineſs I almoſt griev'd. 

Yours only the tian Laurels are; 

bring you but the Reliques of your War. 

The Chriſtian Princeſs, to receive your Doom, 
b from her conquer'd Alexandria come. 

Her Mother in another Veſſel ſent 

AStorm ſurpriz'd ; nor know I the Event: 

Both from your Bounty muſt receive their State; 
Or muſt on your triumphant Chariot wait. 

Max. From me they can — no Grace, whoſe Minds 
An execrable Superſtition blinds mand, 

Apol. The Gods, who rais'd you to the World's Com- 


Require theſe Victims from your gratefal Hand. « 
or. 
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Por. To Minds reſolv'd, the Threats of Death are vain ; 


'They run to Fire, and there enjoy their Pain : 
Not Mucius made more haſte his Hand t'e 
To greedy Flames, than their whole Bodies thoſe. 


Max. How, to their own Deſtruction, they are blind! 


Zeal is the pious Madneſs of the Mind. 
Por. They all our fam'd Philoſophers defie ; 
And would our Faith by force of Reaſon try, 
Apol. I beg it, Sir, by all the Pow'rs Divine, 
That in their Right, this Combat may be mine. 
Max. It ſhall, and fifty Doctors of our Laws 
Be added to you, to maintain the Cauſe. | 
Enter Berenice the Empreſs, Valeria Daughter t the 
Emperor, Erotion. 


Plac. The Empreſs and your Daughter, 'Sir, are here, 


Por. What Dangers in thoſe charming Eyes appear 


| [Looking on the Empreh, 
How my old Wounds are open'd at this view ! 
And in my Murd'rer's Preſence bleed anew.! 
Max. I did expect your coming, to partake 
[To the Ladis. 


The general Gladneſs which my Triumphs make. 
You did Porphyrius as a Courtier know, 
But as a Conqueror behold him now. 

Ber. You know (I read it in your bluſhing Face) 7; Por. 

To merit, better than receive a Grace :. 

And I know better ſilently to own, 

'Than with vain words to pay your Service done: 
Por. Princes, like Gods, reward ere we deſerve ; 

[ Kneeling to kiſ; her Haul 

And pay us in permitting us to ſerve. 

O might I ſtill grow here and never move! ¶ Lower: 
Ber. How dangerous are theſe Ecſtaſies of Love! 

He ſhews his Paſſion to a thouſand Eyes 

He cannot ſtir, nor can I bid him riſe ! 

That Word my Heart refuſes to my Tongue! [4/6 
Max. Madam, you let the General kneel too long. 
Por. Too long! as if Eternity were ſo ! Aſii. 
Ber. Nile good Porphyrius, . it muſt be ſo.) Af. 

Por. Like Hermits from a Viſion I retire; { 57 

With Eyes too weak to ſee what I admire. [fe 


E 
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yal. The Empreſs knows your Worth ; but, Sir, there 
be [To Porphyrius, auho kiſſes her Hand. 
Thoſe who can value it as high as ſhe. 
aud tis but juſt (ſince in my Father's Cauſe 
You fought) your Valour ſhould have my Applauſe. 
Plac. O Jealouſie, how art thou Fagle-ey'd [ 
ee loves; and would her Love in Praiſes hide: 
How am I bound this Rival to purſue, 
Who raviſhes my Love and Fortune too ! [ Afede. 
[4 dead March within, and Trumpets. 
Max. Somewhatof mournful, ſure, my Ears does wound; 
like the hoarſe murmurs of a Trumpet's ſound, 
And Drums unbrac'd, with Soldiers broken Cries.. 
Enter Albinus. | 
Minus, whence proceeds this diſmal Noiſe ? 
. Too ſoon you'll know what I want words to tell. 
Max. How fares my Son ? Is my Charinus well ? 
Not anſwer me! Oh my prophetick Fear! | 
4. How can I ſpeak; or how, Sir, can you hear # 
Imagine that which you would moſt deplore,, 
Aud that which I would ſpeak, is it, or more. 
Max. Thy mournful Meſſage in thy Looks I read: 
I; he (oh that I live to ask it) ? 
Alb. Si (laſt: 
Max. Stay; if thou ſpeak'ſ that word, thou ſpeak'i thy 
dome God now, if he dares, relate what's paſt : 
dy but he's dead, that God ſhall mortal be. 
Alb. Then, what I dare not ſpeak, look back and ſee: 
[ Charinus born in dead by Soldiers. 
Max. See nothing, Eyes, henceforth, but and Wo, 
You've done me the worſt Office you can do. 
You've ſhown me Deſtiny's prepoſt*rous Crime; 
An unripe Fate ; diſclos'd ere Natures time. 
Plac. Aſſwage, great Prince, your Paſſion, leſt you ſnow 
There's ſomewhat in your Soul which Fate can bow. 
Por. Fortune ſhould by your Greatneſs be controul'd 3. 
Arm your great Mind, and let her take no hold. 
Max. To tame Philoſophers teach Conſtancy 3 
There is no further uſe of it in me. 
Gods (but why name I you 


— 
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All that was worth a Pray'r to you is gone ;) 
I ask not back my Virtue, but my Son. 

Alb. His 400 great Thirſt of Fame his Ruin brousi 
Though, Sir, beyond all human Force he fought. 
Plac. This was my Viſion of this fatal Day 

Alb. With a fierce haſte he led our Troops the Way: 
While fiery Show'rs of Sulphur on him rain.) 
Nor left he, till the Battlements he 2 , 
There with a Foreft of their Darts he ſtrove ; 

And flood like Capancus defying Fee. 

With his broad Sword the Boldeſt beating down, 
While Fate grew pale left he ſhould win the Town, 
And turn'd the Iron Leaves of its dark Book, | 
To make new Dooms, or mend what it miſtook ; 
Till ſought by many Deaths, he ſunk though late, 
And by his Fall afferted doubtful Fate. 

Val. Oh my dear Brother] whom Heay'a let us fee, 
And would not longer ſuffer him to be! 

Max. And didſt not thou a Death with Honour chuſe, 


To Alb 
But impudently liv'ſ to bring this News? l 
After his Loſs how did'ſt thou dare to breath? 
— But thy baſe Ghoſt ſhall follow him in death. 
A Decimation I will ſtrictly make 
Of all, who my Charinus did forſake. 
And of each Legion, each Centurion 
Shall die: Placidius, ſee my Pleaſure done. 
Por. Sir, you will loſe, by this Severity, 
Your Soldiers Hearts. 4 
Max. Why, they take Pay to die. 
Por. Then ſpare Albinus only. 
Max. I conſent 
To leave his Life to be his Puniſhment. | 
Diſcharg'd from Truſt, branded with Infamy, 
Let him live on, till he ask leave to die. 
Ber. Let me petition for him. 
Max. I have faid : 


And will not be intreated, but obey'd. 
But, __ whence does your Co n grow? ꝰ 
Ber. You need not ask it, ſince my Birth you know 


The 
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The Race of Antoxines was nam'd the Good: 4 
I draw my Pity from my Royal Blood. : 
Max. Still muſt I be upbraided with your Line? 


I know you — it in Contempt of mine. 
But your late Brother did not prize me leſs, 
Becauſe I could not boaſt of Images. 
And the Gods own me more, when they decreed 
A Thracian Shepherd ſhould your Line ſucceed. 
Ber. The Gods! O do not name the Pow'rs divine; 
They never mingled their Decrees with thine. 
My Brother gave me to thee for a Wife, 
And for my Dowry thou didſt take his Life. 
Max. The Gods by many Victories have ſhown, 
That they my Merits and his Death did own. 
Ber. Yes : They have own'd it; witneſs this juſt Day, 
When they begin thy Miſchiefs to repay. 
See the Reward of all thy wicked Care, 
Before thee thy Succeſſion ended there. 
Vet, but in part my Brother's Ghoſt is pleas'd : 
Reſtleſs till all the groaning World be eas'd. 
For me; no other Happineſs I own, 
Than to have born no Iſſue to thy Throne. 
Max. Provoke my Rage no farther, leſt I be 
Reveng'd at once upon the Gods and thee. 
Por. What horrid Tortures ſeize my lab'ring Mind ! 


Ale. 


* 


O, only excellent of all thy Kind ! 
Te hear thee threatned while I idle ſtand : 
Heav'n! was I born to fear a Tyrant's Hand ? 
m_ Ber. Hence from my Sight—thy Blood, if thou 
doſt ſtay , 
Ber. Tyrant! too well to that thou know ſt the way. 
| [ Gomg. 
Por. Let baſer Souls from falling Fortunes fly ; 


| PII pay my Duty to her, though I die. [ Exit, leading her. 


Max. What made Porphyrius ſo officious be? 
The Action look'd as done in Scorn of me. 

Val. It did, indeed, ſome little Freedom ſhow 3 
But ſomewhat to his Services you owe. 

Max. Vet if I thought it his Preſumption were |, 

Plac. Perhaps he did not your Diſpleaſure hear. 


Vol. II. * Max. 


I will this Day my L ſar hum creme : 
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Max. My Anger was too loud, not to be heard. 
. Plac. I'm loth 40 think he did it not zegard. 1 

Max. Hoem, — 

Val. Placidius, 'you toment, 
On too light Grads my Father's Diſcontent. 
But when an Action does two Fares wear, 
111 

t Knowing chat Reſpett there refis \ 
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e went to ſerve Em ror: : And -deſign'd 
Only to calm the Tempett in ber Mind, 
Left ſome Sedition in the Camp Ahould riſe 
Mar. I ever him Loyal as he's wile. 
Since thereſere all the Gads their ſpi — ſhown 
To rob my Age of a ſurccative 
And you who now remain 
The only Iſſue of my armer Bed, 
In Empire cannetby your Sex ſucosed: 
To bind Porgbyr ius — 10 the State, 


A — 


— 


And, Daughter, I wall give ham you = Wife. 
Val. O the ſbeſt — of my Liſe 
Plac. O Day, the: moſt accurſt I ever knew ! | dt. 
Max. See tomy Son' dench funeral Due: 

Then to the Toils af War ue will return, 

And make our Enemies our Loſſes mourn. Eo 
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SCENE De Ryal Camp. 
Enter Berenice aud Porphyrius. 


O-phyrins, you too far did tempt your Fate, 
In owning her the Emperor does Hate. 


2 


Tis true, your Duty to me it became ; 

But, praiſing that, I muſt year Conduct blame. 

Por. Not to have own'd my Zeal at {u:h a t me, 
Were to Sin higher than your Tyrant's Crime. 


Fer. 


We Rovrant Maar va. 4 


Ber: Twas too much, my 2 Gaccompany 3 

A filent Wiſh had been enough for me. 

Por. Wiſhes are Aids faint Servants may ſupply, 
Who ask Heav'n ſor you What therafelves deny. 
Could 1 do leſs than my ReſpeRt to pay, 

Where I before had 7 my Heart away ? 

Ber. You fail in you ſeem to bear, 
When you ſpeak Words unffe for me to bear. 

Por. Yet you did pnee acopt cheſe Vows I paid. 

Ber. Thoſe Vows were then to Bearenvee malle; 
But cannot now be heard without a Shu, 
When offer d to the Wiſe of Maximin. | 

Por. Has, then, the Change of Fortune chang? 

Ah ! why are you not Berenice ſtill? 0 

To Maximin you once declar d your Hate. 

Your Marriage was a Sacrthce to th” State: 

Your Brother made it to ſecure his Throne, 

Which this Man made a Step to mount tt on. 
Ber. Whatever Maximin has been, or is, 

Jam to bear, fince Hezv'n has made me his. 

for Wives, who muſt themſelves of Pow'r diveſt, 

When they love blindly, for their Peace love beſt. 
Por. If mutual Love be vow'd when Faith you plight, 

Then he, who forfeits firſt, has loſt his Right. 

Ber. Husbands a forfeiture of Love may make; 

But what avails the Forfeit none can take ? 

As in a general Wreck 

The Pirate ſinks with his ill-gotten Gains, 

And nothing to another's uſe remains: 

do, by his Loſs no Gain to you can fall : 

The Sea, and vaſt Deſtruction ſwallows all. 
Por. Yet he, who from the Shore, the Wreck deſcries, 

May lawfu'ly inrich him with the Prize. 
Ber. Who ſees the Wreck, can yet no Title plead, 

Till he be ſure the Owner firſt is dead. 

Por. If that be all the Claim I want to Love, 

This Pirate of your Heart I'll ſoon remove; 

And, at one Stroke, the World and you ſet free. | 
Ber. Leave to the Care of Heav'n that World and me. 
Por. Heav'n as its Inſtrament my Courage ſends. 
Ber. Heay'n ne'er ſent thoſe _ fight for private Ends, 
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We both are bound by Truſt, and muſt be true: 
I to his Bed, and to his Empire you. 
For he who to the Bad betrays his Truſt, 
Though he does good, becomes himſelf unjuſt. 
Por. When Brutus did from Cz/ar Rome redeem, 
The Act was good. | 
Ber. = But was not good in him. 
You ſee the Gods adjudg'd it Parricide, 
By dooming the Event on Cæſar's Side. 
*Tis Virtue not to be oblig'd at all ; 
Or not conſpire our rs Fall. 
Por. You doom me then to ſuffer all this Ill, 
And yet I doom my ſelf to love you ſtill. 
Ber. Dare not Porphyrizs ſuffer then with me, 
Since what for him, I for my ſelf decree ? 
Por. How can I bear thoſe Griefs you diſapprove ? 
Ber. To eaſe em, I'll permit you ſtill to love. 
Por. That will but haſte my Death, if you think ft 
Not to reward, but barely to permit. 4. 
Love without Hope does like a Torture wound, 
Which makes me reach in pain, to touch the Ground! 
Ber. If Hope, then, to your Life ſo needful be, 


Hope ſtill. 
Por. Bleſt News! 
Ber. But hope, in Heav'n, not me. 


Por. Love is too noble ſuch Deceits to uſe, 
Referring me to Heav'n, your Gift I loſe. 
So Princes cheaply may our Wants ſupply, 
When they give that their Treaſurers 

Ber. Love blinds my Virtue: If I longer flay, 
It will grow dark, and I ſhall loſe my Way. 

Por. One Kits from this fair Hand can be no Sin; 
Lask not that you gave to Maximin. | 
In full Reward of all the Pains I've paſt, 

Give me but one. 

Ber. Then let it be your laſt. 

Por. ' Tis gone! 


Like Soldiers prodigal of their Arrears, 


One Minute ſpends the Pay of many Years. 


Let but one more he added to the Sum, 
Ard pay at once for all my Pains to come. 


Fe. 


The ROYAL ManTyR, 413 


ger. Unthrifts will ſtarve, if we before- hand give: 
5 LPalling back her Hand. 
Il ſee you ſhall have juſt enough to live. * wk 
X Enter Erotion. 
Ero. Madam, the Emperor is drawing ner: 
And comes, 244 ſay, to ſeek Porplyrius here. 


Ber. Alas 
Por. - I will not ask what he intends ; 


My Life, or Death, alone, on you-depends. 
Ber. I muſt withdraw; but muſt not let him know.  - 


| | [ {/age. 


How hard the Precepts of my Virtue ms ! 
But whate'er Fortune is for me deſign'd, | 
Weet Heav'n, be ſtill to brave Porphyrius kind! 
[ Exit cum Erotion. 
Por. She's gone unkindly, and refus'd to caſt | 
One Glance to feed me for ſo long a Faſt. 
| Enter Maximin, Placidius, and Guard:. 
Max. Porphyrius, ſince the Gods have raviſh'd one, 
lcome in you to ſeek another Son. 
Succeed him then in my Imperial State; 
Succeed in all, but his antimely Fate. 
If adopt you with no better Grace, 
Pardon a Father's Tears upon my Face, 
And give em to Charinus' Memory: 
May they not prove as ominous to thee. 


P. With what Misfortunes Heav'n torments me ſtilll 


Why muſt I be eblig'd to one ſo ill? [Afede. 
Max. Thoſe Offers which I made you, Sir, were ſuch, 
No private Man ſhould need to balance much. 
Por. Who durſt his Thoughts to ſuch Ambition lift? 


[ Kneeling. 
be Greatneſs of it made me doubt the Gift.\ 
The Diſtance was ſo vaſt, that to my View 
it made the Object ſeem at firſt untrue ; 
And now *tis near, the ſudden Excellence 
Strikes through, and flaſhes on my tender Senſe. | 
Max. Yet Heav'n and Earth, which ſo remote appear, 
[ Raiſing him. 
dee by the Air, which flows berwixt 'em, near. 
3 
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And *rwixt us two my Daughter be the Chain, 
One End with me, and one with you remain. 
Por. You preſs me down with ſuch a glorious Fate, 
Kneeling again 
I canpor rife againſt the mighty Weight. 
Permit l may retire ſome little ſpace, 
And gather Strength to bear ſo great a Grace. [ Bx.bowig, 
Plac. How Love and Fortune laviſhly contend, 
Which ſhould Porphyrins Withes moſt befriend ! 
The Midſtream's bis; I, creeping by the Side, 
And fhoulder'd off by his impetuous Tide. [ Afide, 
Enter Valerius haflity. 
Val. J hope my Bufineſs may my Haſte excuſe ; 
For, Sir, I bring you molt furprizing News. 
The Chriftian Princeſs in her Tent confers 
With fifty of your learn'd Philoſophers ; 
Whom with fuch Eloquence ſhe does perſuade, 
That they are Captives to her Reaſons made. 
I left em yielding up their vanquiſh'd Cauſe, 
And all the Soldiers ſhouting her A 3 
Ev'n Apolhnius does but faintly ſpeak, 
Whoſe Voice the Murmurs of th Aſſiſtants break. 
Max. Conduct this Captive Chriftian to my Tent; 
She ſhall be brought to ſpeedy Puniſhment. 
J muſt in time ſome Remedy provide, [Exit Val. 
Leſt this — — Error ſpread too wide. 
Plac. T' in Zeal you muſt no Mercy ſhow: 
For, from Religion all Rebellions grow. 


Max. The filly Crowd, by faQious Teachers brought 


To think that Faith untrue their Youth was taught, 

Run on in new Opinions hli bold; | 

Neglect, contemn, and then aſſault the Old. 

Fh infectious Madneſs ſeizes every part, 

And from the Head diſtils upon the Heart. 

And firſt they think their Prince's Faith not true, 

And then proceed to offer kim a New; 

Which if refus'd, all Duty from em caſt, 

To their new Fanh they make new Kings at laft. 
Plac. "Fhoſe Ills by Male-contents are often wrought, 

That by their Prince their Duty may de bought. 
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head thoſe holy Factions which hate, 
7 i their Paty Rs 7 
But, Sir, the Tribune is already here 
With your fair Captive. | 
Max. Bid em both _ 

Enter St. Catharine, Valerius, Apollonias, and Guard:, 
See where ſhe comes with that high Air and Mein, 
Which marks, in Bonds, the Greatneſs of a Queen. 
What Pity 'tis ! — but I no Charms muſt ſee 
In her who to our Gods is Enemy — 

Fair Foe of Heav'n, whenee comes this haughty Pride? 


| [Ta hey. 
Or is it Frenzy does your Mind mifguide | 
To ſcorn our Worſhip, and new Gods to find? 
S. Cath. Nor Pride, nor Frenzy, but a ſettled Mind, 
Erlightned from above, my Way does mark. 
Max. Though Heav'n be clear, the Way to it is dark. 
8. Cath. But where our Reaſon with our Faith does go, 
We're both above a—_— and below. 
But Reaſon with your fond Religion fights ; 
For many Gods are many Infinites : 
This to the firſt Phil was known, 
Who, under various Names, ador'd but one, 
Though your vain Poets after did miſtake, 
Who ev'ry Attribute a God did make. 
And ſo obſcene their Ceremonies be, 
As Men loath, and Cate bluſh'd to ſee. 
War is my Province; Prieſt, why ſtand you mute? 
You gain by Heav'n, and therefore ſhould 2 
In all Religions, as in ours, there are 
Some ſolid Truths. and ſome things Popular. 
The Popular in pleaſing Fables lie, 
The Truths, in Precepts of Morality. 
And theſe to human Life are of that uſe, 
That no Religion can ſuch Rules produce. 
8. Cath. let the whole Diſpute concluded be 
Betwixt theſe Rules, and Chriftianity. 
Atol. And what more noble can your Doctrine preach. 
Than Virtues which Philoſophy does tach? 
To keep the Paſſions in ſevereff Awe, 
To live to. Reafon ¶ Nature“ — 
| 4 
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To follow Virtue, as its own Reward ; 


And Good and Ill, as things without, regard. [ gave; 

S. Cath. Yet few could follow thoſe ſtrict Rules they 
For human Life will human Frailties have : 

And Love of Virtue is but barren Praiſe, 
Airy as Fame : Nor ſtrong enough to raiſe 
The Actions of the Soul above the Senſe. 
Virtue grows cold without a Recompence. 
We virtuous Acts as Duty do regard; 
Yet are * to expect Reward. 

Apol. By how much more your Faith Reward aſſur es 
So much more frank our Virtue is than yours. 

S. Cath. Blind Men! you ſeek ev'n thoſe Rewards you 
But ours are ſolid ; yours an empty Name. [ blame: 
Either to open Praiſe your Acts you guide, 

Or elſe reward your — with ſecret Pride. 

Apol. Vet ſtill our moral Virtues you obeyʒ 
Ours are the Precepts, though apply'd your Way. 

S. Cath. Tis true, your V irtues are the ſame we teach 
But in our Practice they much higher reach. 

You but forbid to take another's Due, 

But we forbid ev'n to defire it too. 

Revenge of Injuries you Virbae call ; 

But we Forgiveneſs of our Wrongs exto! : 

Immodeſt Deeds you hinder to be wrought, 

But we proſcribe the leaſt immodeſt Thought. 

So much your Virtues are in ours refin'd, 

That yours but reach the Actions, ours the Mind. 

Max. Anſwer in ſhort to what you heard her Ho 

| | [To Apol. 

Apol. Where Truth prevails, all Arguments are weak. 
To that convincing Power I muſt give place : 

And with that 'Truth that Faith I will embrace. 

Max. O Traitor to our Gods ; but more to me; 
Dar'ſ thou of any Faith but of thy Prince's be? 

But ſure thou rav'it ; thy fooliſh Error find: 
Caſt up the Poiſon that infects thy Mind; 
And ſhun the Torments, thou art ſure to feel. 

Apol. Nor Fire, nor Torture, nor revenging Steel 
Can on my Soul the leaſt Impreſſion make: 
How gladly, 'Truth, I ſuffer for thy fake ! 


Once 
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Once I was ignorant of what was ſo; 
But never can abandon Truth I know: 
My Martyrdom I to thy Crown prefer; 
Fruth is a Cauſe for a Philoſopher. 
S. Cath. Loſe not that Courage which Heav'n does 
_— ; [To Apol. 
But fearleſs go to be baptiz'd in Fire. 
Think 'tis a Triumph, not a Danger near: 
Give him your Blood; but give him not a Tear. 
Go, and prepare my Seat: And hovering be 
Near that bright Space which is reſerv'd for me. 
Max. Hence with the Traitor; bear him to his Fate. 
Apjol. Tyrant, I fear thy Pity, not thy Hate: 
A Life eternal I by Death obtain. 
Max. Go, carry him, where he that Life may gain. 
| [Ex. Apol. Val. and Guards. 
Plac. From this Enchantreſs all theſe Ills are come: 
You are not fafe till you pronounce her Doom. 
Each Hour ſhe lives a Legion ſweeps away; 
She'll make your Army Martyrs in a Day. ep 
Max. Tis juſt: This Chriſtian Sorcereſs ſhall die. 
(Would I had never prov'd her Sorcery :) 
Not that her charming Tongue this Change has bred ; 
I fear tis ſomething that her Eyes have ſaid. * 
love; and am — it ſnould be ſeen. [LAlde. 
Plac. Sir, ſhall ſhe die? | 
Max. Conſider ſhe's a Queen. | 
Plac. Thoſe Claims in Cleopatra ended were... 
Max. How many Cleopatra's live in her! [¶Aſide. 
Plac. When you condemn'd her, Sir, ſhe was a Queen. 
Max: No, Slave; ſhe only was a Captive then. 
S. Cath. My joyful Sentence you defer too long. 
Max. I never knew that Life was ſuch a Wrong. 
But if you needs will die : It ſhall be ſo. 
—— Yet think it does from your Perverſeneſs flow. 
Men fay, indeed, that I in Blood delight; 
But you ſhall find Haſte, take her from my Sight: 
— For Maximin I have. too much confeſt :. 
And for a Lover not enough expreſt 
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Abſent, I may her Martyrdom decree; 
But one Lock amen will make that Martyr me. 

': — S. Cath. guarded. 
Flac. What is it, Sir, that ſhakes your mighty Mind? 
Max.Somewhat F am aſham'd that thou ſhould find. 
Plac. If it be Love which does your Soul poſſeſs — 
Max. Are you my Rival, that ſo ſoon you gueſs ? 
Plac. Far, mighty Prince, be ſuch a Crime from me ; 


3 | . 
Which, with the Pride, includes Impiety. 
Could yeu forgive it, yet the Gods above 
Would never pardon me a Chriſtian Love. 

Max. Thou ly'ſt:— There's not a God inhabits there, 
But for this Chriſtian would all Heav'n forſwear. 
Ev'n Jede would try more Shapes her Love to win: 
And in new Birds, and unknown Beaſts would fin : 
At leaft, if Joe could love like Maximin. . 

Plac. A Captive, Sir, who would a Martyr die? 

Max. She courts not Death, but ſhums Captivity. 
Great Gifts, and greater Promiſes I'll make; 

And what Religion is't, but they can ſhake ? 

She ſhall live high: Devotion in diftreſs | 
Is born, but vamſhes in Happineſs. [Exit Max. 
Plac. folus. His Son fergot, his Empreſs unappeas'd; 

How joon the Tyrant with new Love is ſeiz d! 
Love various Minds does variouſly inſpire : 

He ſtirs, in gentle Natures, vendh Fire, 

Like that of Incenſe on the Altars laid : 

But raging Flames tempeſtuous Souls invade. 

A Fire which every windy Paſſion blows ; 

With Pride it mounts, and with Revenge it glows. 
But I accurs'd, who ſervilely muſt move ; 

And ſooth his Paſſion for his Daughter's Love! 
Small Hope, tis true, attends my mighty Care; 
Bit of all Paſſions Love does laſt deſpair. [Exit 
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ACT WE SC ENR K 
SCENE, The Roya} Pavilion. 
Maximin, Placidius, Gzards and Attendidinis: 
Max. I His Love, that never could my Youth en | 
T Peeps out his coward Head to dare my o 
Where haſt'thou-been thus lang, thou ſleeping Form, 
That wak*ft like drowſy Seamen in a Storm? | 
A fallen Hour thou chuſeſt for thy Birth: 
My Love ſhoots up in Tempeſts, as the Farth 
Is ſtirr'd and loofen'd in a blufring Wind, 271 
Whoſe Blaſts to waiting Flowers her Womb unbind, , 
Plac. Forgive me, if I fay your Paſſions are 
So rough, as if in Love you would make War. 
But Love is ſoft | 
And with foft Beauty tenderly complies; 
In Lips it laughs, and languiſhes in Eyes. | 
Max. There let it laugh; or, like an Infant, weep :-- 
I cannot ſuch a fupple Paſſion keep. | 
Mine, Riff with Age, and ſtubborn as my Arms, 
Walks upright ; ſtoops not to, but meets her Charms. 
Plac. Yet Fierceneſs ſuits not with her gentle Kind, 
They brave Aſſaults; but may be undermin'd. 
Max. Till I in thoſe mean Arts am better read, 
Court thou,. and fawn, and flatter in my ſtead. 


Enter S. Catharine. 
She comes ; and now, methinks, I could obey : 
Her Form thro* me, and my Heart gives way: 


This Iron Heart, which no Impreſſion took. 
From Wars, melts down,. and runs, if ſhe but look.. 
[Exit Maximin. 
Plac. Madam, I from the Emperor am come 
8 your Virtue, and reverſe your Doom. 
He thinks, whatever your Religion be, ; 


This Palm is owing to your Conſtancy. 
S. Cath. 


—* 


420 TyrANNick Lovz; Or, 


S. Cath. My Conſtancy from him ſeeks no Renown 
Heav'n, that propos'd the Courſe, will give the Crows, 
Plac. But Monarchs are the Gods Vicegerents here; 
Heav'n gives Rewards; but what it gives, they bear: 
From Heav'n to you th' /Zg yptian Crown is ſent, 
Yet tis a Prince who does the Gift preſent. 

S. Cath. The Deity I ſerve, had he thought fit, 
Could have preſerv'd my Crown unconquer'd yet: | 
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But when his ſecret Providence deſign'd 

To level that, he levell'd too my Mind; 

Which, by contracting its Deſires, is taught 

The humble Quiet of poſſeſſing nought. | 
Plac. 'To Stoicks leave a Happineſs ſo mean : 

Your Virtue does deſerve a nobler Scene. 

You are not for Obſcurity defign'd : | 

But, like the Sun, muſt cheer all human Kind. | | 

S. Cath. No Happineſs can be, where is no Reſt: 
'Th unknown, untalk'd-of Man is only bleft. 
He, as in ſome ſafe Cliff, his Cell does keep, 

From thence he views the Labours of the Deep: 
The Gold-fraught Veſſel which mad Tempeſts beat, 
He ſees now vainly make to his Retreat : 

And, when from far, the tenth Wave does appear, 
Shrinks up in ſilent Joy, that he's not there. 

Plac. You have a Pilot who your Ships ſecures ; 
The Monarch both of Earth and Seas is yours. 
He who fo freely gives a Crown away, 
Yet aſks no Tribute but what you may pay. 
One Smile on him a greater Wealth beſtows, 
Than Egypt yields, when Nilus overflows. 

S. Cath. I cannot wholly innocent appear, 
Since I have liv'd ſuch Words as theſe to hear. 
O Heav'n, which doſt of Chaſtity take care 
Plac. Why do you loſe an unregarded Pray'r ?_ 

If Happineſs, as you believe, be Reft, 

That Quiet ſure is by the Gods poſſeſt: 
ITis Greatneſs to neglect, or not to know. 
The little Bufineſs of the World below. 

S. Cath. This Doctrine well befitted him, whe thought 
A eaſual World was from wild Atoms wrought : ol 

| * ut 


| 
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But ſuch an Order in each Chance we ſee, 
(Chain'd to its Cauſe, as that to its Decree,) 
That none can think a Workmanſhip ſo rare 
Was built, or kept, without a Wor 's Care. 
To them Maximin, Attendants and Guards. 
Max. Madam, you from Placidius may have heard. 
Some News, which will your Happineſs regard. 
For what a greater Happineſs can be 
Than to be courted, be lov'd by me?. 
Th' /Zgyptian Crown I to. your Hands remit; 6 
And, with it, take his Heart who offers it. [She turns afide, 
Do you my Perſon and my Gift contemn ? 
S. Cath. My Hopes purſue a brighter Diadem. 
Max. Can any brighter than the Roman be ? 
I find my proffer'd Love has cheapen'd me: 
Since you negle& to anſwer my Deſires, 
Know, Princeſs, you ſhall burn in other Fires. 
— Why ſhould you urge me to ſo black a Deed ? 
Think all my Anger did from Love p a 
S. Cath. Nor Threats nor Promiſes my Mind can move: 
Vour furious Anger, nor your impious Love. 
Max. The Love of you can never impious be; 
You are ſo pare — 
That in the AQ *twould. change th' Impiety. 
Heav'n would unmake it Sin 
S. Cath. I take my ſelf from thy deteſted Sight: 
To my Reſpect thou haſt no longer Right: 
duch Power in Bonds true Piety can have, | 
That I command, and thou art but a Slave. [ Ex. S. Cath. 
Max. To what a Height of Arrogance ſhe ſwells ! 
Pride or Ill-nature ſtill with Virtue dwells ; 
Her, Death ſhall ſet me free this very Hour: 
—— but is her Death within a Lover's Pow'r ?. 
Wild with my Rage, more wild with my Deſire, 
Like meeting Tides but mine are 'Tides of Fire. 
What petty Promiſe was't that caus'd this Frown? _ 
Elac. You heard: No leſs than the _Zg yptian Crown. 
Max. Throw g ypt's by, and offer in the ſtead, 
Offer the Crown on Berenice's Head. 
I am reſoly'd to double till I win ; | 
About it ſtraight, and ſend Porphyrius in. [Ex. Plac. 


We 
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We look like Eagles tom ring in the Sky; 
While her high fill raiſes mine more high, 
him Porphyrius. 

Por. J come, Sir, to expect Commands. 
Max. My Happineſs les only in thy Hands. 
And, fince I have adopted thee my Son, 

I'll keep no Secret from thy Breaft unknown. 
Led by the Int'reſt of my rifing Fate, 

J did Could this Empreſs whom I hate: 

And therefore with: lets Shame I may declare, 
That I the Fetters of thy Captive wear. © 

Por. Sir, you amaze me with ſo ſtrange a Love. 

Max. Pity, my Son, thoſe Flames you diſapprove. 
The Cauſe of Love can never be aſſign d; 

"Tis in no Face, but in the Lover's Mind. 

Por. Yet there are Beauties which attract all Heart: 

And all — yt to their Darts : 
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Whoſe out diſpute, we grant ;. 
Such Graces, ur Empreſs does not want. 
Max. Beauty has 


And can no more to every Heart be fo, 

Than any Coin thre? every Land can go. 

Some ſecret Grace, which is but ſo to me, 

Tho' not ſo great, may yet more pow'rful be: 

All guard themſelves when ſtronger Foes invade ; ; 
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Yet, by the Weak, Surprizes may be made : 
Bur you, my Son, are not to judge, but aid. 
Por. What is it, Sir, you can require of me? 
Max. I would from Berenices Bonds be free; 
This Voke of M from us both remove, 
Where two are bound to draw, tho” neither love. 
Por. Neither the Gods nor Man will give conſent 
To put in Practice your unjuſt Intent. 
Max. Both muſt conſent to that which I * 
Por. The Soldiers love her Brother's M 
And for her ſake ſome Mutiny will ſtir. | 
Max. Our Parting therefore— ſhall be 139 by her. 
Go, bid her ſue for a Divorce, or die; 
I'll cut the Knot, if ſhe will not untie : 
Haſte to pre her, and thy ſelf return; 
Thy Hoes orch this Day with mine ſhall burn, [Ex. 
Por. 
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Por. Rather my Puneral-torch ; — for tho" I know 
yaleria's fair, and that ſhe loves me too, 
'Gainſt her Soul is arm'd on every part: 
Yet there are Rivets to my Heart, 
Where Beymice's Charms have found the way, 
dubtile as 19 but more fierce than they. 
How ſhall I this avoid, or gain that Love! 
So near the Rock, I to the Port muſt move. 
e him — attendod. | 
Val. as, now my Joy I may expreſs, 
Nor longer hide the Love I muſt poſſeſs, 
Should I have ſtay'd till Marriage made us one, 
Vou might have thought it was by Duty done; 
But of my Heart I now a Preſent make ; 
And give it you; ere it. be yours to take ; 
Accept it as when early Fruit we ſend : 
And let the Rareneſs the ſmall Gift. commend.  - 
Por. Great Monarchs, like your Father, often give 
What is above a Subject to receive. | 
But faithful Officers ſhould countermand, 
And ſtop the Gift that paſſes thro” their Hand: 
And to their Prince that Maſs of Wealth reſtorex- 
Which Iaviſh'd thus, would make whole Nations poor. 
Val. But to this Gift a double Right you have : 
My Father gives but what before I gave. 
Per. In vain you ſuch unequal Preſents male, 
Which 1 till want Capacity to take. 
Such fatal Bounty once the Gau/s did ſhow ;- 
They threw their Rings, but threw their Targets too. 
Bounty ſo plac'd does more like Ruin look ; | 
You pour the Ocean on a narrow' Brook. 
Val. Yet, if your Love before prepares a Boat, 
The Stream ſo pour'd, drowns not, but makes it float. 
Por. But when the Veſſel is on Quiek-fands caſt, 
The flowing Tide does more the finking haſte. _ 
Val. And on what Quick ſands can your Heart be thrown 2 
Can you a Love beſides Yaleria's own ? 
Por. If he who at your Feet his Heart would lay, 
Be met with firſt, and robb'd upon the way, 
You may indeed the Robber's Strength accuſe, 
But pardon him who did the Preſent loſe. 


Val. 
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Val. Who is this Thief that does my Right poſſeſs 
Name her, and then we of her Strength may gueſs, —. 
From whence does your unwonted Silence come ? 
Por. $he bound and gagg'd me, and has left me dumb, 
Val. But of my Wrongs I will aloud complain : 
Falſe Man, thou would' excuſe thy ſelf in vain: 
For thee I did a Maiden's Bluſh forſake ; 
And own'd a Love thou haſt refus'd to take. 
Por. 3 — _=_ a Miſer * his Store, 
Who ps ps, till he can hold no more; 
And „Len di Strength is wanting to his Mind, 
Looks back, and ſighs on what he left: behind. 
Val. No, I reſume that Heart thou didſt poſſeſs; 
My Father ſhall my Injuries redreſs : 
With me thou loſeſt his Imperial Crown, 
And ſpeedy Death attends upon his Frown. 
Por. You may revenge your Wrongs a nobler way ; 
Command my Death, and I. will ſoon. obey. - 
Fal. No, live; for on thy Life my Cure depends: 
In Debtors Deaths all Obligation ends: 
"Twill be ſome Eaſe Ungrateful thee to call; 
And, Bankrupt-like, fay, truſting him loſt all. 
Por. Upbraided thus, what gen'rous Man would live 
But Fortune will revenge what you forgive. 
When I refuſe, (as in few Hours I muſt) | 
This offer d Grace, your Father will be juſt. 
Val. Be juſt ! fay rather he will cruel prove, 
To kill that only Perſon J can love. 
Vet ſo it is! 
Your Int'reſt in the Army is ſo high, 
That he muſt make you his, or you muſt die 
It is reſol vd ! whoe'er my Rival be, ¶ 4/ide, after a Pauſe. 
TIL. ſhow that I: deſerve him. more than ſhe. 
And if at laſt he:does ungrateful prove, . 
My Conſtancy it {elf rewards my Love. [Ex. 
Por. She's gone, and gazing round about, I ſee 
Nothing but Death, or glorious Miſery. ; 
Here Empire ſtands, if ; Pare) Love diſplace ; 
There, hopeleſs Love, with more Imperial Grace : 
Thus, as a ſinking Hero compais'd round, 


Beckons his braveſt Foe tor his laſt Wound, 


And. 
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And him into his Part of Fame does call, 
ll turn my Face to Love, and there I'll fall. 
To him Berenice, and Erotion. 
Ber. I come, Porphyrius, to congratulate 
This happy Change of your exalted Fate : 
You to the Empire are, I hear, deſign'd ; 
And fair Valeria muſt th' Alliance bind. 
Por. Would Heav'n had my Succeſſion fo decreed, 
That I in all might Maximin ſucceed ! 
He offers me th'lmperial Crown, tis true: 
] would ſucceed him, but it is in yOu. 
Ber. In me ! I never did accept your Love: 
But you, I ſee, would handſomely remove: 
And I can give you leave, without a Frown : 
I always thought you merited a Crown. 
Por. I never ſought that Crown but on your Brow ; 
But you with ſuch Indiff*rence would allow 
My. Change, that you have kill'd me with that Breath : 
[ feel your Scorn cold as the Hand of Death. 
Ber. You'll come to Life in your Valeria's Arms: 
'Tis true, I cannot boaſt of equal Charms ; 
Or if I could, I never did admit 
Your Love to me, but only ſuffer'd it. 
I am a Wife, and can make no return; 
And 'twere but vain, in hopeleſs Fires to burn. 
Por. Unkind ! can you whom only I adore, 
Set open to your Slave the Priſon-door ? 
You uſe my Heart juſt as you would afford 
A fatal Freedom to ſome harmleſs Bird, 
Whom, breeding, you ne'er taught to ſeek its Food; 
And now let fly to periſh in the Wood. | 
Ber. Then, if you will love on, and diſobey, 
And loſe an Empire for my ſake, you may. 
Will a kind Look from me pay all this Score, 
For you well know you muſt expect no more? 
Por. All I deſerve it will, not all I wiſh : 
But I will brave the Tyrant's Rage, for this. 
If I refuſe, my Death muſt needs enſue ; 
But you ſhall ſee that I dare die for you. 
Ber, Would you, for me, | 


426 Tr AAN Lo vz; Oy, 


A Beauty, and an Empire too deny ? 
I love you now fo well —— that you fhall die. 
Die mine; t all I can with Honour give: 
Nor ſhoufd you die, if, after, I would live. 
But when your Marriage and your Death I view, 
That makes you fafe, but this will you true. 
Por. Unbind thy Brows, and look: abroad to fee, 
O mighty Love, thy mightieft Victory 
Ber. And yet is there no ether way to try? 
*Tis hard to ſay I love, and let you die. 
Por. Yes, there remains ſome Help which you might 


ve, 

If . . would die ſor Love, would hve. 

Ber. If Death for Love be ſweet, fare Life is more: 
Teach me the Means your Safety to reſtore. 

Por. Vour Tyrant the Zgyptian Princets loves ; 
And to that height his fwelling Paſſion. moves, 
That, fearing in your Death the Soldiers Force, 
He from your Bed does ftudy a Divorce. 

Ber. TiC Ag yptian Princeſs I diſputing beard, 


And as a Miracle her Mind 
But yet I wiſh that this Divorce be true. [Gives her Hand; 
Por. "Tis, Madam, but it muſt be fought by you. 
By this he will all Mutinies prevent; | 
And this, as well, ſecures your own Content. 
Ber. I hate this Tyrant, and his Bed I loath; 
But, once ſubmitting, I am ty d to both: 


Thoſe Faults, which blame our Choice when they az |} 


ſpy'd. 

Por. — all the World his Crimes are known, 
And by himſelf the Civil War's begs; 
Would you th* Advantage of the Fight delay, 

If, ftriking firſt, you were to win the Day? 

Ber. I would, like Fews, upon their Sabbath fall: 
And rather than ſtrike firſt, not ſtrike: at all. - 

ur 
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Por. Againſt your ſelf you ſadly propheſy : 
Vou either this Divorce muſt ſeek, or die. 
Ber. Then Death from all my Griefs ſhall ſet me free. 
Por. And would you rather chuſe your Death, than me? 
Ber. My earthy Part- 
Which is my Tyrant's Right, Death will remove, 
Tl come all Soul and Spirit te your Love. 
With filent Steps I'II Glow you alb Day, 
Or elſe before you, in the Sun-beams, play.. 
I lead you thence to melancholy Groves, 
And there repeat the Scenes of our paſt Loves.. 
At Night, I will within your Curtains peep ; 
With empty Arms embrace you while y lleep. 
pl vo grrmenty often. will _— 
along, before ye. 
All 44 — your Bed 1 will —— 
But guard it moſt from any future Love. 
And when at laſt, in pity, you will die, 
TU watch your Birth of Immortality: 
Inn 
˖ f in open . Tr 
2 N ie Berenice cum ion. 
Per. She has but done what Honour did requaze : 
Nor can I blame that Love, which I admire. 
But then her Death 
Pl! ſtand betwixt, it —— Heart: 
We will be ſtack together on his Dart. 
But yet the Danger not ſo high does — 
I'll charge Death firſt, perhaps repulſe too. 
But if, O er- power d, I muft be overcome; | 
Forc'd back, Pll fight each Inch into my Tomb. [ Eu. 
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Enter Placidius, and Nigrinus ; Nigrinus aifb tuo 
drawn Swords, held upward in his Hands. 


Plac. AL other Means have fail'd to move her Heart; 

a Our laſt Recourſe is, therefore, to your Art. 
Nig. Of Wars, and Bloodſhed, and of dire Events, 

Of Fates, and fighting Kings, their Inſtruments, 

I could with greater Certainty foretel ; 

Love only does in Doubts and Darkneſs dwell. _ 

For, like a Wind, it in no Quarter ſtays ; 

But points and veers each Hour a thouſand ways, 

On Women Love depends, and they on Will; 

Chance turns their Orb, while Deſtiny fits ſt ll. 
Place. Leave nothing unattempted in your Pow'r: 

Remember you oblige an Emperor. 
Nig. An earthy Fiend by Compact me obeys ; 

But him to light Intents J muſt not raiſe. 

Some Aſtral Forms I muſt invoke by Pray'r, 

Fram'd all of pureſt Atoms of the Air; 

Not in their Natures ſimply good or ill ; 

But moſt ſubſervient to bad Spirits Will. 

Nakar of theſe does lead the mighty Band, 

For eighty Legions move at his Command: 

Gentle to all, but, far above the reſt, 

Mild Nakar loves his ſoft Damilcar beſt. 

In _ Chariots they together ride ; | 

And fip the Dew as thre? the Clouds they glide : 

Theſe are the Spirits which in Love have Pow'r. 
Plac. Haſte, and invoke em in a happy Hour. | 
Nig. And ſo it proves: For, counting ſev n from Noon, 

Tis Venus Hour, and in the wexing Moon. _—_ 
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With Chalk I firit deſcribe a Circle here, 
Where theſęe /Etherial Spirits muſt appear. 
Come in, come in; for here they will be ſtrait: 
Around, around, the Place I fumigate : 
My Fumigation is to Venus, juſt : 
The Souls of Roſes, and red Coral's Duſt : 
A Lump of Sperma Ceti ; and to theſe 
The Stalks and Chips of Lignum Ales. 
And, laſt, to make my Fumigation gaod, 
'Tis mixt with Sparrows Brains, and 1M Blood. 

| [Nigrinus tales up the Swords. 
They come, they come, they come! I hear 'em now. 

Plac. A death-like Damp fits cold upon my Brow, 

And miſty Vapours ſwim before my Sight. 

Nig. They come not in a Shape to cauſe your Fright, 
Nakar and Damilcar deſcend in Clouds, and ſing. 
Nakar. Hark, my Damilcar, ve are calÞd below ! 

Dam. Let us go, let us go! 
Go to relieve the Care 
0 ing Lovers in Deſpair ! 

or Merry, e e wwe ſail from the Faſt, 
Half tippled at a Rainbow Feaſt. 
am. In the bright Moon: ſbine while Winds whiſtle loud, © 

Tivy, tivy, tivy, wwe mount and we fly, 
All racking along in a downy white Claud: 
And left our Load from the Sky ſhould prove too far, 
We flide on the Back of a new-falling Star. 

Nakar. And drop from above 
in a Gelly of Lowe! 

Dam. But now the Sun's down, and the Element's red, 
The Spirits of Fire againſt us make bead 

Nakar. They muſter, they 7 85 like Gnats in the Air: 
Alas! 1 pa leave thee my Fair; * 
And te my light Horſe-men repair. 

Dam. O fay, for you need not to fear em to-night ; 
The Wind is for us, and blows full in their Sight © 
And o'er the wide Ocean we fight! ; 
Like Leaves in the Autumn our Foes will fall daun; 
And hiſs in the Water | 

Both. And hiſs in the Water, and drown! 


Nakar. 
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Nakar. But their Men lie ſecurely intrenchil in a Cloud 

And a Trumpeter Hornet to Battle ſound; loud. 

Dam. Now Mortals that fby 

How abe tilt in the Shy, 

With wonder auill gaze : 

And fear ſuch Ements as will v er come to paſs ! 
Nakar. Stay you to perform what the Men aul pave dart. 
Dam. Then call me again auben the Battel is wm, 
Both. So ready and quick is a Spirit of Aut 

"To pity the Lover, and fuccour the Fair, 

That, filent and fwift, the little ſoft God 
Js here witha Wh, and is 72 euith a M. 

Ivhe Clouds part, Watar flies up, and Damilrar down. 
Neg. I charge thee, Spirit, ſtay; and by che Pow'r 

{To Damilcar, 

Of Natar's Love, and of this holy Wand 

On the North Quarter af my Cirele ftand. 

(Sev'n Foot around for my Defence T take!) 

To all my Queftions faithful Anſwers make, 

So may'ſt thou live thy thouſand Years in Peace; 

And ſee thy airy Progeny increaſe: 

So mayſt thou ſtill continue young and fair, 

Fed by the Blaſt of pure Ætherial Air. 

And, thy full Term expir'd, without all Pain, 

Diflobve into thy Aſtral Source again. 

Dam. Name not my hated Rival Gemory, 

And I'll ſpeak true what&er thy Queſtions be. 

Nig. Thy Rival's hated Name TI will refrain: 

8 ſball the Emperor his Love obtain? [be 
Dam. Few Hours ſhall paſs before your Emperor ſhall 

Pofle(s'd of that he loves, or from that Love be free. 

Pla. Shall I enjoy that Beauty I adore ? 

Dam. _ Suppliant-like, ere long, thy Succour ſhall 
ore : 

And thou with her thou lov'ſt in Happineſs may'ſ live, 

If ſhe not dies before, who all thy Joys can give. 
Nig. Say, what does the /Zg ypzian Princeſs now ? 
Dam. A gentle Slumber fits upon her Brow. 
Nig. Go, ſtand before her in a golden Dream: 

Set all the Pleaſures of the World to ſhow, 

And in vain Joys let her looſe Spirit flow. 


Dan. 
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d: Dan. Twice fifty Tents remove her from your ſight, 
But I'll cut through em all with Rays of Light: 
And covering other Objects to your Eyes, 
Show where intranc' d in ſilent Sleep ſhe hes. 


Damilcar famps, and the Bed ariſes with St. Catharine 
in it. | 


| Damilcar Singing. 
Jeu pleaſing Nene of Love and fuser Delight, 
Appear before this lumb"ring Virgin's fight < 
Soft Viſons ſet her free 
From mournful Pity. 
x Let her fad Thoughts Bran retire 3 
And let the melancholy Love 
r. MW Of thoſe remoter Foys above 
An Cn Jprightly Free. 
Let purbing Streams be in ber Fancy fen; 
and flow'ry Meads, aud Y ales of cheerful Green : 
ind in the miq of deathieſs Growes 
fbi Wifhes lie, 
And ſmiling Hopes faſt by, 
And juft beyond am ever-layghing Lowes. 


A SCENE of a Paradiſe is Jiftouered. 


Plac. Some pleaſing Object do her Mind employ 3 
For on her Face I cad a wandring Joy. 


n 
Dam. 4b bow faveet it is to love ! 
Ab how gay is yaung Defire ! 


And what pleajing Pains ae prove 
1 When we jir/t approach Love's Fire ! 
Pain, of Love be Frubeter far 
) Than all other Pleaſures are. 


Stghs aubich are from Lowers blown, 

Do but gently heave the Heart: 

Ew'n the Tears they ſhed alone, 

Cure, lite trickling Balm, their Smart. 

Levers 
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Lowers when they boſe their Breath, 
Bleed away in eaſy Death. 


Love and Time with Rewverence uſe, 
Treat 'em like a parting Friend: 
Nor the golden Gifts refuſe 
Which in Youth fincere ts fend: 
For each Year their Price is more, 


Aud they beſs fimple than before. 


Love like Spring-Tides full and high, 
Srwells in every yout 775 Vein: 
But each Tide does leſs ſupply, 
Till they quite forink in again: 
If a Flow in Age appear, 
Tis but Rain, and runs not clear. 


At the End of the Song a Dance of Spirits. After which 

Amariel, the Guardian. Angel of St. Catharine, 4. 
ſcends to ſoft Muſick,” with a flaming Scuord. The 
Spirits crawl off the Stage amazedly, and Damilcar 
runs to @ Corner of it. | 
Amar. From the bright Empire of eternal Day, 

Where waiting Minds for Heav'n's Commiſion ſtay, 

Amariel flies: (A darted Mandate came 

From that Will which moves this mighty Frame, 

Bid me to thee, my Royal Charge, repair, 

To guard thee from the Dzmons of the Air ; 

My flaming Sword above em to diſplay, 

{All keen and ground upon the Edge of Day ;) 

The Flat to ſweep the Viſions from thy Mind, 

'The Edge to cut 'em through that ſtay behind.) 

Vain Spirits, you that ſhunning Heav'n's high Noon, 

Swarm here beneath the Concave of the Moon, 

W hat Folly, or what Rage your Duty blinds, 

To violate the Sleep of holy Minds? 

Hence, to the Taſk aſſign'd you here below : 

Upon the Ocean make bud Tempeſts blow: 

Into the Wombs of hollow Clouds repair, 

And cruſh out Thunder from the bladder'd Air. 


From 
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From pointed Sun- beams take the Miſts they drew, 
And ſcatter em again in pearly Dew: 
And of the bigger Drops taey d ain below, 
Some mould in Hail, and others ſtamp in Snow. 
Dam. Mercy, bright Spirit; I already feel 
The piercing Edge of thy immortal Steel : 
Thou, Prince of Day, from Elements art free: 
And I all Body when compar'd to thee. 
Thou tread'ſt th' Abyſs of Light! 
And where it ſtreams with open Eyes canſt go: 
We wander in the Fields of Air below : 
Changelings and Fools of Heav'n : and thence ſhut out, 
Wildly we roam in Diſcontent about : 
Groſs-heavy-fed, next Man in Ignorance and Sin, 
And ſpotted all without, and dusky all within. 
Without thy Sword J perifh by thy Sight, 
I reel, and ſtagger, and am drunk with Light. 
Amar. If e er again thoa on this Place art found, 
Full fifty Years I'll chain thee under Ground: 
The Damps of Earth ſhall be thy daily Food : 
All ſwoln and bloated like a dungeon Toad : 
And when thou ſhalt be freed, yet thou ſhalt lie 
Gaſping upon the Ground, too faint to fly; 
lag below thy Fellows in the Sky. 
Dam. O pardon, pardon this accurſed Deed, 
And I no more on Magick Fumes will feed ; 
Which drew me hither by their pow'rful Steams. 
Amar. Goexpiate thy Guilt in holy Dreams. Ex. Dam. 
But thou, ſweet Saint, henceforth diſturb no more 
f [To S. Cath. 
With Dreams not thine, thy Thoughts to Heav'n reſtore. 
[Ve Angel aſcends, and the Scene ſputs. 
Nig. Some holy Being does invade this Place, 
And from their Duty does my Spirits chaſe. 
I dare no longer near it make abode : 


No Charms prevail againſt the Chriſtian's God. [ Exit. 


Plac. How doubtfully theſe Speters Fate foretel ! 
In double Senſe, and twilight Truth they dwell : 
Like fawning Courtiers for Succeſs they wait, 
And then ceme ſmiling, and declare for Fate. 

U Enter 
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Enter Maximin and Porphyrius, attended by Valerius 
and Guards. 
But ſee, the Tyrantand my Rival come: 
J, like the Fiends, will flatter in his Doom: 
None but a Fool diſtaſtful Truth will tell, 
So it be new and pleaſe, *tis full as well. 
| [Plac. whiſpers with the Emperor, who ſeems pleaſed, 
Max. You a me 72 News, which I'll re. 
By Hopes we are for coming Joys prepar'd : ward ; 
Poſſeſs her Love, or from "be * be free — b 
Heav'n ſpeaks me fair: If ſhe as kind can prove, 
I ſhall poſſeſs, but never quit my Love. | 
Go, tell me when ſhe wakes [Exit Plac. 
[Porphyrius ſcems to beg ſomething of him, 
— — hyrius,'no ; 
She has refus'd, and I will keep my Vow. 
Por. For your own ſake your cruel Vow defer ; 
The Time's unſafe, your Enemies are near. | 
And to diſpleaſe your Men when they ſhould fight —— 
Max. My Looks alone my Enemies will fright ; | 
And o'er my Men [I'll ſet my careful Spies, 
To watch Rebellion in their very Eyes, 
No more, I cannot bear the leaſt Reply. 
Por. Yet, Tyrant, thou ſhalt periſh ere ſhe die. Adi. 1 
| Enter Valeria. 
| Valeria here! how Fortune treats me ſtill 
| With various Harms, magnificently III! | 
| Max. Valeria, I was ſending to your 'Tent, [To Val. I 
| But my Commands your Preſence does prevent. 
| 'This is the Hour, wherein the Prieſt ſhall join F 
Your holy Loves, and make Porphyrius mine. 
| Val. Now hold, my Heart, and Venus I implore, 


Be Judge if ſhe he loves deſerves him more. [ Aſide. $ 
Por. Paſt Hope! and all in vain I would preſerve 14 
| My Life, not for my ſelf, but her I ſerve. [ Afrde. 
| Val. I come, great Sir, your Juſtice to demand. T 
| | To the Emperor. 
Max. You cannot doubt it from a Father's Hand. . 
Por. Sir, I confeſs, before her Suit be known; 8 


And by my ſelf condemn'd, my Crime I own. : A 
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{ have refus'd —— 
Val. Peace, peace, while I confeſs 
I have refus'd thee for Unworthineſs. 
Por. I am amaz'd. . 
Max. — What Riddles do you uſe? 
Dare either of you my Commands refuſe ? 
Val. Yes, I dare own howe'er twas wiſely done 
T*adopt ſo mean a Perſon for your Son: 
So low you ſhould not for your Daughter chuſe: 
And therefore, Sir, this Marriage I refuſe. 
Max. Youlik'd the Choice when firſt I thought it fit. 
Val. I had not then enough conſider'd it. 
Max. And you have now confider'd it too much: 
Secrets of Empire are not ſafe to touch. 
Por. Let not your mighty Anger riſe too high ; 
Tis not Valeria merits it, but J. 
My own Unworthineſs ſo well I knew, 
That from her Love I conſciouſly withdrew. 
Val. Thus rather than endure the little Shame N 
To be refus'd, you blaſt a Virgin's Name. 
You to refuſe, and I to be deny d! 
Learn more Diſcretion, or be taught leſs Pride. 
Por. O Heav'n, in what a Lab'rinth am I led! 
I could get out, but ſhe detains the Thread ! 
Now muſt I wander on, till I can ſee, | 
Whether her Pity or Revenge it be! [ Aide. 
Max. With what Child's Anger do you think you play ? 
PI] puniſh both, if either diſobey. 
Val. Since all the Fault was mine, I am content 
Porphyrius ſhould not ſhare the Puniſhment. 
Por. Blind that I was till now, that could not ſee 
"Twas all th* Effect of Generoſity. 
She loves me, ev'n to ſuffer for my ſake ; 
And on her ſelf would my Refuſal take. LAlide. 
Max. Children to ſerve their Parents Int'reſt live. 
Take heed what Doom againſt your ſelf you give. [To Val. 
Por. Since ſhe muſt ſuffer, if I do not ſpeak, 
'Tis time the Laws of Decency to break. 
dhe told me, Sir, that ſhe your Choice approv'd: 
And (tho' I bluſh to own it) ſaid ſhe lov'd. 
U : Lov'd 
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Lov'd me deſertleſs, who, with Shame, confeſt 
Another Flame had ſeiz d upon my Breaſt. 
Which when, too late, the . Princeſs knew, 


And fear'd your Juſtice would my Crime purſue, 
Upon hetſelt ſhe makes the Tempeſt fall, 
And my Refuſal her Centempt would call. 
Val. He raves, Sir, and to cover my Diſdain, 
Unhandſomely would his Denial feign. 
And all Means failing him, at laſt would try 
1*uſurp the Credit of a Scorn, and die. 
But — let him live: — His Puniſhment ſhall be 
The Grief his Pride will bring for loſing me. 
Max. You both obnoxious to my juſtice are; 
And, Daughter, you have not delery'd my Care. 
Tis my Command you ſtritly guarded be, 
Till your fantaſtick Quarrel you agree. 
Por. Sir 
Max. I'Il not hear you ſpeak, her Crime is plain, 
She owns her Pride, which you perhaps may feign. 
She ſhall be Priſoner till ſhe bend her Mind 
'To that which is for both of you deſign'd. 
Val. Yowll find it hard my Free-born Will to bound. 
Max. I'll find that Pow'r o'er Wills which Heav'n ne'er 
Free- will's a Cheat in any one but me: found. 
In all but Kings, tis willing Slavery. 
An unſeen Fate which forces the Deſire: 
The Will of Puppets danc'd upon a Wyre. 
A Monarch is 
Tue Spirit of the World in every Mind; 
He may match Wolves to Lambs, and make it kind. 
Mine is the Buſineſs of your little Fates : 
And though you war, like petty wrangling States, 
You're in my Hand ; and when I bid you ceaſe, 
You ſhall be cruſh'd together into Peace. 
Val. Thus by the World my Courage will be priz'd ; 


Seeming to ſcorn, who am, alas, deſpis'd: A 
Dying tor Love's, fulfilling Honour's Laws; 
A ſecret. Martyr while I own no Cauſe. [Exit Val. 


Max. 
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Max. Porphyrius, ſtay ; there's ſomething I would hear: 
You ſaid you lov'd, and you muſt tell me where. 

Por. All Heav'n is to my ſole Deſtruction bent. [ Ade 

Max. You would, it ſeems, have leiſure to invent. 

Por. Her Name in pity, Sir, I muſt forbear, 

Leſt my Offences you revenge on her. 

Max. My Promiſe for her Life I de engage. 

Por. Will that, Sir, be remember'd in your Rage ? 

Max. Speak, or your Silence more my Rage will * 
'Twill argue that you Rival me in Love. 

Por. Can you believe that my ambitious Fla:ne 
Should mount ſo high as Berenices Name? 

Max. Your Guilt dares not approach what it would hide; 
But draws me off, and (Lapw ng-like)flies wide. | 
'Tis not my Wife, but Miſtreſs, you adore : 

Though that affront, yet this offends me more. 
Who courts my Wife —— 

Does do my Honour more injurious prove. 

But he who courts my Miſtreſs, wrongs my Love. 

Por. Th' Ag yptian Princeſs ne'er could move my 

Max. You could not periſh by a nobler Dart. ¶ Leart. 

Por. Sir, I preſume not Beauties to compare ; 

Ba in my Eyes my Princeſs is as fair. 

Max. Your Princeſs! then it ſeems, though you deny 
Her Name you love, you own her Quality. 

Por. Though not by Birth or Title ſo; yet ſhe 
Who rules my Heart, a Princeſs is to me. 

Max. No, no --— 

'Tis plain that Word you unawares did uſe, | 
And told a Truth which now you would excuſe. 
Beſides my Wife and Miſtreſs, here are none 
Who can the Title of a Princeſs own. 

Por. There is one more 
Your Daughter, Sir: Let that your Doubt remove. 

Max. But ſhe is not that Princeſs whom you love. 


Por. I nam'd not Love, tho' it might doubtful ſeem ; | 


She's fair ; and is that Princeſs I eſteem, 
Max. Go, and to Paſſion your Eſteem improve, | 
While I command her to receive your Love. {Exit Por. 


U.3 Enter 
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Enter St. Catharine. 
S. Cath. I come not now, as Captive to your Pow'r, 
To beg; but as high Heav'n's Embaſſador, 
The Laws of my Religion to fulfil: | 
Heav'n ſends me to return you Good for III. 
Your Empreſs to your Love I would reſtore ; 
And te your Mind the Peace it had before. 
Max. While in another's Name you Peace declare, 
Princeſs, you in your own proclaim a War. 
Yeur too great Pow'r does your Deſign oppoſe ; 
You make thoſe Breaches which you ftrive to cloſe. 
S. Cath. That little Beauty which too much you prize, 
Seeks not to move your Heart, or draw your Eyes : 
Your Love to Berenice is due alone: 
Love, like that Pow's which I adore, is one. 
When ſixt to one, it fafe at Anchor rides, 
And dares the Fury of the Winds and Tides: 
But loſing once that Hold, to the wide Ocean born, 
It drives away at will, to every Wave a Scorn. 
Max. If to new Perſons I my Love apply. 
The Stars and Nature are in fault, not 1: 
My Loves are like my old Prætorian Bands, 
Whoſe arbitrary Pow'r their Prince commands : 
I can no more make Paſſion come or go, 
Than you can bid your Nilus ebb or flow. 
"Tis lawleſs, and will love, and where it liſt : 
And that's no Sin, which no Man can refilt : 
Thoſe who impute it to me as a Crime, 


Would make a God of me before my Time. 


S. Cath. A Gad indeed, after the Roman Style, 
An Eagle mounting from a kindled Pile : 
But you may make your ſelf a God below : 
For Kings who rule their own Deſires, are ſo. 
You roam about, and never are at reft ; 
By new Deſires, that is, new Torment, till poſleſt. 
Qualmiſh and loathing all you had before: 
Yet with a ſickly Appetite to more. 
As in a fev'riſh Dream you ſtill drink on; 
And wonder why your Thirſt is never gone. 
Love, like a ghoſtly Viſion, haunts your Mind ; 
Tis ſtill before you what yau left behind. Max 
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Max. How can I help thoſe Faults which Nature made? 


My Appetite is ſickly and decay'd, 
And you forbid me Change (the ſick Man's Eaſe) 
Who cannot cure, muſt humour his Diſeaſe. 


8. Cath. Your Mind ſhould firſt the Remedy begin; 


You ſeek without, the Cure, ere is within. 
The vain Experiments you make each Day, 
To ſind Content, ſtill finding it decay, 1 
Wichout attempting more, ſhould let you ſee 
That you have ſought it where it ne'er could be. 
But when you place your Joys on things above, 
. You fix the wan@ring Planet of your — 
Thence you may ſee 
Poor human Kind all daz'd in open Day, 
Err after Bliſs, and blindly miſs their Way: 
The greateſt Happineſs a Prince can know, 
Is to love Heav'n above, do Good below. 
To them Berenice and Attendants. 

Ber. That Happineſs may Berenice find, 
Leaving theſe empty Joys of Earth behind: 
And this frail Being, where ſo ſhort a while 
Th* Unfortunate lament, and Proſp'rous ſmile. 
Yet a few Days, and thoſe which now appear, 
In Youth and Beauty like the blooming Year, 


In Life's ſwift Scene ſhall change; and Cares ſhall come, 


And heavy Age, and Death's relentleſs Doom. 


S. Cath. Yet Man, by Pleaſure, ſeeks that Fate which 


he would ſhun ; 


And ſuck'd in by the Stream, does to the Whirl-pool run. 
Max. How, Madam, are you to new Ways inclin'd ? 


I fear the Chriſtian Sect perverts your Mind. [To Ber, 
Ber. Yes, Tyrant, know that I their Faith embrace, 


And own it in the midſt of my Diſgrace. 
That Faith, which, abject as it ſeems to thee, 
Is nobler than thy Purple Pageantry : 
A Faith, which ſtill with Nature is at ftrife ; 
And looks beyond it to a future Life. 
A Faith which vicious Souls abhor and fear, 
Becauſe it ſhows Eternity too near. 
And therefore every _ — 

| | 4 
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With ſeeming Scorn of it the reſt deceives : 
All joining not to own what each believes. 
S. Cath. O happy Queen! whom Pow'r leads not 
aſtray, | 
Nor Youth's more pow'rful Blandiſhments betray. 
Ber. Your Arguments my Reaſon firſt inclin'd, 
And then your bright Example fix'd my Mind. 
Max. With what a holy Empreſs am ] bleſt, 
What Scom of Earth dwells in her heav'nly Breaft ! 
My Crown's too mean ; but he whom you adore, 
Has one more bright, of Martyrdom, in ſtore. 
She dies, and Iam from the Envy freed:  [ 4jd:. 
She has, I thank her, her own Death decreed. 
No Soldier, now, will in her Reſcue ſtir; 
Her Death is but in complaiſance to her. 
}']l haſte to gratifie her holy Will; 
Heav'n grant her Zeal may but continue ſtill. 
Tribune, a Guard to ſeize the Empreſs ftrait, [Jo Val. 
Secure her Perſon Pris' ner to the State. [Exit Max. 
Val. going to her. Madam, believe tis with regret I 
. come 
To execute my angry Prince's Doom. 
Enter Porphyrius. 
Por. What is it I behold ! Tribune, from whence 
Proceeds this more than barbarous Infolence ? 
Val. Sir, I perform the Emperor's Commands. 
Por. Villain, hold off thy facrilegious Hands, 


Or by the Gods retire without Reply : 
And, if he asks who bid thee, fay *twas I. 
| [ Valerius retires to a diflance. 


Ber. Too generouſly your Safety you expoſe, 
To ſave one Moment her whom you muſt loſe. 
Por. Oo. you and Death ten thouſand Lives there 
5 
Have Courage, Madam, the Prætorian Band 
Will all oppoſe your T'yrant's Cruelty. . a 
8. Cath. And I have Heav'n implor id ſhe may not die. 
As ſome to witneſs Truth Heav'ns Call obey ; 
So ſome on Earth muſt, to confirm it, ſtay. 
Por. What Faith, what Witneſs is it that you name? 


Ber. Knowing what ſhe believes, my Faith's the _ 
. 
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Por. How am I croſs'd, what way ſoc'er I go! 
To the Unlucky every thing is ſo. 
Now, Fortune, thou haſt ſhown thy utmoſt Spight : 
The Soldiers will not for a Chriſtian fight. 
And, Madam, all that I can promiſe now, 
Is but te die, before Death reaches you. | 
Ber. Now Death draws near, a ſtrange Perplexity 
Creeps coldly on me, like a Fear to die: 
Courage uncertain Dangers may abate ; 
But who can bear th' Approach of certain Fate? 
S. Cath. The wiſeſt and the beſt ſome Fear may ſhow; 
And with to tay, though they refolve to go. 
Ber. As ſome faint Pilgrim ſtanding on the Shore, 
Firſt views the Torrent he would venture o'er ; 
And then his Inn upon the farther Ground, 
Loth to wade through, and lother to go round 
Then dipping in his Staff does Trial ma ke, 
How deep it is; and, ſighing, pulls it back: 
Sometimes reſolv'd to fetch his Leap: And then 
Runs to the Bank, but there ſtops ſhort again; 
So J at once 
Both heav'nly Faith, and human Fear obey ; 
And feel before me in an unknown Way. 
For this bleſt Voyage I with Joy prepare ; 
Yet am aſham'd to be a Stranger there. : 
S. Cath. You are not yet enough prepar'd to die : 
Earth hangs too heavy for your Soul to fly. 


Por. One way (and Heav'n I hope inſpires my Mind) 


I for your Safety in this Strait can find: 
But this fair Queen muſt further my Intent. 
S. Cath. Name any way your Reaſon can invent. 
Por. ts Ber. Though your Religion (which I cannot 
blame, 
Becauſe my ſecret Soul avows the ſame) 
Has made your Life a Forfeit to the Laws, 
The T'yrant's new-born. Paſſion is the Cauſe. 
Were this bright Princeſs once remov'd away, 
Wanting the Food. the Flame would ſooa decay. 
And I'li prepare a faithful Guard this Night 
TI” ins her Perſon, and fecure her Flight. 
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Ber. to S. Cath. By this way I ſhall both ſrem Death 
be freed, 
And you unforc'd to any wicked Deed. 
S. Cath. Madam, my Thoughts are with themſelves 
at ſtrife ; 
And Heay'n can witneſs how I prize your Life: 
But *tis a doubtful Conflict I muſt try 
Betwixt my Pity, and my Piety. 
Staying, your precious Life I muſt expoſe : 
Going, my Crown of Martyrdom I loſe. 
Por. Your equal Choice when Heav'n does thus divide, 
You ſhould, like Heav'n, ſtill lean on Mercy's fide. 
S. Cath. The Will of Heav'n, judg'd by a private 
Breaſt, 
Is often what's our private Intereſt, 
And therefore thoſe, who would that Will obey, 
Without their Int'reſt muſt their Duty weigh. 
As for my ſelf, I do not Life deſpiſe ; 
But as the greateſt Gift of Nature prize. 
My Sex is weak, my Fears of Death are ſtrong ; 
And whate'er is, its Being would prolong. 
Were there no Sting in Death, for me to die, 
Would not be Conqueſt, but Stupidity. 
But if vain Honour can confirm the Soul, 
And ſenſe of Shame the fear of Death controul, 
How much more then ſhould Faith uphold the Mind, 
Which, ſhowing Death, ſhows future Life behind ? 
Ber. Of Death's Contempt Heroick Proofs you give : 
But, Madam, let my weaker Virtue live. 
Your Faith may bid you your own Life reſign ; 
But not when yours muſt be involy'd with mine: 
Since, then, you do not think me fit to die, 
Ah, how -can you that Life I beg, deny! 
S. Cath. Heav'n does in this my greateſt Tryal make, 
When I, for it, the Care of you forſake. 
But I am plac'd, as on a Theatre, 
Where all my Acts to all Mankind appear, 
To imitate my Conſtancy, or Fear. 
Then, Madam, judge what courſe I ſhould purſue, 
When I mutt either 1 fexſake, or you, 


Per, 
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Por. Were ſaving Berenice's Life a Sin, 
Heav'n had ſhut up your Flight from Maximin. 
S. Cath. Thus, with ſhort Plummets Heav'ns deep- 
Will we ſound, | . 
That vaſt Abyſs where human Wit is drown'd ! 
In our ſmall Skiff we muſt-not launch too far ; 
We here but Coaſters, not Diſcov'rers are. 
Faith's neceſſary Rules are plain and few; 
We, many, and thoſe needleſs, Rules purſue : 
Faith from our Hearts into our Heads we drive ; 
And make Religion all Contemplative. 
You, on: Heay'n's Will may witty Gloſles feign ; 
But that which I muſt practiſe here, is plain? 
If the All-great decree her Life to ſpare, 
He will the Means, without my Crime, prepare. | 
} [Exit S. Cat. 
Por. Yet there is one way left ;. it is decreed 
To ſave your Life that Maximin ſhall bleed. 
Midſt all his Guards I will his Death purſue, 
Or fall a Sacrifice to Love and you. 
Bier. So great a Fear of Death I have not ſhown,. 
That I would ſhed his Blood to fave my own. 
My Fear is but from human Frailty brought, 
And never mingled with a wicked Thought. 
Por. Tis not a Crime, fince one of you muſt die; 
Or is excus'd by the Neceſlity. 
Ber. I cannot to a Husband's Death conſent ; 
But, by revealing, will your Crime prevent: 
The Horror of this Deed —— 
Againſt the Fear of Death has arm'd my Mind; 
And now leſs Guilt in him than you 1 find: 
If I a Tyrant did deteſt before, | 
J hate a Rebel and a Traitor more: 
Ungrateful Man 
Remember whofe Succeſſor thou art made, 
And then thy BenefaQor's Life invade.. 
Guards to-your Charge I give your Pris'ner back; 


And. will from none but Heav'n my Safety take. 
| | Exit with Valerius and Gard. 


EN 
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Por. folus. Tis true, what ſhe has often urg' d before ; 
He's both my Father, and my Emperor! h 
O Honour, how can'ft thon invent a way 
To fave my Queen, and not my Truſt betray ! 
Unhappy I, that e er he truſted me! 
As well his Guardian-Angel may his Murd'rer be. 
And yet — let Honour, Faith, and Virtue fly, 
But let not Love in Berenzce die. 


She lives! 
That's put beyond Diſpute, as firm as Fate: 
Honour and Faith let Argument debate. 
Enter Maximin and Valerius talking, and Guard. . 
Max. *Tis faid (but I am loth to think it true) 
| | [ To Por. 
That my late Orders were contemn'd by you; 
That Berenice from her Guards you freed. 
Por. I did it, and I glory in the Deed. 
Max. How, glory my Commands to diſobey ? 
Por. — 9g thoſe Commands weuld your Renown 
trav. a ; | 
Max. Who ſhould be Judge of that Renown you 


Por. Yes, I, and all who love your Fame. 
Max. Porphyrius, your Replies are inſolent. | 
Por. Sir, they are juſt, and for your Service meant. 
If, for Religion you our Lives will take : 
You do not the Offenders find, but make. 
All Faiths are to their own Believers juſt ; 
For none believe becauſe will, but muſt, 
Faith is a Force from which there's no Defence ; 
B-cauſe the Reaſon it does firft convince. / 
And Reaſon Conſcience into Fetters _ 3 
And Conſcience is without the Pow'r of Kings. 
Max. Thert Conſcience is a greater Prince than I: 
At whoſe each erring Call a King may die. 
Who Conſcience leaves to its own free Command, 
Puts the worſt Weapon in a Rebel's Hand. 
Por, Its Empire, therefore, Sir, ſhould bounded be ; 


And but in Acts of its Religion, free: 
— . 


- 
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Thoſe who ask civil Pow'r and Conſcience too, 
Their Monarch to his own Deſtruction woo. 
With needful Arms let him ſecure his Peace; 
Then, that wild Beaſt he ſafely may releaſe, 
Max. I can forgive theſe Liberties you take, 
While but my Counſellor {elf you make ; 
But you firſt ad your Senſe, and then adviſe: 
That is, at my Expence you will be wiſe. 
My Wife, I for Religion do not kill; | 
But ſhe ſhall die becauſe it is my Will. 
Por. Sir, I acknowledge I too much have done; 
And therefore merit not to be your Son: | 
| render back the Honours which you gave, 

My Liberty's the 'only Gift I crave. 

Max. You take too much —— but, ere you lay it 
down, | 

Conſider what you part with in a Crown: 

Monarchs of Cares in Policy complain, 

Becauſe they would be pity'd while they reign ; 

For ſtill the greater Troubles they confeſs, 

They know, their Pleaſures. will be envy d leſs. 

Por. Thoſe Joys I neither envy nor admire ; 

But beg I from the Troubles may retire. 

Max. What Soul is this which Empire cannot flir ! 

Supine and tame as a Philoſopher | 

Know then, thou wert adopted to a Throne, 

Not for thy fake ſo much as for my own. 

My Thoughts were once about thy Death at ſtrife ; 

And thy Succeſſion's thy Reprieve for Life. 

Por. — Life and Death are ſtill within your 
oW'r: | 

But your Succeſſion I renounce this Hour, 

Upon a bloody Throne I will not fit ; 

Nor ſhare the Guilt of Crimes which you commit. 
Max. If you are not my Cæſar, you muſt die. 
Por. I it as the nobler Deftiny. 

Max. I pity thee, and would thy Faults forgive : 

But thus preſuming on, thou canſt not live. 

- Por. Sir, with your Throne your Pity I reſtore ; 


Jam your Foe ; nor will I uſe it more. 
Now 
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Now all my Debts of Gratitude are paid, 


J cannot truſted be, nor — betray d. [ Je gin 
oe, 


Max. Stay, fay! in ning me to be my 
You give me warning to conclude you ſo. , 
Thou to ſucceed a Monarch in his Seat ! 
| 3 Enter Placidius. 
No, Fool, thou art too honeſt to be tr 
Placidius, on your Life this Pris'ner p: 
Our Enmity ſhall end before I ſleep. 
Plac. I ſtill am ready, Sir, whene'er you pleaſe, 


| To Por. 
To de you ſuch ſmall Services as theſe: (ory 
Max. The Sight with which my Eyes ſhall firſt be fed 
Muſt be my Empreſs and this Traitor's Head. 8 
Per. Where-e er thou ſtand'ſt, I'll level at that Place 
My guſhing Blood, and ſpout it at thy Face. 
Thus, not by Marriage, we our Blood will join: 
Nay more, my Arms ſhall throw my Head at thine. 
[Exit guarded; 
Max. There go, Adoption : I have now decreed 
That Maximin ſhall Maximin ſucceed : 
Old as I am, in Pleaſure F will 
To.waſte an Empire yet before I die: 
Since Life is fugitive, and will not ſtay, 
I'll make it fly more pleaſantly away, [ Exit; 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Valeria and Placidius. 


Fal. ] F, as you ſay, you ſilently have been 

So long my Lover, let my Pow'r be ſeen: 
One Hour's Diſcourſe before Porphyrins die, 
Is all I ask, and you too may be by. 

Plac. I muſt not break 
The Order, which the Emperor did ſign. 

Val. Has then his Hand more Pow'r with you than 

mine ? 

Plac. This Hand, if given, would far more pow'rful be 
Than all the Monarchs of the World to me 
But 'tis a Bait which would my Heart betray : 

And, when I'm faſt, will ſoon be ſnatcht away. 

Val. O ſay not ſo; for I ſhall ever be 
Oblig*d to him who once obliges me. 

Plac. Madam, I'll wink, and favour the Deceit: 
But know, fair Coz'ner, that I know the Cheat: 
Though to theſe Eyes I nothing can refuſe, 

I'll not the Merit of my Ruin loſe : 
It is enough I ſee the Hook, and bite : 
But firſt I'll pay my Death with my Delight. 
[Mies her Hand, and Exit: 

Val. What can I hope from this ſad Interview 
And yet my brave Deſign I wilt purſue. 

By many figns I have my Rival found : 

But Fortune him, as deep as me, does wound: 

For, if he loves the Empreſs, his ſad Fate 

More moves my Pity, than his Scorn my Hate. 
To her Placidius with Porphyrius. 

Plac. I am, perhaps, the firſt 
Who forc'd by Fate, and in his own Deſpight, 
Brought a lov'd Rival to his Miſtreſs' fight. 


Vas. 


- 7. 
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Val. But, in revenge, let this your Comfort be, 
That you have brought a Man who loves not me. 
However, lay your cauſeleſs Enyy by; 

He is a Rival, who muſt —_ die. 

Por. And yet I could with leſs Concernment bear 
That Death of which you ſpeak, than ſee you here. 
So much of Guilt in my Refuſal lies, 

'That, Debtor-like, I dare not meet your Eyes. 

Val. I do not blame you, if you love elſewhere: 
And, would to Heav'n, I could your Suff rings bear; 
Or once again could ſome new Way invent, 

To take upon my ſelf your Puniſhment : 
I ſent for you, to let yeu know, that ftill 
(Though now I want the Pow'r) I have the Will. 

Plac. Can all this Ocean of your Kindneſs be 
Pour'd upon him, and not one Drop on me? 

Val. T's pour d; but falls from this ungrateful Man, 
Like drops of Water from a riſing Swan. 
Upon his Breaſt no ſign of Wet remains; 
He bears bis Love more proudly than his Chains. 

Por. This thankleſe Man his Death will ſoon remove, 
And quickly end ſo undeſerv'd a Love. 

Val. Unthankful as you are, I know not why, 

But ſtill I love too well to ſee you die. 
Placidius, can you love, and ſee my Griet, 
And for my ſake not offer ſome Relief ? 

Plac. Not all the Gods his Ruin ſhall prevent ; 
Your Kindneſs does but urge his Puniſhment. 

Beſides, what can I for bis Safety do? 
He has declar'd himſelf your Father's Foe. 

Val. Give out he is elcap'd, and ſet him free: 
And, if you pleaſe, lay all the Fault on me. 

Por. O do not on thole Terms my Freedom name , 
Freed by your Danger, I ſhould die with Shame. 

Plac. I muſt not farther by your Prayers be won: 
All I could do, I have already done. [To her. 

Val. To bring Porphyrigs only to my fight, 
Was not to ſhow your Pity, but your Spight : 
Would you but half oblige her you adore? | 
You ſhould not have done this, or ſhould do * 

g Ac. 
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Plac. Alas, what hope can there be left ſor me, 
When I muſt fink into the Mine I ſee ? 
My Heart will fall before you, if I ſtay ; 
Each Word you ſaps part of it away.— 
— Yet all my Fortune ou his Death is ſet: 
And he may love her, tho' he loves not yet. 
He muſt — and yet ſhe ſays he muſt not die. 
O, if I could but wink, I could deny. 
To them Albinus. 
Alb. The Emperor ex your Pris'ner ſtrait : 
And, with Impatience, for his Death does wait. 
Plac. Nay, then it 1s too late my Love to weigh. 
Your Pardon, Madam, if I muſt obey. [ Exit Alb. 
Par. I am prepar'd, he ſhall not long attend. 
Val. Then hear my Pray'rs, and my Submiſſions end. 
Placidius know, that Hour in which he dies, 
My Death (fo well I loye) ſhall wait on his. 
Plac. O Madam, donot fright me with your Death ! 
Val. My Life depends alone upon his Breath. 
But, if I live in him, you do not know 
How far my Gratitude to you may go. 
do not promiſe — but it ſo may prove, 
That Gratitude; in time, may turn to Love. 
men 
Plac. — Now I conſider it, I will: [Mufing 4 Ztthe. 
"Tis in your Pow'r to fave him, or to kill, | 
P!I ran the hazard to preſerve his Life, 
If, after that, you vow to be my Wife. 
Val. Nay, good Placidius, now you are too hard: 
Would you do nothing but for meer Reward ? 
Like Uſurers to Men in Want you prove, 
When you would take Extortion for my Love. 
Plac. You have concluded then that he muſt die ? 
Going with Porphyrius. 
Val. O ſtay, if no Price elſe his Life can buy, 
My Love a Ranſom for his Life I give: 
Let my ius for another live. N 
[Holding ber Handherchief before ace. 
Por. Vou — — value the 2 
My Life's o'er- rated, when your Love's the Price. 


Enter 


450 TyRANnNNnick Love; O, 


Enter Albinus. 
Alb. I long have liſten'd to your generous Strife, 
As much concern'd for brave Porphyrius Life. 
For mine I to his Favour ow'd this Day ; 
Which with my future Service I will pay. 
_ Plac. Leſt any your intended Flight prevent, 
I'll lead you firſt the back-way to my Tent : 
Thence, in diſguiſe, you may the City gain, 
While ſome Excuſe for your Eſcape I feign. 
Val. Farewel, I muſt not fee you when you part: 
Turning her Face awcy, 
For that laſt Look would break my tender Heart. 
Yet — let it break I muſt have one Look more : 
[ Looking on him, 
Nay, now I'm leſs contented than before. 
For that laſt Look draws on another too; 
W hich ſure I need not, to remember you. 
For ever — yet I muſt one Glance repeat: 
But quick and ſhort as ftarving m_ eat. 
So much Humanity dwells in your Breaſt, 
Sometimes to think on her who loves you beſt, 
Going, he tales her Hand and kiſſes it. 
Por. My wandring Steps where-ever Fortune bear, 
Your Memory I in my Breaſt will wear. 
Which, as a precious Amulet, I ſtill. 
Will carry, my Defence and Guard from III. 
Tho' to my former Vaws I muſt be true, 
III ever keep one Love entire for you. 
That Love which Brothers with chaſte Siſters make: 
And by this holy Kiſs, which now I take 
From your fair Hand | 
This common Sun which abſent both ſhall ſee, 
Shall ne'er behold a Breach of Faith in me. 
Val. Go, go, my Death will your ſhort Vows reſtore: 
You've ſaid enough, and I can hear no more. 
[Exit Val. one avay, and Por. and Alb. another. 
Plac. Love and ature, how do you betray | 
Miſleading thoſe who ſee and know their Way ! 
I, whom deep Arts of State could ne'er beguile, 
Have fold my ſelf to Ruin for a Smile. 


Nay, 


The ROYAL MARTVYR. 452 


Nay, I am driv'n fo low, that I muſt take 
That Smile, as Alms, giv'n for my Rival's ſake. 
Enter Maximin talking with Valerius. 
Max. And why was I not told of this before ? 
Val. Sir, ſhe this Evening landed on the Shore. 
For with her Daughter being Pris'ner made, 
She in another Veſſel was convey'd. 
Max. Bring hither the Egyptian Princeſs _ | 
o Place. 
And you, Valerius, on her Mother wait. * xit Val. 
Plac. The Mother of th' Egyptian Princeſs here ! 
Max. Porphyrius' Death I will a while defer. 
And this new Opportunity improve 
To make my laſt Effort upon her Love — [ Exit Plac. 
Thoſe who have Youth, may long endure to court ; 
But he muſt ſwiftly catch whoſe Race 1s ſhort. 
I in my Autumn do my Siege begin ; 
And muſt make haſte, ere Winter comes, to win. 
Thi Hour — no longer ſhall my Pains endure : 
Her Love ſhall eaſe me, or her Death ſhall cure, 
Enter at one Door Felicia and Valerius, at the other 
St. Catharine and Placidius. 
S. Cath. O, my dear Mother ! 
Fel. With what Joy I ſee 
My deareſt Daughter from the Tempeſt free. | 
S. Cath. Dearer than all the Joys vain Empire yields, 
Or than to youthful Monarchs conquer'd Fields. 
Before you came ———— my Soul 
All fll'd with Heav'n did earthly Joys diſdain : 
But you pull back ſome part of me again. 
Plac. You ſee, Sir, the can own a Joy below. 
Max. It much imports me that this Truth I know. 
Fel. How dreadful Death does on the Waves appear! 
Where Seas we only ſee, and Tempeſts hear. 
Such frightful Images did then purſue 
My trembling Soul, that ſcarce I thought of you. 
Plac. All Circumſtances to your Wiſh combine: 
Her Fear of Death advances your _—_ 
Fe]. But to that only Pow'r we ſerve «+ 266i 
Tilt he, who bid it riſe, the Tempeſt laid. 


Max. 
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4 Max. os are a 2 then * | [To Felicia 
or Death our you muſt prepare: 
I have decreed no Chriſtian's Life to ſpare. 

Fel. For Death ! I hope you but my Courage try: 
Whatever I believe, I dare not die. 
Heav'n does not, ſure, that Seal of Faith require ; 
Or, if it did, would firmer Thoughts inſpire. 
A Woman's Witneſs can no Credit give 
To Truths Divine, and therefore I would live. 

Max. 1 cannot give the Life which you demand : 
But that and mine are in your Daughter's Hand : 
Aſk her, if ſhe will yet her Love deny; 
And bid a Monarch, and her Mother die. 

Fel. Now, mighty Prince, you cancel all my Fear; 
My Life is fafe, when it depends on her. 
How can you let me languiſh thus in Pain !-[ To S. Cath, 
Make haſte to cure chole 1 Doubts which yet remain, 
Speak quickly, ſpeak, and eaſe me of my Fear. 

S. Cath. Alas, I doubt it is not you I hear. 
Some wicked Fiend aſſumes your Voice and Face, 
To make frail Nature triumph over Grace. 
Ft cannot be 
That. ſhe who taught my Childhood Piety, 
Should bid my riper Age my Faith deny : 
'That ſhe who bid my Hopes this Crown purſue, 
Should ſnatch it from me when tis juſt in view. 

Fel. Peace, peace, too much my Age's Shame you 

ſhow : 

How eaſy tis to teach! how hard to do! 
My lab'ring Thoughts are with themſelves at ftrife : 
J dare not die, nor bid you ſave my Lite. 

Max. You muſt do one, and that without delay; 
Too long already for your Death I ſtay. 
I cannot with your ſmall Concerns diſpenſe: 

For Deaths of more Importance call me hence. | 
Prepare to execute your Office ſtrait. [To his Guards. 
Fel. O, ſtay, and let em but one Minute wait. 
Such quick Commands for Death you would not g1ve, 
If you but knew how ſweet it were to live. 

Max. Then bid her love. 


Fel. 


Fel. 
That Love's a harder Word than Death to ſpeak ? 
S. Cath. Oh! 
Fel. Miſtake me not, I never can approve 
A thing ſo wicked as the Tyrant's Love. 
Lask you would but ſome falſe Promiſe give, 
Only to gain me ſo much time to live. 


[ Privately to S. Cath. 


8. Cath. That Promiſe is a Step to greater Sin: 
The Hold once loft, we ſeldom take again. 
Each bound to Heav'n we fainter Eſſays make, 
Still loſing ſomewhat, till we quite go back. 

' Max. Away, I grant no longer a Reprieve. 


Fel. O do but beg my Life, and 1 may live. [To S. Cath. 


Have you not ſo much Pity in your Breaſt ? 

He ſtays to have you make it your Requeft. 
S. Cath. To beg your Life - 

Ie not to aik a Grace of Maximin : 

It is a filent Bargain for a Sin. 

Could we live always, Life were worth our Coſt ; 

But now we keep with Care what muſt be loſt. 

Here we ſtand ſhiv'ring on the Bank, and ery, 

When we ſhould plunge into Eternity. 

One Moment ends our Pain ; 

And yet the ſhock of Death we dare not ftand, 

By Thought ſcarce meaſur'd, and too iwift for Sand: 

'Tis but becauſe the Living Death ne'er knew, 

They fear to prove it as a thing that's new. 

Let me th' Experiment before you try, 

Pl ſhow you firſt how eaſy tis to die. 


© Max. Draw then that Curtain, and let Death appeat, 


And let both fee how eaſy 'twill be there. 
The SCENE opens, and foews the Wheel. 
Fel. Alas, what Torments I already feel! 


Max. Go, bind her Hand and Foot beneath that Wheel: | 


Four of you turn the dreadful Engine round ; 
Four others hold her faſten'd to the Ground: 
That by degrees her tender Breaſt may feel, 
Firſt the rough razings of the pointed Steel: 
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Is Duty grown ſo weak, Zo S. Cath. 
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Her Paps then let the Bearded Tenters ſtake, 
And on each Hook a gory Gobbet take. 
Till th' upper Fleſh 2 torn away, 
Her beating Heart to the Sun diſplay. 
Fel. My deareſt Daughter, at your Feet I fall ; 


Hear, oh yet-hear your wretched Mother's Call. 
Think, at your Birth, ah think what Pains I bore, 
And can your Eyes behold me ſuffer more? 

You were the Child which from your Infancy 

I ſtill lov'd beſt, and then you beſt lov'd me. 
About my Neck your little Arms you ſpread, 
Nor could you ſleep without me in the Bed; 

But ſought my Boſom when you went to Reſt, 
And all Night long would lie acroſs my Breaſt. 
Nor without Cauſe did you that Fondneſs ſhow : 

You may remember when our Nile did flow, 
While on the Bank you innocently ſtood, 

And with a Wand made Circles in the Flood, 
'That roſe, and juſt was hurrying you to Death, 
When I, from far, all pale and out of Breath 

Ran and ruſh'd in —— 

And from the Waves my floating Pledge did bear, 

So much my Love was ſtronger than my Fear. 
But you 

Max. Woman, for theſe long Tales your _ too 

ort; 


Go, bind her quickly, and begin the Sport. 
Fel. No, in her Arms my Sanctuary's plac'd, 
Thus I will cling for ever to her Waiſt. 
[ Running to her Daughter. 
Max. What, muſt my Will by Women be con- 
— 
Haſte, draw your Weapons, and cut off her Hold. 
S. Cath. Thus my Iſt Duty to yeu let me pay: 


[ Kiffing her Mother. 


Yet, Tyrant, I to thee will never pray. 
Tho' hers to ſave I my own Life would give, 
Yet by my Sin my Mother ſhall not live. 


To 


[ Kneeling, 
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To thy foul Luſt I never can conſent ; 

Why doſt thou then defer my Puniſhment ? 
[ ſcorn thoſe Gods thou vainly doſt adore : 
Contemn thy Empire, but thy Bed abhor. 
If thou wouldft yet a bloodier Tyrant be, 
I will inſtruct thy Rage, begin with me. 

Max. I thank thee that thou doſt my Anger move : 

t is a Tempeſt that will wreck my Love. 
III pull thee hence, cloſe hidden as thou art, 

[ Claps his Hand to his Brea. 
And ſtand with my drawn Sword before my Heart. 
Yes, you ſhall be obey d, though I am loth ; 
Go, and, while I can bid you, bind 'em both, 
Go, bind *em ere my Fit of Love return: 
Fire ſhall quench Fire, and Anger Love ſhall burn. 
Thus I prevent thoſe Follies I ſhould do; | 
And 'tis the nobler Fever of the two, 

Tel. Torn piece by piece, alas what horrid Pains ! 

S. Cath. Heav'n is all Mercy, who that Death ordains. 
And that which Heav'n thinks beſt, is ſurely ſo: 

But bare and naked, Shame to undergo, 
'Tis ſomewhat more than Death! 

Expos'd to lawleſs Eyes I dare not be, 
My Modeſty is ſacred, Heav'n, to thee, 
Let not my Body be the Tyrant's Spoil ; 
Nor Hands nor Eyes thy Purity defile. 

[Amariel deſcends ſwiftly with a flaming Sword, 
and firikes at the Wheel, which breaks in pieces,' 
then he aſcends again. 

Max. Is this th' Effect of all your boaſted Skill? 
Theſe brittle Toys to execute my Will ? 

A Puppet-ſhow of Death I only find, 
Where I a ſtrong and finewy Pain deſign'd. 
By what weak infant was this Engine wrought ? 

Val. From Bilbilis the temper'd Steel was brought; 
Metal more tough the Anvil ne'er did beat, | 
Nor, from the Forge, did hifling Waters heat. 

Plac. I ſaw a Youth deſcend all heav'nly Fair, 

Who in his Hand a flaming Sword did bear, 
And, Whirlwind-like, around him drove the Air. P 
| 
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At his rais'd Arm the rigid Iron ſhook ; 
And, . bending backwards, fled before the Stroke. 

Max. What! Miracles, the Tricks of Heay'n to me? 
Tl try if ſhe. be wholly Iron free. 

If not by Sword, then ſhe ſhall die by Fire ; 
And one by one her Miracles T'l! tire. 
If proof againſt all kind of Death ſhe be, 
My Eove's immortal, and ſhe's fit for me. 
S. Cath. No, Heav'n has ſhewn its Pow'r, and now 
thinks fit 
Thee to thy former Fury to remit, 
Had Providence my longer Life decreed, 
Thou from thy Paſſion hadſt not yet been freed. 
But Heav'n, which ſuffer d that, my Faith to prove, 
Now to its ſelf does vindicate my Love. 
A Pow'r controuls thee which then doſt not ſee; 
And that's a Miracle it works in thee. 

Max. The Truth of this new Miracle we'll try : 
To prove it, you muſt take the Pains to die. 

Bring me their Heads | 

Fel. That Mercy, Tyrant, thou deny'ſt to me, 

At thy laſt Breath may Heav'n refuſe to thee ! 
My Fears are going, and I Death can view : 
I ſee, I fee him there thy purſue, 
And with a lifted Arm, and filent Pace, 
Stalk after thee, juft aiming in his Chace. 
8. Cath. No more, dear Mother; ill in Death it ſhows 
Your Peace of Mind by Rage to diſcompole : 
No Streak of Blood (the Relicks of the Earth) 
Shall-ſtain my Soul in her immortal Birth ; : 
But ſhe ſhall mount all pure, a white, and Virgin Mind; 
And full of all that Peace, which there ſhe goes to find. 
. [Exeunt St, Catharine and Felicia, avith Valerius, 
and Guards, The Scene puts. 

Mar. She's gone, and pull d my Heart · ſtrings as ſhe went. 
Were Penitence no Shame, I could repent. 
Yet 'tis of bad E le ſne ſhould live: 
For I might get th' ill Habit to forgive. 
Thou oft of my Heart, away —— 
Who ling'ring would about its Confines ſtay 


To 
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To watch when ſome Rebellien would begin; 

And ready at each Sigh to r in. 

In vain; for 

Doſt on the outſide of the Bod 

And when drawn neareſt, ſhalt Aird away. 

What ails me, that I cannot loſe thy Thought 

Command the Empreſs hither to be brought; [75 Plac. | 

I in her Death ſhall ſome Diverſion kind. , 

And rid my Thoughts at once of Woma n-kind. 
Plac."Tis well he thinks not of Porphyrius yet [ Aide. Ex. 
Max. How hard it is this Beauty te for t! f 

My ſtormy Rage has only ſhook my Wi 

She crept down lower, but ſhe Micke there ul. 

Fool that I am to ſtruggle thus with Love ! 

Why ſhould I that which pleaſes me remove? 

True, ſhe ſhould die, were ſhe concern'd alone; 

But I love, not for her ſake, but my own. 

Our Gods are Gods, cauſe they have Pow'r and Will; 

Who can do all things gs, can do nothing ill. 

Ill is Rebellion ut ſome higher Pew'r : 

The World may * but not its Emperor. 


.My Empreſs then ſhall die, my ** live; 


If this — Sin, I do my ſelf fo 
To him V _ | 

Val. Your Will's obey'd ; for, mighty Emperor, 
The Princeſs and her Mother are no more. 

Max. She is not dead! | 

Val. Great Sir, your Will was ſo. 

Max. That was my Will of half an Hour ago. 
But now *tis alter'd ; I have chang'd her Fate, 
She ſhall not die. 

Val. Vour Pity comes too late. 
Betwixt her Guards ſhe ſeem'd by Bride - men led, 
Her Cheeks with cheerful Bluſhes were o erſpread, 
When, ſmiling, to the Ax ſhe bow'd her Head. 
Juſt at the Stroke | 
Ztherial Muſick did her Death prepare; 
Like] oyful Sounds of Spouſals in the Air, 
t 11 did her crown'd Temples gild, 
400 all the Place with fragrants Scents was fill d. 

Vor. II. X 


The 
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The Balmy Miſt came thick*ning to the Ground, 
And ſacred Silence cover d all around. 


But when (its Work, perform'd) the Cloud withdrew. 
And Day reſtor'd us to each other's view, threw, 


I ſought her Head to bring it on my Spear; 
In _ I fought it, 7 1 Jo not ellis, 
No part remain d; but from afar our Sight 
Diſcover'd in the Air long Tracks of Light; 
Of ing Notes we heard the laſt Rebounds, 
And Muſick dying in remoter Sounds. 
Max. And doſt thou think 
This lame Account fit for a Love-fick King? 
Go — from the other World a better bring. 
[Kills him, then fers his Foot on bim, and ſpeals on. 
When in my Breaſt two mighty Paſfions ſtrove, 
Thou had err'd better in obeying Love. 
"Tis true, that way thy Death had follow'd- too, 
But I hid then been leſs 'difpleas'd: than now. 
Now I muſt live unquiet for thy ſake ; 
And this poor Recompence is all I take. {Spurns the Body, 


Here the SCENE opens and diſcovers Berenice en 4 
Scaffold, the Guards by her, and ' among ft them Por- 
phyrius and Albinus, lile Moors, as all the Guards 
are. Placidius enters, and whiſpers the Emperor whilf 

Porphyrius eat. 

Por. From Berenice I cannot go away; 

But, like a Ghoſt, muſt near my Treafure ſtay. 

Alb. Night and this Shape ſecure us from their Eyes. 

Por. Have Courage then for our bole Enterprize. 
Duty and Faith no T'ye on me can have, | 
Since I renounc'd thoſe” Honours which he gave. 

Max. The Time is come we did ſo long attend, [To Ber. 
Which muſt theſe Diſcords of our Marriage end. 
Vet Berenice, remember you have been 
An Empreſs, and the Wiſe of Maximin. 

Ber. I will remember I have been your Wife; 
And therefore, dying, beg from Heavy n your Life: 
Be all the Diſcords of our Bed forgot, 

Which, Virtue witneſs, I did never ſpot. a 
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What Errors I have made, though while I live, 
You cannot pardon, to the Dead forgive, 
Max. How much ſhe is to Piety inclin d! 
Behead her while ſhe's in ſo good a Mind, 
Por. Stand firm, Albinus, now, the Time is come 
To free the Empreſs | | 
Alb. ——— And deliver Rome. 
Por. Within I feel my hot Blood ſwell my Heart, 
And generous Tremblings in each outward Part. 
'Tis done —— Tyrant, this is thy lateſt Hour, 
[Porphyrius and Albinus draw, and are ma 
king at the Emperor. | 
Ber. Look to your ſelf, my Lord the Emperor: 
Treaſon, help, help, my Lord ! 
Maximin turns and defends himſelf, the Guards 
ſet on Porphyrius and Albinus. 
Max. Diſarm 'em, but their Lives I charge you ſpare. 
[ Mer they are diſarm d. 
Unmask em, and diſcover. who they are. 
Good Gods, is it Porphyrius whom I ſee ! 
Plac. I wonder how he gain'd his Liberty. 
Max. 'Traytor ! 
Por. Know, Tyrant, I can hear that Name 
Rather than Son, and bear it with leſs Shame, 
Traytor's a Name, which, were my Arm yet free, 
The Roman Senate would, beſtow on thee. 
Ah, Madam, you have ruin'd my Deſign, [To Ber. 
And loſt your Life; for I regard not mine. | 
Too ill a Miſtreſs, and too good a Wife. 
Ber. It. was my. Duty. to preſerve his Life. 
Max. Now. I perceive. [To Por. 
In what cloſe. Walk your Mind ſa long did move: 
You ſcorn'd my Throne, aſpiring, to her Love. 
Ber. In Death ll own a Love to him ſo pure, 
As will the Teſt of Heav'n it ſelf endure. 
A love ſo. chaſte, as Conſcience could not chide; 
But cheriſh it, and keep it by its fide. 
A Love Which never knew a hot Defire, 
But flam'd as harmleſs as a lambent Fire. ä 
A Love which pure from Soul to Soul might paſs. 
As Light tranſmuted through a Cryftal Glaſs. with 
2. | 
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Which gave de de Rig all without a Sin; 
Vet kept entire the Right of Maximin. | 
Max. The beſt >. al that I to both can make, 
Shall be to ſuffer for each other's ſake. 

Por. Barbarian, do not dare her Blood to ſhed, 
Who from my Vengeance ſav'd thy curſed Head. 
A. Flight no Honour ever reach'd before ; 

And which ſucceeding Ages will adore. 

Ber. Porphyrius, I muſt die 
That common Debt to Nature be muſt be ; 
But I have left a Debt unpaid to thee. 

To Maximin 

I have perform'd the Duty of a Wiſe; ; 

But, ſaving his, I caſt away thy Life. 

Ah, what ill Stars upon our Loves did ſhine, 
That I am more thy Murd'rer, than he mine ! 

Max. Make haſte. 

Por. So haſty none in Execution are, 

But they allow the Dying time for Pray'r. 
Farewel, ſweet Saint, my Pray'r ſhall be to you: 
My Love has been unhappy, but *twas true. 
Remember me! Alas what have I ſaid? 

You muſt die toof 

But yet remember me when you are dead. 

Ber. If J die firſt, I will 
Stop ſhort of Heav'n, and wait you in a Cloud ; 
For fear we loſe each other in the Crowd. 

Por. Love is the only Coin in Heav'n will go: 
Then take all with you, and leave none below. 

Ber. Tis want of Knowledge, not of Love, I fear. 
Left we miſtake when Bodies are not there, 

O, as a Mark that I could wear a Scroul, 
With this Inſcription, Berenice's Soul. 

Por. That s not, ſure, for none will be ſo bright, 

So pure, or with ſo ſmall Allays of Light. 


Max. From my full Eyes fond Tears to ſtart; 


Diſpatch, they — Treaſon on my Heart. 

Por. Adieu: This farewel Sigh I as my laſt bequeath, 
Catch it, *tis Love expiring in a Breath. 

Ber. This Sigh of mine ſhall meet it half the way, 


As Pledges given that each for other ſtay, 
Entty 


Read Lhd fwd © 


F 


Enter Valeria a Cydon, 
Val. What diſmal Scene of Death is here prepat'd ! 
Max. Now ſtrike. 
Val. They ſhall not ſtrike till I am heard. 


Max. From whence does this new Impudence 2 


That you dare alter that which I decreed? 
Vai. Ah, Sir, to what ſtrange Courſrs do you fly, 
Th E „5 A As 
The Empire our 
And its vaſt Body bleeds in ev Vein. 
Gaſping and pale, and fearing more, it lies ;; 
And nine you fab ic inithe's Eyes: 
Vour Cæſar and the — JancaurE $- 
Ah, who can. wiſh to live when they are dead? 
If ever gentle Pity touch'd your Breaſt ——— 


TI camot f. — my Tears ſhall ſpeak the reſt. 
_ [Weeping and ſobbing. 


Por. She adds new Grief to what I It before, 
And Fate has now no room to put in more. 


_— Away, thou Shame and Slander of my Blood.. 


11 2 [To Valeria, 
thee * be pitiful or ? | 
"I al eiae hat hope =» 
The Name of 5 wing ſhould prevail with him, 
Who thinles ev'n it, for which I plead, a Crime? 
Yet Nature, ſure, ſome + — may be; 
If them you cannot pity, pity me 

Max. I will, and all the World ſhall judge it ſo: 
I will th” exceſs of Pity to you. ſhow. 
1 to ſave W 

rous Rebel, and diſloyal- Wi 

And Iin will not take your Life. 

Val. You more than kill me by this Cruelty, 
And in their Perſons bid your Daughter die. 
I honour Berenices Virtue much; 
* for Porphyrius my Love is ſuch, | 

I cannot, wal not live when he is gone. 

Max. Pl do that Cure for you, which on my ſelf is done. 
You muſt, like me, your Lover's Life remove; 
Cut off your Hope, —_— deſtroy your Love. 


x4 Te. 
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If it were hard, I would not bid you try 

* — Bur - but en. him _ 
et ſince you are ſo ſoft, ( ou 

And are not yet confirm'd — bg — 2 

To ſee his th; 

Your Frailty fhall be favour'd with this Grace, 

That they ſhall ſuffer in another Place. IA 

If after they are dead, their Memory ä 

By any chance into your Mind be brought, 0 

Laugh, and divert it with ſome other e 

Away with em. 

[Exeunt Ber. Por. end Alb. carried off by Guards, 
Val. Since Pray*rs nor Tears can bend his cruel Mind; 
[ Looking after Por. 

Farewel, the beft and braveſt of Mankind; 

How I have lov'd, Heav'n knows: but there's a Fate, 

Which hinders me from being fortunate. 

My Father's Crimes hang heavy on my Head, . 

And like a gloomy Clou — me ſpread; 

I would in vain be Pious, that's a Grace 

Which Heay'n permits not to a Tyrant's Race. 

Max. Hence to her Tent the fooliſh Girl convey. 
Val. Let me be juſt before I go away: 

Placidius, I have vow'd to be your Wife; 

Take then my Hand, tis yours while I have Life. 

One moment here, 7 muſt another's be: 

But this, Porphyrius, gives me back to thee. 

¶[Stabt ber ſelf. _—_ aud then Placidius arg # the © 
a er ft fr om he 
Pac. Help, hel the Princeſs, help Ip 
Max.W hatrage 2 d this act which thou haſt done? 
Val. Thou, — — Crimes have pull'd it on. 

Thou who canſt Death with ſuch a Pleaſure ſee, 

Now take thy fill, and glut thy ſight in me. 

But——Pll thy Occafibn of my Death forget; 

Save him I love, and be my Father yet: 

I can no more—— Porpbyrius, my Dear 
Cyd. Alas, ſhe raves, and thinks Porphyrius here. 
Pal. Have I not yet deſerv'd thee now ] die? 

Is Berenice ſtill more fair than I ? 


Porphyriusy 
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Porphyrius, do not ſwim before my Sight; Wn 
Stand ſtill, and let me, let me, aim aright. 

Stand ſtill but while thy poor Valeria dies, 

And ſighs her Soul into her Lover's Eyes. Die.. 
Plac. She's gone from Earth, and with her went away 

All of the Tyrant that deſery'd to ſtay: 

I've loft in her all Joys that Life can give; 

And only to revenge her Death would live —— [ 4/2. 
Cyd. The Gods have claim'd her, and we muſt reſign; 
Max. What had the Gods to do with me or mine? 

Did I moleſt your Heav n? | 

Why ſhould you then make Maximin your Foe, 

Who paid you Tribute, which he need not do? 

Your Altars I with ſmoke of Gums did crown : 

For which you:lean'd your hungry Noſtrils down, 

All daily gaping for my Tncenſe there, 

More than your Sun could draw you in a Year. 

And you for this theſe Plagues on me have ſent; 

But by the Gods, (by Maximin, I meant) 

Henceforth I, and my World, 

Hoſtlity-with you and yours declare, 

Look to it, Gods; for you th' Aggreſſors are. 

Keep you your Rain and Sun-ſhine in your Skies, 

And Pl keep back my Flame and Sacrifice. 

Your: Trade of Heav' n ſhall ſoon be at a ſtand, 

And all your Goods lie dead upon your Hand. 

Plac. Thus, Tyrant, ſince the Gods th' Aggreſſors are, 

1 c | | [Stabbing him. 

Thus by this Stroke they have begun the War. 

[Maximm ffruggles with him, and gets the Dagger 
from him. | 

Max. Thus I return the Strokes which they have giv'n; 

. 1 [Stabbing Placidius. 

Thus, Traytor, thus, and thus I would to Heav'n. 

[ Placidius falls, and the Emperor flaggers after him, and 
ts down him, the Guards come to help the Emperor. 
ax. Stand off, and let me, ere my Strength be gone, 

Take my laſt Pleaſure of Revenge, alone. | 

Enter a Centurion. | 

Cent. Arm, arm, the Camp is in a Mutiny : : 

For Rome and Liberty the Soldiers cry. 

Por phy- 
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Porphyrius mov'd their Pity, as he went 
To reſcue Berenice from Puniſhment, | 
And now he heads their new- attempted Crime. 

Max. Now Iam down, the Gods have watch'd their 
You think [time. 
To ſave your Credit, feeble Deities; 

But I will give my ſelf the ſtrength to riſe. 
Hie flrives to get up, and being up, flaggerts. 
It wonnot be ; 
My Body has not pow'r my Mind to bear. 
J muſt return again —— and Conquer here. | 
[Sits down upon the Body. 
My Coward Body does my Will controul ; 
Farewel thou baſe Deſerter of my Soul. 
T'Il ſhake this Carcaſs off, and be obey d; 
Reign an Imperial Ghoſt without its aid. | 
Go, Soldiers, take my Enſigns with you, fight 
And vanquifh Rebels in your Sovereign's Right: 
Before I die ———— | 4 
Bring me Porphyrius and my Empreſs dead, 
T would brave Heav'n, in my each Hand a Head. 
Plac. Do not regard a dying Tyrant's Breath, 
He can but look Revenge on you in th. 
To the Soldiers; 


Max. Vanquiſh'd, and dar'ſt thou yet a Rebel be? 
Thus — I can more than look Revenge on thee. 
[Stabs. him again. 
Plac. Oh, I am gone! [Dies. 
Max. And after-thee, I go, 
Revenging ſtill, and follewing ev'n to th* other World. 
my Blow. [Stabs him again. 
And ſhoving back this Earth on which I ſit, 
I' mount — and ſcatter all the Gods I hit. [Dies:. 
Euter Porphyrius, Berenice, Albinus, Soldiers. Porphyrius. 
looks on the Bodies entring, and peaks. 
Por. Tis done before, (this mighty Work of Fate!) 
And Jam glad our Swords are come too late. 
He was my Prince, and tho a bloody one, 
I ſhould have conquer'd, and have Mercy ſhown. 
Shezt all your Swords, and ceaſe your Enmity ; 
They are not Foes, but Rexars whom you ſee. 


Ber. 
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Ber. He was my Tyrant, but my Husband too; 
And therefore Duty will ſome Tears allow. 
Por. Placidius here! | 
And fair Valeria new depriv'd of Breath? 
Who can unriddle this dumb-ſhow of Death ? 
Od. When, Sir, her Father did your Life deny, 
She kill'd her ſelf, that ſhe with you might die. 
Placidius made the Emp'ror's Death his Crime; 
Who, dying, did revenge his Death on him. ; 
[ + 2 kneels and takes Valeria's Hand. 
Por. For thy dear ſake, I vow each Week I live, 
One Day to Faſting and juſt Grief I'll give: 

And what hard Fate did to thy Life deny, = 
My Gratitude ſhall pay thy Memory. 1 
Cent. Mean time to you belongs th' Imperial Pow'r: 

We with one Voice ſalute you Emperor. 
Soldiers. Long live Porphyrins Emperor of the Romans. 
Por. Too much, my Country- men, your Love you ſhew, 
That you have thought me worthy to be ſo. 
But, to requite that Love, I muſt take care 
Not to ingage you in a Civil War. 
Two Emperors at Reme the Senate choſe, 
And whom they chuſe, no Roman ſhould 
In Peace or War, let Manarchs Hope or B 
All my Ambition ſhall be bounded here. 
es Berenice's Hand. 
Ber. I have too lately been a Prince's Wife, 
And fear th* unlucky Omen of the Life. 
Like a rich Veſſel beat by Storms to Shore, 
'T were Madneſs ſhould I venture out once more. 
Of glorious Troubles I will take no part, | 
And in no Empire reign, but of your Heart. A 
Por. Let to the Winds your golden Eagles R 
[To the Soldiers. 
Your Trumpets ſound a bloodleſs Victory. | 
Our Arms no more let Aquilcia fear, 9. 
But to her Gates our peaceful Enſigns bear. 
While I mix Cypreſs with my Myrtle Wreath: 
Joy for my Life, and mourn Valtria's Death. : 


E PI- 


poſe. 


car; 


E PII. O G U E. 


Spoken by Mrs. Ellen, when ſhe was to be 
carried off dead.by the Bearers. 
e 
To the Bearer... we , | 


$4 N 


OLD, are you mad? You damn 4 confounded Dog, | 


Zan to riſe, and ſpeak the Epilogue. 


To the Audience. 


Fa come, kind Gentlemen, flrange News to tell e, 
1 am the Ghoff of poor departed Nelly. 
Saweet Ladies, be not frighted, TI be civil, 
Ti what I was, alittle harmleſs Devil. x 
For after Death, aue Sprights have juſt ſuch Natures 
We had, for all the World, auben human Creatures 3 
And therefore I that was an Areſs here, 
Play all my Tricks in Hell, à Goblin there. 
Gallants, loot to't, you ſay there are no. Sprights ; 
But Pl come dance about your Beds at Nights. 
And Faith you'll be in a faweet kind of taking, 
When T ſurprize you between fleep and cba. 
To tell. you true, I walk, becauſe 1 die 
| Out of my Calling, in a Tragedy. 
| - Poet, damn'd dull Poet, who could prove- 
S, ſenſeleſt ! to make Nelly die for Love; 
| Nay, what's yet worſe, to kill me in the prime 
Of Eaſter- Term, in Tart and Cheeſe-Cake time ! 
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111 fit the Fopp ; for Pl not one Ward ſay 
Pexcuſe his godly out-of faſhion Play. 
A Play, which if you dare but twice fit out, 
You'll all be flander d, and be thought devour. 
But, farewel Gentlemen, male haſte io me, 
Pm ſure ere long to have your Company. 
As for my Epitaph when I am gone, 
PII truſt no Poet, but will write my own. 


Here Nelly lies, who, tho? ſhe liv'd a Slattern, 
Yet dy'd a Princeſs acting in St. Cath'rin. 
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